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a YES, MY DEAR, THINGS HAVE CHANGED A LOT WHY, | REMEMBER WHEN THIS USED TO 
BE THE OLD GIRLS’ FRIENDLY SOCIETY 
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THE BRITISH AMBASSADOR’S TERRIER CAUSES A LITTLE UNPLEASANTNESS 


AT THE COURT OF THE GRAND BPHOT OF BLURBAHAN. 
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THOMAS DER Mic 


OUT OF COMPLIMENT TO THE ROYAL BRIDE MAY WE EXPECT A GREEK 
CHRISTMAS ? 
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HOW IT ALL BEGAN. 
[The rivalry, in the way of luxuries, between the Queen Mary and the Normandie is already acute. | 
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“LOOK AT THAT, ETHELBERT. WE'VE JUST LENGTHENED OUR LINER TO KEE ; 
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AND NOW, CURSE! HE'S PUT IN A SWIMMIN’-POOL.” ae 
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UNFORTUNATE LAPSE OF MEMORY ON THE PART OF A YEOMAN WARDER CAUSES 





THE HISTORIC “CEREMONY OF THE KEYS.” 
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The House of Lords. 


Mr. Bert Smith and his Party had 
always said that as soon as they ob- 
tained a clear majority in the House of 
/ Commons they would abolish the 
House of Lords. 

They said this very loudly and 
clearly at the General Election of 
1936. Every Candidate under the 
Smith banner said in his Election 
Address that one of the first 
actions—perhaps the first—of the 
Smith Government would be to 
abolish the House of Lords. They 
did not say much about this at 
their meetings, for the proposal 
did not excite the people so much 
as they had expected. Little men 
at the back said, “ What’s the 
matter with Lord Dursy?”’ or, 
“You leave Lord LonspaLe 
alone!” For the little men sup- 

posed erroneously that it was 
intended to abolish the Lords as 

well as the House; and this was 

not universally popular. Still, the 
thing was in the official programme : 
it was technically an “issue”; and 
when Mr. Smith was returned to 
power he and his Government said 
that they had a constitutional man- 
date to go ahead. 

But it was not so easy. For constitu- 
tionally the House of Lords, like most 
other things, could only be abolished 
by Act of Parliament; and an Act 
of Parliament has to go through the 
House of Lords. It was conceivable 
that the House of Lords would re- 
fuse to take part in its own abolition. 
But it had to be given the oppor- 
tunity. The House of Lords (Term. 
ination) Bill was passed rapidly 
through the Commons, sent to ‘‘an- 
other place” and laid on the Table. 
The peers, with the sensations of the 
German officer who is left in his 
cell with a revolver, assembled the 
following day and considered the 
Bill with ill-concealed distaste. 

The aged Duke of Dunoon spoke 
for two days; the Earl of Crome 
for one-and-a-half. There were 
then seven-hundred-and-thirty-four 
peers (not counting twenty-three 
minors); there was a large attend. 
ance, and most of the peers had 
something to say. For even those 
who had never spoken in the House 
before wanted to be able to tell 
their children that they had done 
their duty in the last ditch. 

Seven days had , but the de- 
bate still continued; and the Bishops 
had not yet got a word in, to say 

_ nothing of the Viscounts and other 
small fry. The procedure of the two 


Houses was not the same. Once a 
debate began in the Upper House the 
Lord Chancellor (unlike the Speaker) 
had no power to stop it. It continued 
so long as there remained a nobleman 
who wished to speak. On the other 





“THe acep Duke or DUNOON SPOKE FOR 
TWO Days.” 
hand, the peers were free of the 


rigid ritual of the Commons in the 
matter of hours. There was nothing to 
compel them to go on talking till eleven 
o’clock at night. When thoy felt like 
dinner they adjourned for dinner, with- 
out formality: and they did not come 


“On Saturpay Mr, Smrra visrrep 
BuckINGHAM PaLace.” 


back till the following day. 
Smith Government) put the Question 


from time to time and implored the 
peers to come back after dinner; but 











Lord 
Chancellor Brown (a member of the 





no one paid much attention to him 
and the debate rolled on. 

The Government became impatient 
and the Commons angry, for in the 
country the celebrated British sense of 
humour began to assert itself, and the 

laugh, on the whole, was with the 
Lords. Many well-known race- 
horse owners had promised to 
speak, and their utterances were 
eagerly looked forward to. + | 

Mr. Smith then proclaimed that s 
if the Bill was not passed into a 
law by Friday night he would be 
compelled to tender certain advice 
to His Masesty. On Friday, 
about seven, Lord LONSDALE was 
halfway through his charming 
reminiscences of the Turf, and 
the peers adjourned for dinner as 
usual. 

On Saturday Mr. Smith visited 
Buckingham Palace; and that Fa 
evening it was announced that, S 
on the advice of his Ministers, the ce 
Kuna had consented to create new a 
peers in sufficient numbers to 
secure a majority for the Bill. 

Of the seven -hundred-and-thirty- 
four peers only nine were ready to 
vote for the Bill, and about vwenty- 
five were disabled by age or ill-health : 
from attendance at Westminster. At _ 
least seven - hundred - and - one new 
peers, therefore, were required —say 





seven - hundred - and - twenty for 
safety. 
But who were the new noblemen | 


The situation was very different 
from that which preceded the pass 
ing of the Parliament Act, far back 
in Mr. Asqurrn’s days. Mr. Asquirn 
then had no intention of abolishing | | 


| 
to be ? 





the House of Lords, and he could 
easily have found sufficient men of 
good éducation and character ready 
to join the Second Chamber. Mr. 
Smith's difficulty was that those of 
his supporters on whom he could 
rely most surely to vote for the Bill | 
were the most reluctant to suffer 
the indignity of a peerage, even in 
a good cause. They objected not 
merely to the House but to the Lords. 
True, they would only be Members 
of the House for a dav or two, but 
they would be peers for ever. Once 
a peer always a peer; there is no 
means of discarding a title ; and even s 
to make the attempt would be an ¢ 
affront to the Crown, such as the is 
loyal Mr. Smith by no means contem- 
plated. The new Dukes might call 
themselves plain “Mr.,” but nothing 
could prevent their comrades from 
addressing them -as “Your Grace,” 
at first in jest and later perhaps 
in anger. The public memory is | 
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short, and maybe in some later revo- 
lution all Dukes would be destroyed 
indiscriminately. When all this was 
realised many a fire-eating Smithite 
deciined to become a peer for his 
Party. 

Moreover, it is expensive to become 
a peer. A grant of Letters Patent 
to a Duke costs 
£350; to a Marquess 
£300; to an Earl £250; 


to a Viscount £200; 
and to a mere Baron 
£150. Seven hundred 
new Viscounts, there- 


fore, would cost £140,000 
and seven hundred 
Dukes £255,000. Few 
of Mr. Smith’s nomin.- 
ees were ready to meet 
the charges themselves, 
and the Treasury, when 
approached, could find 
absolutely no precedent 
for the use of public 
funds for such a pur- 
pose. Those of Mr. 
Smith’s friends who 
could have found the 
money themselves were hotly opposed 
on principle to their own ennoble- 
ment, though they saw no reason why 
seven hundred of their colleagues 
should not suffer for the Party. In 
short, between the principles and the 


His 


| apprehensions of his followers Mr 
| Smith was in a fix. 
| of argument, doubt 


There were days 
and indecision 
and the second week of the debate in 
the Lords dragged on. 

It was Cox, the fiery young 
Minister for War, who found the 
way out. 

“The simple thing,” said he, 
“is to give peerages to a bat- 
talion of infantry en bloc. His 
Majesty’s soldiers are bound to 
obey orders, and they can no 
more refuse a peerage than they 
can refuse promotion And as 
for the expense, we can find the 
money out of the Army Vote 
without going to the Treasury at 
all.” 

“Jolly good idea, Bill,” said 
the Prime Minister. 

The fortunate unit selected 
was the Ist Battalion of the Hot 
water Guards, whose Command 
ing Officer, Colonel Sims, was known 
to be a political thinker and friendly 
disposed towards Mr. Smith’s general 
plans for the betterment of the con- 
dition of the people. The ration strength 
of his battalion happened to be seven- 
hundred-and-nineteen (including the 
band). Colonel Sims was _ beloved 
by his men. They would follow him 
without doubt into any lobby he chose 


to enter, as they had followed him 
into many a tighter corner. 

It was proposed at first to create 
one Duke (the Colonel), one Marquess 
(Second-in-Command), five Earls (Ad- 
jutant and Company Commanders), 
fifteen Viscounts (junior officers) and 
six-hundred-and-ninety-seven Barons, 





MAJESTY’S SOLDIERS ARE BOUND TO OBBY 


cost of £109,450. Out of 
the Colonel he was en- 
nobled first, and alone. But no sooner 
had the news leaked out than there was 
trouble—in the Press, in the Party and 
in the Regiment. Battalion-Sergeant- 
Major Flip, through the usual channels, 
sought an interview with Colonel the 
Duke of Hotwater. The N.C.O.’s, he 
intimated respectfully, were, as always, 
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ready to obey orders, but it would be 
difficult for them to maintain discipline 
among the troops if they were to hold 
a rank no higher than an ordinary 
private. He did not see how they could 
all be Barons together. A corporal, 
he thought, should be at least a 
Viscount 

“And a sergeant-major, I suppose,” 
said the Colonel, “‘an Earl?” 


‘That, Sir, would appear to be in the 
traditions of the Service.” 

“ But then, Sergeant-Major, you 
will hold the same rank as the Adju- 
tant?” 

“Yes, Sir. I see the difficulty.” 

**H’m!” said the Colonel. *‘ Difficult / 
It’s lousy!”’ and he rang up the War 
Office. 

Meanwhile more 
trouble was brewing in 
the Party. Mr. Smith’s 
strongest supporters 
were enraged that there 
should be any distine- 
tion of rank at all. <A 
nice way, they said bit- 
terly, in which to begin 
the new era of equality! 
Either a few Dukedoms 
should be served out to 
the rank and file or the 
whole regiment should 
be Barons. But that 
was impossible, for the 
Colonel was already a 
Duke. Then they must 
all be Dukes. And after 
some debate it was so. 
This raised the cost of the manoeuvre 
to £255,000, and the Treasury pro- 
tested. But young Cox jumped down 
the Treasury’s throat—and that was 
that. 

So, on the third Wednesday in the 
Lords’ debate the regiment—seven- 
hundred-and-nineteen Dukes—marched 
into the Palace of Westminster preceded 
by the Colours, the regimental goat and 

the band, playing bravely. The 
Chamber was not large enough 
to hold more than half the old 
peers (six - hundred - and - ninety 

of whom were present), so 


ORDERS.” 


say insanitary; and the column 
had to halt when no more than 
half of *‘A’’ Company had crossed 
the threshold. The other Com- 
panies ordered arms and stood 
at ease along the corridors and 
lobbies, stretching into the Central 
Hall and out through St. Stephen’s 
Halil into the street. By com- 
panies, the seven - hundred -and- 
nineteen Dukes went through the 
ritual of taking their seats. This 
occupied three days, but the band 
kept playing and an agreeable 
time was had by all. Some confusion 
arose when His Grace the Goat-Cor- 
poral led the regimental goat up to the 
Lord Chancellor and that dignitary, a 
little weary, enrolled two Dukes in- 
stead of one. But it was agreed (on a 
division) that the goat shou!d count as 
the sick Duke of Ancaster, whom she 
resembled closely, and the trouble 
passed off smoothly 
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When all was done the Lord Chan- 
cellor put the question: “That the 
a Second time.” But the 
aged Duke of Dunoon rose up and said, 


_ “My Lords, with great respect, I have 


arranged a little party for the troops. 
After all, it is only a week to Christ- 
mas, and if this House is to perish, let 
it perish merrily, with 
goodwill and good wine. 
Let us show mouldy 
Commons where they get 
off. And, by the way, to 
show the soldiers that 
we have nice clothes too, 
let us all wear our robes 
and coronets and things. 
| move that we adjourn. 
The drinks, my Lords, 
are on me.” 

The regiment then 
adjourned in column of 
fours to Westminster 
Hall, led by His Grace 
the Regimental Goat. 

The party lasted for 
three days and nights. 
None of the Commons 
was invited, but many 
came. Those who did 
not come made rudish 
remarks about the 
party; but the Duke of 
Dunoon observed that 
the Palace of Westmin- 
ster was a Royal Palace 
(that had all been settled in the days 
of the good Mr. Haddock) and there- 
fore anything could be done there; 
and the Commons had nothing to say 
to that. 

For two days after the party the 
House stood adjourned while the elder 
noblemen slept it off. Meanwhile the 
seven-hundred-and-nineteen (or rather 
seven-hundred-and-twenty) new Dukes 
strolled about the precincts of the 
Palace and played 
Crown and Anchor in 
the corridors, or sent 
for girl-friends and had 
a hug in the Library. 
“B” Company started 
u big sweepstake (legi- 
timate of course in a 
Royal Palace). “D” 
Company, the highbrow 
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\ 
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Parliament he for one knew where 
to in. Lance-Corporal the Duke 
of Baron’s Court agreed that for 
sheer technique and efficiency there 
was no comparison between the two 
Houses. 

On the other hand, the new Dukes, as 
a body, had become very popular with 


up To THE Lorp CHANCELLOR.” 


the House of Commons, and there were 
many supporters of Mr. Smith who 
began to wonder whether after all it 
might not be a pity to disperse so 
agreeable a body of men. There was 
something to be said for having trained 
soldiers on the premises, and the 
addition of a few hundred seamen and 
marines would practically convert the 
Second Chamber into a sort of Soldiers’ 
and Sailors’ Council. 





“His Geace THE Goav-CORPORAL LED THE REGIMENTAL GUAT 


said, ““Shun!—do your duty and follow 
me into the ‘Aye’ Lobby. By the left 
uick march!” 

But Battalion-Sergeant-Major the 
Duke of Marble Arch said, “ Battalion 
—halt! Pardon me, Sir and Grace, 
but by the Corrupt Practices Act it is 
an offence for any person to use force, 
pressure, duress and so 
forth with intent to in- 
fluence a member of 
any public body to ex- 
ercise his vote in a par- 
ticular manner.  Bat- 
talion, Stand at—oice /”’ 

The Colonel replied, 
“By Jove, Sergeant- 
Major, you're right!” 
and marched off into the 
“Aye” Lobby with nine 
other peers and the regi- 
mental goat. 


regiment marched into 
the “No” Lobby, where 
beer had been pro- 
vided by the Duke of 
Dunoon. 

The Bill was rejected 
by 1,403 votes to 10 (or 
11), and there was an- 
other party, to which 





The remainder of the | 





all the Commons came, | 


a | 


with crackers and 
Christmas-tree. 
No one in the end | 


was more pleased than Mr. Smith, for 


he realised the truth of the Duke of | 
Dunoon’s remark, “Gad! Smith, old | 
boy, as long as we’re here you can | 


put the blame for everything on 
us. But if you get rid of us, don’t 


you see, you're responsible for every- | 


thing 2?” 
Mr. Smith did see. 
Then everyone put something in the 
Speaker’s stocking—and the Lord Chan- 
cellor’s too—and went 
home for the holidays. 





and listened to Tues- 
day's debate on the 
Banks and Credit; but 
they did not think much of the 


_ Lower House and many fell asleep 


or had bets on the length of speeches. 
Battalion-Sergeant-Major the e of 
Marble Arch accompanied this party ; 
and he said frankly that if it were 
necessary to abolish either House of 


PEERS AND THE REGIMENTAL GOAT.” 


But officially the original programme 
still held the field. On the Wednesday 
before Christmas the Lords sat again 
and the Lord Chancellor put the 
Question. His Grace Colonel the Duke 
(Sims) of Hotwater rose up and ad- 
dressed the troops. “My Lords,” he 





“MaRcCHED OFF INTO THR ‘Aye’ LOBBY WITH NINE 


and without making a 
song about. it. 

At the next Election 
Mr. Smith was able to say that but 
for the House of Lords his Govern- 
ment would have been able to do 
much better than it had in fact: and 
Mr. Smith was re-elected. 

Oh, what a lesson for us all, children! 
A. P. Hi. 
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THe GENERAL MAKES A WOOL MAT FOR HIS DAUGHTER-IN-LAW. 
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Danse Macabre. 


I stne of a stockbroker, Montagu Pimm, 
Of Messrs. Pirelli and Habbard ; ’ 
I sing furthermore of a skeleton dim 
Who lived in this stockbroker’s cupboard. 


The cupboard it lived in was stuffy and hot; 
Its life it found lonesome and drear ; 

And why it was petty it had not 
The skeleton of an idea. 


It pondered for weeks on the ““why” and “because,” 


And grew from its constant surmising 
As thin as a skeleton (which, as it was 


A skeleton, isn’t surprising), 


Until, as it moped by itself on the floor, 
Dejectedly nursing its chin, 

One morning the stockbroker opened the door 
And let seven new skeletons in. 


This happy intrusion quite banished its care ; 
It soon grew expansive and hearty; 

[ts life, which before was a dismal affair, 
secame one hilarious party. 


The eight of them, rattling the bones and the tongs, 
As merry and bright as could be, 

Would sing to each other gay rollicking songs 
In a rollicking skeleton key. 


So rowdily soon was their leisure employed 
That, as one would rather-expect, 

Their master grew more than a trifle annoyed 
And the neighbours began to object. 


\t length an inquiry was made by the law, 
So freely the neighbourhood grumbled ; 

A plain-clothes detective broke open the door 
And out the eight skeletons tumbled. 


Not having, apparently, any idea 
What this sudden release from their plight meant, 
Still obsessed by a spirit of fun and good cheer, 
They went quite off their skulls with excitement. 


Instead of discreetly retiring from view 
Or each lying still as a mouse, 

The party set up quite a hullabaloo 
And went dancing all over the house. 


They danced on the dining-room table in pairs; 
They danced in the hall, on the hearth; 

They forced their way into the bathroom upstairs 
And danced in the stockbroker’s bath ; 


And at length, to the scandal of order and law, 
Apparently thinking it witty, 
The whole party broke out through their master’s 
front-door 
And went dancing all over the city. 


Their master, indicted, was brought to the bar. 
The judge was disposed to forbearance, 

But his face turned as red as a lighted cigar 
When the skeletons made their appearance. 


“Do you dare,” he exclaimed, turning purple as 
rt, 
3 ahaa and shameless carousers— 
Do you dare so to flout the conventions of Court 
As to come here without any trousers ?”’ 


It was true. With no trousers, no shirts and no socks, 
Not a buckle to fasten a belt with, 

One after another went into the box 
And one after another was dealt with. 


“Do you know,” each was asked, “how your master’s 
good name 
Has been smirched by your libertine dance, Sir?!” 
The skeletons, hanging their skulls in some shame, 
Could think of no suitable answer. 


In vain did the stockbroker’s counsel appeal, 
The jury were cold and disdainful. 

“Our task,” said the foreman, “my Lord, we all feel 
Is plain, though admittedly painful. 


These skeletons, roaming unlicensed at large, 
Have danced without clothes in Belgravia; 

Accused is convicted, my Lord, on a charge 
Of condoning indecent behaviour.” 


Ah, reader, the heart in your bosom is racked 
With grief at this cruel conviction ? 

You weep for the pitiless nature of Fact ! 
Remember, this story is Fiction. 


Reality often is cruel and raw, 
But in fiction no ills are past mending. 
This tale, in defiance of probable law, 
Ill bring to a happier ending. 


The judge pronounced sentence. “Life pent in a cell 
Grows irksome,” he said, “and might pain you. 
Return to the City you love, Sir, so well; 
And long may that City retain you.” 


So Pimm was restored to his former estate 
With Messrs. Pirelli and Hubbard, 

And the skeletons, properly dressed by the State, 
Were put back again in the cupboard. P. B. 











Scientists claim to have discovered a substance resem- 


bling rubber but much more durable. They do not say | 


what it is called on the menu. 
So 
“The average person,” says a doctor, ‘doesn’t visit his 
dentist often enough, I’m afraid.” So is the average person. 
x + * 


Recently a barrister was fined for smuggling. He was 
rather premature in taking silk. 


x* *«* * 


“There is nothing like crimson wallpaper for giving a 
room warmth,” states a writer. But apparently coal- 
merchants are not taking this too seriously. 


ie Sa 


A man recently drank some red ink in mistake for 
medicine. And not, as so often happens, for wine. 
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CHRISTMAS REVELS THROUGHOUT THE EMPIRE. 


INTIMATE STUDIES OF EMPIRE LIFE, OBTAINED AT ENORMOUS PERSONAL RISK BY Mr. Puncn’s TRAVELLING CORRESPONDENT 
ro assist THe BrivisH PusBLic TO PICTURE FOR THEMSELVES THE STATE THEIR FRIENDS AND RELATIONS ACROSS THE SEAS 
GET INTO DURING THE Festive SEASON. 
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Schools For Scandal. 
We shall have to abolish the public 





| schools. It seems to be the only way 


_ interposed a pure-faced boy. 


to stop people from writing books 
about them. 

In the old days they were just taken 
for granted, the whole idea of the 
system being that if a boy survived 
school at all he was safe for life. In 
those grand times there was only one 
way of writing about them, a sort of 
modification of Paradise Lost. One 
boy always worked himself to death, 
another (the hero) was temporarily 
led astray by drink and gambling 
and eventually restored to virtue and 
scholarships. Most writers of school 
stories (no one had yet thought of 
raising them to the status of novels) 
were possessed of a keen sense of 
humour. 

“| swear this is too much,” said 
Julian, using the only oath that ever 
in all his lifetime passed his lips. 

What modern writer has 
Y qualled that u 

The opening of any school story 
read something like this:— 


ever 


MicHaAg. STOUTHEART: 
on, Tur STRUGGLES OF a YounG Sout. 


It was with difficulty that Michael 
kept back the tears as he watched his 
father disappear over the brow of the 
hill. He soon remembered that he was 
a Christian and an Englishman who 
took a cold bath every morning, 
squared his shoulders and made his 
way into the house common-room. 

“What's your name, you young 
ruffian?” growled a loutish fellow, 
grasping his wrist. 

William,” he retorted, stung by 
the rude taunt, 

“Ha, ha!” roared the oaf, twisting 


_ his arm, smacking his face and kicking 
| him brutally. 
pretty 


“Diddums Mummy’s 
pet ! ” 
“ Gilks, I blush for you,” quietly 
“Have 
not you forgotten the sermon the good 
Doctor preached to us last term?” 
The bully shamefacedly bowed his 
head. His heart was not all bad, and 
a vision of his widowed mother seemed 


| tot i 
| to be saying . =. 


And so on. What could have been 


| nobler, more ? Whereas to- 
day we get this sort of thing :— 


Unuppep Het. 
Lancelot dismissed the chauffeur 


with a weary gesture, and with a slight 
sneer on his lips watched the Rollo- 
Suisso turn out of the gate like an old- 
fashioned stockbroker. Having given 
minute instructions about his more 
valuable luggage, he passed through 
the knots of ordinary boys to his 
study. 

He regarded with distaste the vulgar 
volumes of Kretixc and STEVENSON 
belonging to his room-mate, and began 
to unpack his own treasured collection 
of D. H. Lawrence and BEVERLEY 
Nicnois, There was hardly room to 
arrange his Venetian glass wsthetically, 
so he postponed the problem and 
settled down to read JAMES JOYCE. 
His mother, he reflected, would just 
now be mixing a cocktail before dining 
with her lover. If she wanted him out 
of the way, surely she might have 
found a better place than this for 
him. 

He had only read a hundred pages 
or so when an objectionably healthy- 
looking boy burst into the room. 
Lancelot was not accustomed to having 
his privacy so disturbed. 

“What the hell do you mean by it?” 
he remarked dispassionately. 

“Mean by what?” Smith obviously 
had the slow-moving brain of the 
typical public school athlete. 

* By rushing in here like a fox-hunt- 
ing boor, and letting the damned 
draught in on me.” 

“Well, it’s my study.” 

Lancelot was almost amused by 
this example of Empire-building ob- 
stinacy. 

“T shall want those shelves for my 
glass,” he said. “‘When you have rid 
yourself of those childish ball-playing 
implements you can help me to clear 
them up.” 

Smith looked as though he were 
about to protest, but was cowed by 
Lancelot’s cynical smile. 


Well, there is seemingly a large 
public of middle-aged women who 
want that sort of thing, and it would 
be foolish to grudge them their in- 
structive light reading. What has 
really reached the limit is the writer 
of essays and collector of symposia 
like this :— 


Wuy I Hare My Otp Scuoot. 


In condemning the theory and prac- 
tice of public school so-called educa- 
tion, I speak entirely without bias. I 
myself have always been of superior 
physique and moral fibre, and passed 
unscathed through trials that are the 
ruin of weaklings. 

That a country which claims to be 
civilised should still countenance mon- 
astic institutions at all is unintelligible 


to any but the Briton. If the public 
once realised the sadism and debauch- 
ery which are inherent in the system, 
they would rise and tear each school 
brick from brick. The tears of fags, 
burning their fingers to provide toast 
and sport for their masters, the roasted 
backs of the virtuous, the mangled 
remains of the nervous and artistic, 
sacrificed to the fetish of compulsory 
games, cry out for vengeance and the 
destruction root and branch of every 
public school in the country . . . 


It is not merely the writers of the 
essays or the editors of symposia, but 
after every such publication the vast 
army of writers to the Press sharpen 
their quills and fill the correspondence 
columns for weeks. A boy who had his 
arm twisted in 1881, Dr. ARNOLD and 
the game of cricket are re-hashed and 
minced to shreds. Old boys write and 
explain that the more brutal is the life 
the more pukka are the sahibs it turns 
out. Everyone agrees that England 
would be a very different place with- 
out the public schools, but there agree- 
ment ends. 

This spate of ink must stop soon, or 
the printing presses will have no room 
for anything else. There is only one 
way of stopping people from writing 
about them. 

We must abolish the schools. 





Lament of an Old Fogey 


On reading that haymaking which 
does not depend on the wind and sun 
is now a practical possibility, following 
researches into the use of electric fans 
and drying racks. 





Gone are the haycocks 
that CLauDE Monet painted 
a score of times in 
evershifting light; 

Gone are the shadows 
lengthening to sunset, 
the velvet-black upon 
moon-silvered night ; 

Gone are the sunburned men 
who forked and builded 
and kissed the freckled girls 
who brought them food ; 

Gone, watchfulness of cloud 
and wind and sunshine, 
and gone the salt of sweat 
that made life good ; 

Gone is the dear old-fashioned 
country haysel, 
the engineers command 
that it shall go; 

High-tension wires make hay 
of man’s contentment ; 

jreat Pan is dead, slain by 

A dynamo. 
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“ ISN'T THIS THAT THING 
and Isolde? 











AND | REMEMBER MY SHOES W 
TOO TIGHT— 


BUT ANYWAY, UNCLE GEORGE 
HOME — 
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M Tristar JUST TOO WONDERFUL, ISN'T IT? — I ALWAYS LOSE MYSELF COMPLETELY 
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QUITE A CHILD I WAS, AND JUST OVER AND I HAD A DRESS WITH LITTLE RUCH- 
MEASLES INGS ROUND THE HEM 











MUCH AND IT WAS THE YEAR AUNT EMILY HAD AND THOSE FUNNY LITTLE HATS WERE 
THAT ACCIDENT, AND WE HAD A HOUSE AT JUST COMING IN, AND GRANNY HAD GIVEN 
BOGNOR FOR THE SUMMER ME A DRESSING-CASE FOR MY RIRTHDAY- 
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Some account of the amazing 
political crisis which, in the year 
1936, threatened the very existence 
of the House of Lords has already 
been given in an earlier part of 
this AuMANacK. Of the scarcely 
less remarkable events which 
shook the Lower House some 
seven years later it still remains 
to tell. What was the nature of 
this convulsion, its strange out- 
come, and the changes that it 
wrought in the lives of the two 
young people whom Fate called 
to be the protagonists in tke 
struggle, conscientious readers of 
this powerful tale of love in 
high places will eventually dis- 
cover. Others will achieve the same 
result by skipping straight to 
Chapter IV. 











CHAPTER I. 


Few of those who knew William 
Anthony Colebox at the university 
could have predicted the phenomenal 
heights to which he was fated later on 
to rise. His attainments indeed were 
of the most limited kind. He was con- 
sidered a capable performer at bridge, 
he could do the Hottecte Blues, and 
he could speak French fluently enough, 
on going down, to secure the post of 
History Master at a small preparatory 
school; but otherwise, apart from a 
certain aptitude for the zither, which 
it was his wont to play from two 
to four-thirty on Sunday afternoons, 
there was little to mark him out from 
thousands of ordi young men in 
the middle-twenties. His face, his 
voree, even his ties were undistin- 


guished, his boots were nondescript, 
his smile neither more nor less flashing 
than yours or mine. Only in one point 
was he absolutely unique. He was 
madly in love with Hermione Soot. 

So long as any spark of chivalry still 
lingers in the breast of the historian 
the full truth about Hermione Soot 
can never be told. It must be enough 
to say that she was a sterling woman 
and she looked it. Of all those ardent 
spirits who at the time this story opens 
were working earnestly and untiringly 
for the success of the second and still 
greater Feminist revival which was to 
shake England to her foundations in 
the early ‘forties, Hermione was the 
bright particular star. Herself a woman 
of great physical strength and tremen- 
dous organising ability (already she was 
President of some seventeen societies, 
besides being a Member of Parliament 
and Editress of the “Up, Girls, and at 
’"Em!” Gazette), she was convinced 
that not until the reins of government 
were firmly in the hands of her sex, not 
until every department of trade and 
commerce was directed and staffed by 
women would genuine and lasting pros- 
perity return to the land. “Give us 
the Power,” she used to bellow to any- 
one unfortunate enough to be within 
range of her gong-like voice, ‘and we 
will give you Plenty!” 

She was indeed engaged in writing 
these very words at the end of her 
weekly leader for the U.G. and A. E. 
Gazette when William Anthony Colebox 
wasshown, one fine morning early in the 
year 1936, into her commodious study. 

“Ah! Colebox,” she said as he en- 





tered, “be seated, please!” and taking 
up her pen again wrote at the top of 
a fresh sheet of paper: “Woman is not 
merely the equal of Man, she is in every 
way his superior. Reasons : =f 

The friendship between these two 








was of a curious, it might even be said | 


a one-sided nature. During the eigh- 
teen months that had passed since his 


appointment as History Master had | 
brought him to Seaminster, the little | 
South-Coast resort from which Her- 

mione directed her campaign, William | 


had lost no opportunity of cultivating 
the society of the titanic Feminist. It 
was not that he cared particularly for 


her views; he felt perhaps that they | 


hardly concerned him; but from the 
very first he had been attracted by the 
ruthless splendour of her personality. 
In his eyes she was the incarnation of 
everything that was great and noble in 
the world. She was Power. 
Light. She was the thunder and light- 
ning, the rushing torrent and the 
boundless plain. When he looked at 
her massive features he seemed to see 


She was | 


the beetling crags and jutting head- | 
lands of some wind-swept cliff; when | 


she spoke he heard the roaring of the 
sea in his ears. Hour after hour he 
would sit listening while she read out 
the text of her next speech in the 
House of Commons or of a forthcom- 
ing address to the Peckham Branch of 
the“ Femina Victrix’’ League, caring 
nothing for the sense, but happy in 
the sound and fury of it all. And 
Hermione, who liked some kind of an 
audience when she tried out her 
speeches, found him very useful. 
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Now, after eighteen months of 
practically speechless adoration, Wil- 
liam had decided to put his fortune to 
the test. 

**Miss Soot,” he began, trembling all 
over with an agitation which he tried 
in vain to conceal, “‘I must speak to 
you a moment—alone! That is,” he 
added, noticing that the room, apart 
from themselves, was unoccupied, “| 
must speak to you.” 

“One,” wrote Hermione : “She is mor: 
composed and less given to hurried and 
ill-considered observations.” 

“TI can give you two minutes, 
said. 

“Two minutes,” replied the passion 
ate schoolmaster, ‘‘is too short a time 
for me to say all that I have in mind 
to say to you; but I will respect your 
wish. Miss Soot—Hermione, I love 
you! Ever since 1 met you I have 
loved you. Always your dear voice is 
in my ears, every night your face comes 
to disturb my dreams. When I look at 
you I seem to see—but, no, I must be 
brief. Hermione, my love, say you 
will marry me!” 

*“Mr. Colebox,” said Hermione, tak 
ing her pipe out of her mouth in her 
astonishment, “you surprise me!’’ and 
she wrote down: “T7'wo: She is less likely 
to give way to outbursts of ungovernabl: 
passion”’—partly out of sheer habit 
and partly in order to give herself time 
to recover her composure. 

“This proposal,” she went on more 
calmly, “has been laid before me with- 
out the usual notice, but in any case 


she 








“Miss Soor—Hermione, I Love yot 


I should feel bound to oppose it. In the 
first place | am too busy to marry just 
at present; and secondly, if I ever do 
marry, | shall marry a man who as 
nearly as approaches the 
standard set by my own sex—in a 
word, a man who can do things.” 

William raised his eyebrows. ‘‘ You 
forget, Hermione,” he said gently, 
“that | can do the Hottentot Blues.” 

Miss Soot took up a leaflet dealing 
with the status of women boilermakers 
in the North of England. 

I am also,” William went on, “ con- 
sidereda very fair performer at contract 
bridge 

Still the girl showed no sign of 
softening towards him, and William 
played his last card. 

[ can play ‘Rule, Britannia,’ right 
through on the zither,” he said 
proudly; ‘and I'd like to meet the 
woman who can do that.” 

“Perhaps you will one day,” she 
answered, glancing up from the paper, 
on which she had just written, “DP hpee " 
She is gifted with almost limitless 
patience.” “I hope you will be very 
happy together. And now, please, I 
wish to be alone.” 


possible 





William Colebox turned on his heel 
without another word and went to 
America. 


Cuaprer I 


That it was natural enough for 
William, thus cruelly rebuffed, to sever 
his connection with a place which 
henceforward could hold nothing but 
painful memories for him and seek 
solace in foreign parts every reader of 
the best kind of emotional fiction will 
agree. And as to his selection of 
America, rather than Africa or the Far 
East, the reasons for that need not 
detain us here. Probably (if the 
imagery be not too fanciful) Fate 
guided his footsteps. 

Six months later, after a series of 
breath-taking adventures, in the course 
of which he was kidnapped by gunmen, 
entertained to dinner by a Senator and 
twice lassoed by cowboys in the Middle 
West, he reached Hollywood, glamor 
ous Mecca of the motion- picture world 

T will rest here awhile,” he thought, 
and, sitting down before the offices of 
the Bernheim Transatlantic Film Com- 
pany (Incorp.), began to pluck idly at 
the strings of his faithful zither. Sorrow 

















| difficulty 
| trickled slowly from the stub of his 
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“We MUST GET THIS GUY.” 


had lent his stringing a magic quality, 
an unearthly poignancy that caught 
at the very heart-strings and held the 
listener spell-bound, and as the opening 
bars of ‘Rule, Britannia!” floated in 
through the windows of the giant 
Bernheim Transatlantic Building a 
breathless hush, as of the noontide in 
some mighty forest, fell upon the four- 
teen Big Shots assembled there in con- 
ference. Not a Producer, not a Director 
stirred, and when the last sweet sad 
notes had died away there was scarcely 
a dry eye in the room. Otto Schwein- 
baum was blowing his nose, Karl Borki 
and Jabez E. Plunck sobbed quietly 
together, the great Molinsky was crying 
like a child. Even Bernheim him-elf 
was visibly affected. But it was he who 
first mastered his emotion and gave 
expression to the thought that was 
uppermost in the minds of all. 
“Boys!” he said, speaking with 
through the tears that 


four-and-ninepenny cigar, “this is the 
goods. We must get this guy! I don’t 
care if it’s the Tsar of Russia himself, 
we gotta get him.. And I don’t mean 
maybe,” 

Thus it was that William Anthony 
Colebox came into his own. 

In six months he was a Feature, in 


| twelve he was a Star, and before two 


years had passed, so powerful was the 
hold that his melancholy strumming 


_ (coupled with the wistful expression in 


those great sad eyes) exerted over the 
cinema-going public, he was being 
freely spoken of as the richest man in 
Hollywood. The solid gold swimming- 
bath installed at the end of his private 
72-hole golf-course was only one of the 
small extravagances which lent colour 
to this belief. His diamond-studded 
braces were another. 

But in spite of all this William 
remained rigidly unmarried. The 
memory of Hermione Soot was with 


him still. 
Cuapter III. 


It was in 1943 that William, then at 
the zenith of his fame, paid a visit to 
the country of his birth. His reception 
was cordial. At Southampton the Lady 
Mayoress kissed his expensive boots 
and offered him the Freedom of the 
Town in a silver casket—a present 
which, on the advice of his Publicity 
Manager, he declined to accept ; cheer- 
ing crowds lined the entire route to the 
Metropolis, several people throwing 
themselves in a frenzy of devotion 
under the wheels of his automobile as 
he swept by; while in London itself the 
total of persons fatally injured in the 
unprecedented uproar that marked his 

to the Guildhall was seven- 
undred-and-forty-two—a record. The 
official Programme of Welcome was 
due to begin on the following morning 
with a review in Hyde Park of ten 
thousand school-children drawn up in 





N 


the shape of an enormous zither, but 
an unexpected development caused the 
indefinite postponement of this im- 
pressive ceremony. This was no less 
than an urgent summons from the 
Prime Minister himself. 

“You may or may not be aware, 
my dear fellow,” began the Rt. Hon. 
Evelyn Budge, as soon as his distin- 
guished visitor was comfortably en- 
sconced in the cosy Audience Chamber 
at No. 10, “that changes of a grave and 
far-reaching nature have come over 
this country since you left its shores 
some four—ia it not?—or five years 
ago. I refer, in a word, to the extra- 
ordinary, | might even say the pheno- 
menal advance of Woman.” 

William inclined his head. “There 
have been rumours,” he said gravely, 
“even in the capital of the motion- 
picture world.” 

‘Just so,” said the Prime Minister. 
“The facts could not be concealed. 
Ever since the early ‘twenties, as you 
know, women have been entering in 


- 
| 
: 
: 








steadily - increasing numbers those 
trades and professions which had 
previously been regarded as the pre- 
serves of men. In the last five years | 
their advance has been incredible. With 
astonishing energy and determination 
they have forced their way to the top 
in almost every department of social 
and commercial life. The results, from 
our point of view, are deplorable. For 
millions of men the only chance of a 
livelihood to-day is to seek the hand 
of a woman in marriage.” 

‘You surprise me!”’ exclaimed Wil- 
liam, raising his eyebrows in the way 
Karl Borki had taught him. 

‘In politics of course their progress 
has kept pace with their rise in civil! 
life. To-day there are almost exactly 
as Many women as men in the House 
of Commons. My Party—the Men’s 
Defence Party—is still nominally in 
power, but the situation is critical. So 
critical in fact’”—here the Prime 
Minister’s voice sank almost to a 
whisper—‘‘that when they attempt 
early in the next Session, as I know 
they propose to do, to introduce their 
Women’s Emancipation (Admission of 
Girls Under Eighteen to the Effective 
Ranks of the Navy, Army and Air 
Force) Bill I gravely fear we may be 
defeated.” 

William was getting bored. ‘The 
Mayoress of Southampton——” he 
began. 

“Exactly. That is why I have sent 
for you. Your popularity, if I may say 
so, with the opposite sex might be of 
the utmost use to us in the House of 
Commons. Your presence there might 
turn the scale in our favour. There is 
to be a by-election next month at 
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Westward Ho! Will you stand for it 
as our official Candidate ¢” 

For a time the young man sat deep 
in thought. Then he rose to his feet. 

“T must ask you one question, Mr 
Budge. Who is the Leader of the 
Opposition ?” 

“The Member for Seaminster—Miss 
Hermione Soot.” 

“Taccept!” said William simply and 
held out his hand. 

After all, he thought, it would be 
heaven just to be in the same House 
with her. 


CHAPTER IV. 


A packed House had listened with 
keen interest and (on the part of the 
Opposition Benches) intense enthusiasm 
to the arguments put forward in favour 
of the Women’s Emancipation (Ad- 
mission of Girls under Eighteen to the 

iffective Ranks of the Navy, Army 
and Air Force) Bill, but excitement 
reached fever-pitch when the Member 
for Westward* Ho! rose to make his 
maiden speech as Government spokes- 
man against the Bill. In a silence in 
which you could hear many a hair-pin 
drop the hero of Musical Madness, 
Strings of Love, Zithering Through to 
tlory and half-a-dozen more epics of 
the screen began the speech that was 
to inscribe his name for ever in the 
columns of Hansard. 

‘**T rise,” he said, in that low melodi- 
ous voice which every night brought 
tears to the eyes of millions in the 
cheaper seats, “to move an amendment 
to the Bill which has just been so ably 
and so lucidly expounded to you. In 
place of the words, T'hat girls under 
eighteen be admitted without question into 
the Effective Ranks of the Navy, Armyand 
Air Force, | beg to move that there be 
substituted the words, That no woman 
be admitted to any post in any Trade, 
Profession or Occupation whatsoever for 
which a competent male candidate can 
at that time be found. (Ministerial 
cheers and ironical Opposition snigger- 
ing.) The advantages that must follow 
such a sweeping reform as this are too 
well-known and too obvious to need 
repetition—(shrieks of ““Oh, oh’’)—and 
I shall therefore content myself with 
a single observation. There is a lady 
in this House—(cheers)—whom I regard 
with the deepest respect and admira- 
tion—(cries of “Name her,” and a good 
deal of blushing and giggling from the 
Opposition Benches)—a lady whom it 
would give me the utmost pride and 
happiness to call my wife—(sensation in 
all parts of House)—but I can never ask 
her unless I am assured that in her 
heart of hearts she is in harmony with 
the spirit of this amendment—that she 
is, in other words, a womanly girl, one 





who will always look up with trust and 
affection to her husband, a girl, in 
short, who believes, as I do, that 
Woman’s place is the Home. (Loud 
Ministerial cheers.) Need I add that I 
shall observe the results of the voting 
with the keenest possible interest ?”’ 
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“THE OPENING BARS OF ‘RULE, 
Brirannia!’” 


There voted: For the Amendment, 
614; Against, 1. 

When the astounding verdict was 
made known pandemonium broke loose. 
Amid an inferno of cheers, screams, 
cat-calls and shouts of “ Play us a tune, 
Tony!” William Colebox leapt upon 
the Lady Speaker’s table and for over 
three minutes stood there acknowledg- 
ing the greatest ovation the House of 


Commons had ever known. At length 
he raised the Mace for silence. 

“Mrs. Speaker, Ladies and Gentle- 
men,” he began, when order had been 
restored, ‘“‘on this auspicious occasion 
you will hardly expect from me any 
but words of unadulterated joy. But, 
alas! even at moments of great national 
rejoicing the voice of private sorrow 
will not be hushed. Gratified as I am 
at the triumph which your own sound 
sense has to-day afforded me, yet in my 
heart there is nothing but despair. The 
one vote which I prayed above all 
others might be cast in my favour has 
gone against me. I allude, I need 
hardly say, to that of the Member for 
Seaminster, Miss Hermione Soot.” 

All eyes were here turned upon the 
Leader of the Opposition, who tried 
in vain to hide ne elephantine face 
behind her Order Paper. 

“Even now,” continued William 
passionately, “all hope is not quite 
dead. My beating heart bids me 
attempt one final throw. Miss Soot, 
Hermione—(cheers)—tell me that you 
will think again before it is too late. 
Tell me your vote did not reflect the 








dictates of your inmost heart. Say,oh! | 


say that there is yet a chance for me!” 

On the tumult of conflicting emotions 
that raged within the bosom of Her- 
mione Soot it would be possible, in 
another place, to write at considerable 
length. But we must cut it 
Hatred would have been natural 
enough against the young man who in 
a single day had brought her life-work 
crashing in ruins about her ample ears, 
and for a time this emotion was upper- 
most. Yet Hermione, after all, was a 
woman, and as he looked at her now, 
with eyes more wistful even than they 
had been at the crisis of Lonely Strum- 
mer, she could not be insensible of his 
charm. Besides, her future as a spin- 
ster was far from certain now that the 
Feminist Movement had come to so 
inglorious and so untimely an end. 
Could it be that in this young man’s 
arms, listening as he played the zither, 
or sitting in his golden swimming-bath, 


short. | 





she would find a happiness of which she | 


had never dreamed ? 

At last, her mind made up, Hermione 
rose and made her way with bowed 
head along the floor of the House 
until she stood before the Speaker's 
table. Only then did she look up at 
him, and William, seeing the light that 
shone in her enormous eyes, leapt 
lightly down and with a ery of triumph 
seized her in his arms. 

“My honeybunch!”’ he said. 

She opened her mouth to speak, but 
William, amid scenes of indescribable 
confusion, applied the Closure. 

H. F. E. 
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IF THE PROFESSIONAL CLASSES TOOK TO ADVERTISING. 





Mrs. Everybody. “AND 8O YOU THINK, SMR PERCY, YOU CAN REALLY MAKE MY HUSBAND BETTER 7° 

Sir Percy Bartholomew, F.R.C.S., F.R.C.P., F.R.C.V.S., etc., etc. “ * BETTER’ IS NOT THE WORD, Mrs. Everynopy. I UNDERTAKE TO 
CURE YOUR HUSBAND.” 

Mrs. Everybody. “AND ARE YOUR TERMS VERY EXORBITANT, Str PERCY ?” 

Sir Percy. “ YOU DO NOT KNOW MY NEW PAY-WAY SYSTEM, Mrs. EVERYBODY ? NO CURE NO Pay.” 

Mrs. Everybody. “ W¥LL, SIR Percy, | THINK YOU ARE VERY REASONABLE. I SHALL CERTAINLY RECOMMEND YOU TO MY FRIENDS.” 





Mrs. Anybody. “AND YOU WILL REALLY GET MY HUSEAND OFF, MR. BLACKSTONE ?” 


Mr. Jeffries Blackstone, K.C. “ CERTAINLY, MRS. ANYBODY I HAVE 
L. 2 ; ‘ GOT OFF CONSIDERABLY HARDER BOILED EGGS THAN YOUR HUSBAND. 
KINDLY sare YOUR EYE OVER THESE FRAMED UNSOLICITED TESTIMONIALS FROM BLACKMAILERS, MURDERERS, BIGAMISTS, ETC. I GUARANTEE 
THAT YOUR HUSBAND WILL, AFTER THE TRIAL, BE RETURNED TO YOU IN AN UNCOVERED VAN.” Sy 3 


Mrs. Anybody. “ 1 THINK YOU ARE A FAIR TREAT, MR. BLACKSTONE.” 
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Mrs. Nobody. “1 LIKE YOUR FACE, DR. ELOYSIUS, AND YOUR TERMS CERTAINLY SEEM TO BE HIGHER THAN THOSE OF ANY OTHER 
SCHOLASTIC ESTABLISHMENT—WHICH IS WHAT WE WISH 

Mr. Nobody. “ THAT’sS RIGHT.” 

Dr. Eloysius, M.A. “ I AM GLAD THEY SATISFY YOU, MRs. Nonopy, AND I WILL GIVE YOU A WRITTEN GUARANTEE TO TURN YOUR SON INTO 
4 YOUNG ENGLISH GENTLEMAN.” 

Mre. Nobody. “ NOTHING COULD BE MORE SATISFACTORY, Dr. ELoysivs.” 

Mr. Nobody. “‘ THaT’s RIGHT.” 
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Mrs. Somebody. “ 1 AM APRAID MY LITTLE GIRL IS RATHER A DIFFICULT SUBJECT, SIR RUBENS. I HAVE TAKEN HER TO SEVERAL MUCH- 
ADVERTISED ARTISTS WITH MOST UNSATISFACTORY RESULTS 

Sir Rubens Vandyke, R.A. “AH, MRS. SOMEBODY, ADVERTISEMENTS ARE NOT ALWAYS RELIABLE. YOU MAY SAFELY LEAVE HER IN MY 
HANDS, AND I ASSURE YOU YOU WILL NOT RECOGNISE THE PORTRAIT.” 

Mrs. Somebody. ““ How LOVELY, SiR RCBENS! 1 THINK I SHALL GET YOU TO PAINT MY HUSBAND TOO.” 
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THE PRESIDENT OF THE SOCIETY FOR DOING THINGS WHICH ARE NOT DONE 
RECEIVES A BIRTHDAY PRESENT FROM HIS ADMIRERS. 
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THE REAL TRAFFIC PROBLEM. 


WHAT DO YOU DO WHEN STORM'S PORT SAYS STOP BUT SPOT'S PILLS SA‘ 
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“EXCUSE ME, 











M’LADY, THE CONTRACTORS HAVE CALLED TO FIX THE MISTLETOR.” 
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HUMOROUS ARTIST COLLECTS YOKEL’S FUNNY SAYINGS. 
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BEAKS. 


1. “] Wim NoT HAVE sUCH CONDUCT. CLEAR TRE Court.” 2. “Srx montrss.” 3. LavGHTER, IN WHICH BIS WORSHIP JOINED. 
4. “ | THINK We 'VE HEARD THAT TALE BEFORE.” 5. His WoRSHIP 18 ASTONISHED. 








6. DISMISSED WITH A CAUTION. 





SO Sat Nida ety, Bie eh Seeks 
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THE ESKIMO WHO WANTED HIS FRIENDS TO THINK THAT HE HAD BEEN TO 
THE MEDITERRANEAN. 
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REVOLUTIONARY HEROISM. 





Host AT Rest AL RANT PARTY POCKETS THE CHANGE FROM HIS BILL AND GIVES THE HI AD-WATTER A LECTURE ON 
THE EVILS OF TIPPING. 
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PATERFAMILIAS SAYS NO MORE ROt GE AND LIPSTICK. 
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We have just heard of a Thames 
bargee who dropped an iron bar on his 
foot and broke one of his New Year 
resolutions. * * 

* 

At a recent meeting “No” was voted 
to be the most useful word in the 
English language. It must have been 
a meeting of bank-managers. 

* 


“What should a working-man spend 
his slate club-money on?” asks a 
writer. Coal seems an appropriate 


choice. * * 
+ 


“In Praise of Tripe” was the title 
of an article in a contemporary. But 
not by the dramatic critic. 


*& & 


An eminent physician asserts that 
lemonade is the best drink to counter- 
act sea-sickness. But what about port ! 

& & 
* 


In some parts of Norway the Christ- 








VOL. CLXXXVIII. 


mas festivities last three weeks. It 
would be interesting to know whether 
there is a proportionate duration of 
after-effects. * 


Public speakers who take an opti- 
mistic view of the industrial outlook are 
indiscreet in predicting that two blades 
of grass will grow where one grew 
before. Grass is growing in our ship- 
yards. + # 


A newly-invented stethoscope ampli- 
fies sound a hundred times. “ Ninety- 
nine’”’ will be heard as “ Nine thousand, 
nine hundred.” 


We read that the idea of a forth- 
coming film is to show that a dance- 
band leader “is a human being after 
all.” We doubt whether so long and 
intricate a chain of reasoning will 
photograph well. 

* 

The Daily Express having stated 
that there are no terrorists in this 
country, it is said that Sir StaFForpD 
Cripps hae decided to go on a diet of 
raw meat to make him more savage. 


An ostrich escaped from a recent 
circus procession and entered a grocer’s 
shop. It very tactfully refrained from 
burying its head in the sugar. 

* & 
* 

Alas! the experiment at recent ban- 
quets of hiding the microphones has 
had no appreciable effect in checking 
the flow of after-dinner oratory. 

* * 
* 

Last month’s anti-Christmas drive 
in Soviet Russia is said to have con- 
cluded with the ceremony of hanging 
the stockings feet-upwards. 

* & 
* 

During the hearing of a case in a 
New York court the prisoner worked 
out a crossword-puzzle. It is also on 
the cards that he asked the judge to 
give him a sentence in two words 
meaning “ Freedom.” 


* & 
* 


It is reported that a famous chess 
champion has given up the game 
entirely. We feel this is premature. It 
may merely be his turn to move. 
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CRUISES 


APPLY: 


P.& O. CRUISES 
14 COCKSPUR ST., S.W.1 


130LeadenhallSt.,E.C.3 
Australia House, W.C.2 
or Local Agents 


LA. 





... Mm the track of the Knights 


of St. John— 


The VICEROY OF INDIA, 20,000 tons, will on January 25th, cast off for a 
month's cruise to Spain, North Africa, Egypt, the Holy Land and Syria, 
homing by way of Rhodes, Malta and Tangier. Leave the gloom of English 
winter-time for the warmth and colour of the lovely Acgean Isles; for the 
comfort and pleasant society of a good English ship; for the ever changing 
scene as the ‘Viceroy’ drops anchor at Port Said, Haifa and Beirut, the 
stepping-off ports for Cairo, Jerusalem and Damascus. 


29 days. Sixteen Mediterranean Ports. Fares from 50 gns 


FIRST CLASS ONLY 
25 SUMMER CRUISES by five beautiful P.& 0. ships 
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We have just heard of a Thames 
bargee who dropped an iron bar on his 
foot and broke one of his New Year 


resolutions. ee 
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At a recent meeting ““No” was voted 
to be the most useful word in the 
English language. It must have been 
a meeting of bank-managers. 
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“What should a working-man spend 
his slate club-money on?” asks a 
writer. Coal seems an appropriate 


choice. x * 
* 


“In Praise of Tripe” was the title 
of an article in a contemporary. But 
not by the dramatic critic. 
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An eminent physician asserts that 
lemonade is the best drink to counter- 
act sea-sickness. But what about port ? 
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mas festivities last three weeks. It 
would be interesting to know whether 
there is a proportionate duration of 
after-effects. % % 


Public speakers who take an opti- 
mistic view of the industrial outlook are 
indiscreet in predicting that two blades 
of grass will grow where one grew 
before. Grass is growing in our ship- 
yards. *# 


A newly-invented stethoscope ampli- 
fies sound a hundred times. “‘Ninety- 
nine” will be heard as “‘ Nine thousand, 
nine hundred.” —*, + 


We read that the idea of a forth- 
coming film is to show that a dance- 
band leader “is a human being after 
all.” We doubt whether so long and 
intricate a chain of reasoning will 
photograph well. 

% & 
*% 

The Daily Express having stated 
that there are no terrorists in this 
country, it is said that Sir Starrorp 
Cripps hes decided to go on a diet of 
raw meat to make him more savage. 


An ostrich escaped from a recent 
circus procession and eritered a grocer’s 
shop. It very tactfully refrained from 
burying its head in the sugar. 

% & 
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Alas! the experiment at recent ban- 
quets of hiding the microphones has 
had no appreciable effect in checking 
the flow of after-dinner oratory. 

% & 
* 

Last month’s anti-Christmas drive 
in Soviet Russia is said to have con- 
cluded with the ceremony of hanging 
the stockings feet-upwards. 


*% & 
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During the hearing of a case in a 
New York court the prisoner worked 
out a crossword-puzzle. It is also on 
the cards that he asked the judge to 
give him a sentence in two words 
meaning “Freedom.” 

* F 

It is reported that a famous chess 
champion has given up the game 
entirely. We feel this is premature. It 
may merely be his tugn to move. 
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Amongst the Christmas-Cards. 


SLOGAN FOR 1935. 


RINGING in my ears all through the festive season and 
well-nigh drowning the clangour of the bells that ushered 
in the glad New Year has been the following beautiful 
passage of English prose, which a correspondent has asked 
me to make more generally known :— 


“Now therefore the Minister of Labour by virtue of 
the power hereinbefore recited and of all powers enabling 
him in that behalf doth hereby with the consent of the 
Treasury make the following Order :— 


1. Sub-section (2) of Section 58 of the Act shall have 
effect as if at the end thereof there were added the words— 
‘and (c) shall not if before the 26th day of July, 1934, he had 
exhausted his benefit rights in that year under sub-para- 
graph (b) of paragraph (1) of Article One of the Unemploy- 
ment Insurance (National Economy) (No. 2) Order, 1931, 
be disentitled to benefit in his next benefit year by reason 
of the provisions of Sub-section (3) of Section 3 or of 
paragraph (b) of Sub-section (1) of Section 4 of this Act 
if he proves that there has been paid in respect of him 
the last of the ten contributions mentioned in the said 
sub-paragraph (b) of paragraph (1) of the said Article 
and for the purposes of the next benefit year of such an 
insured contributor the expression “benefit year” as defined 
in the said Section 4 of this Act shall be construed as though 
for the reference to the ten contributions mentioned in that 
section there were substituted a reference to the ten con- 
tributions mentioned in the said sub-paragraph (5) of para- 
graph (1) of the said Article.’ 


2. This Order may be cited as the Unemployment 
Insurance (Removal of Difficulties) Order, 1934, and shall 
come into force on the date hereof.” 


I had intended to turn the whole thing into a kind of 
carol, employing the metre of “Good King Wenceslas” 
(because the theme is more or less the same), but after a 
little while I determined to leave the merry phrases just 
as they are. Those three words “Removal of Difficulties” 
are, I think, the most lovely of all. And if any reader of 
Punch cites this Order at any time under any different 
title I hope he will be made to suffer therefor. 


LIFE AND LITERATURE. 


In Somerset, as I daresay you know, the sun is always 
shining when Devon is full of wind and rain. From a paper 
published in that happy county I have cut with reverent 
scissors this brief note :— 

“Sporting and hunting books’ are coming into their own again. 
The best seller in Taunton to-day is undoubtedly H. V. Morton’s 
‘In the Steps of the Master.’ Some years since, when he was 
writing one of his English travel series, Mr. Morton stayed in 
Taunton at the Hotel.” 

I also have stayed at the — Hotel, Taunton, and it is a 
very good hotel. I should like to say a lot more than that 
about the paragraph but courage fails. 


MATRIMONY. 


“T, Joseph Mtyobo, will be married on the 27th Novem- 
ber, 1934, at 3 P.M. in St. Philip’s Church. My house will 
be open from 4 to 5.30 p.m. for receiving presents. Very 
poor man’s wedding. Any help will be much appreciated.” 


This pronouncement was sent by a native patient to 


_ a doctor practising in South Africa, and seems to me to 


handle the whole problem of wedlock with consummate skill. 


THE NORDIC TOUCH. 
And why not end by mentioning the curious episode of 
the German publisher, who lately decided 'to put forth a 


new illustrated edition of Grimm’s Fairy Tales? A few 
weeks after advertising it he received a letter running thus: 


“Berlin. 
Department of Dispatch : Control (or Register). 


To the Fa. Messrs. Jos. Scholz, 
Mainz, 
Hintere Bleiche 71. 
You have drawn attention to the works of the following 
authors : The Brothers Grimm. 


The above-mentioned authors have not yet performed 
their legal duty of affiliation. We would ask you to inform 
us of their addresses not later than July 8th, 1934, and also 
to inform us how far it concerns foreigners or German authors 
living abroad. 


Heil Hitler ! 


ReEtcus UNION OF GERMAN AUTHORS 
BoarpD oF CoNTROL.” 


So Kultur marches on. EVoE. 








Avalon. 


Down in the vale of Avalon 
The last red woodland glows and flames, 
Dropping its leaves, like sparks, upon 
Small hamlets with immortal names; 
Western Bampfylde and Mudford Sock, 
Sutton Montis and Great Martock 
Spring into fame that’s swiftly gone 
When foxhounds meet in Avalon. 


At little Chilton Cantilo 

The church-tower swings a gilded vane, 
Presaging sport to folk below 

Who ride fresh hunters down the lane 
To Charlton Mackrell, Ditcheat, Trent; 
Aloud they pray for screaming scent 
Over the grass as forth they go 
Hacking through Chilton Cantilo. 


About the mound of Wimble Toot, 
Where lie the dead of Sedgemoor fight, 
A ring of elms has taken root; 
When sweet hound-music peals through 
Lyte 
The ploughboys climb their boles to see 
Far horsemen jump by Babcary; 
Never the horn can raise afoot 
Those sleeping peasants of Wimble Toot. 


At dusk, hounds turn to Camelot 
Where ARTHUR feasted with his Queen, 
Mud-splashed, the weary sportsmen trot 
Across the magic valley’s green; 
At Marston Magna or Ashington 
Their point was made from Lovington; 
Such spells as Merlin’s art forgot 
Enchant the ride to Camelot. 
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DAVID’S NEW DEAL. 


“I SAW THE NEW MOON LATE YESTREEN 
WI’ THE AULD MOON IN HER ARM.” 


(Mr. Luoyp GEorcE has a complete programme of political and economical reform for 1935.] 
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Bag-Snatcher. “Loume! WHERE’S THE PERLEECE? THEY ’RE NEVER ABAHT WHEN THEY ’RE WANTED.” 





As Others Hear Us. 
Visiting the Sick. 

“What a frightfully nice room—isn’t 
it?—so nice and warm. It’s freezi 
out; I think you’re terribly lucky.” 

“ Well, of course——” 

“ Have you got millions of hot-water 
bottles? My hands are simply like 
ice.” 

“Would you like the hot-water 
bottle for a minute? ” 4s 

“ Thanks frightfully. I didn’t really 
mean that, but still I suppose I might 
as well. Just while I get warm, you 
know. I didn’t know if you were 
allowed to eat anything at all so I just 
brought flowers. I’m afraid chrys- 
anthemums are terribly dull.” 

“Thank you so much.” 

“I see you’ve got thousands of 
others. Oh dear—did they drip on 
you? I’m so sorry. What sort of a 
nurse have you got? My dear, when I 
had my operation two years ago I had 
the most awful nurse you ever met in 
your life.” 

“ Mine is very 

“ Oh, I know some of them are nice, 
of course, but I suppose I was just un- 


” 


lucky. In the end I got so dreadfully 
aggravated that I used to throw things 
at her. It must have been terribly 
bad for me. 1 wonder I didn’t die. 
The doctors used to say: ‘You know, 
you oughtn’t to be alive at all. You 
ought to be dead by rights.’ I was 
an absolute star case.” 

” Were you ver 

“My dear, frightfully. Fancy! That 
operation usually lasts forty minutes, 
or forty-five at the very outside—and I 
took two hours’ and fifteen minutes. 
They all said it was a record.” 

“IT didn’t know 4 

“Oh, I never talk about it. I hate 
talking about it, in fact. The funny 
thing is, that every single person I’ve 
compared notes with tells me they were 
out and about again in a fortnight— 
and I was eight weeks flat on my back. 
And then the first time I got up I 
fainted. Fainted clean off.“ 

“ How——” 

“Yes, I know, wasn’t it? My dear, 
what marvellous grapes! Are they as 
as lovely as they look? ” 

“Won’t you——” 

“It’s supposed to be the most awful 
thing anyone can do, isn’t it, to visit 
an invalid and eat their grapes? Still, 


” 


I daresay you ’re perfectly sick of them 
by this time. My dear, it’s months 
since I’ve eaten anything like them! 
We simply can’t afford to buy a thing. 
Of course everybody’s on the very 
verge of the workhouse, as I daresay 
you know.” 

“T thought——” 

“Well, naturally, one tries to keep 
worrying thoughts away with a per- 
son who’s been ill. (Though I must 
say, my dear, you look too well for 
words.) But there’s no doubt that 
this is the end of civilization. It’s simply 
crashing all round us.” 

“The papers——” 

“Oh, you mustn’t ever believe a 
word the papers say. They just put 
what the Government tells them to put, 
you know. It’s all part of a plan.” 

“ec ee ad , 

“Isn’t Income Tax coming down, 
you mean? .Good heavens, no, my 
dear. It’s going wp. Soaring. And 
look at the number of road accidents. 
It’s worse every single week, I believe. 
My dear, is that really the time? | 
ought to fly.” 

“ Would——” 

“Tea? If you’re going to have 
yours, I’d simply love a cup. I’ve 
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got to dash to the most frightful 
bazaar. Which reminds me, I want 
you to take a ticket, like an angel, for 
araffle. I’m supposed to be running 
it. Only a shilling. Or you can take 
ten, and make it a ten-bob note, if 
oud rather.” 
“What is——” 
“My dear, I won’t deceive you, it’s 
a perfect horror. But you can always 
give it away or something. Besides, 
ou’re perfectly certain not to win it, 
don’t you think? Haven’t you noticed 
how people one knows never win any- 
thing in a raffle, by any chance. It’s 
always somebody’s housemaid’s old 
aunt, in the North of England some- 
where.” 
“T don’t think a 
“T can give you change for anything 
in the world. Is this your bag? Good 
heavens, why do you keep papers in it ? 
I never have a thing but lipsticks and 
things in mine so that it doesn’t lose 
its shape. My dear, how like me! I’ve 
spilt the whole thing on the floor. Isn’t 
that like me? Never mind, if that’s 
your tea she can pick it up. Not that 
they ever answer bells in this kind of 
place. At least I know they never 
answered mine. I took to ringing it 
every half-hour regularly, just to teach 
them. Now look here, I’ll take this 
pound-note and give you ten bob in 
silver. Bother, I just can’t do it. 
Nine-and-twopence—well, Ill owe you 
tenpence. Or look here, I’ll take the 
pound-note and send you the change. 
And I shall have to send you the 
tickets too, as I’ve forgotten to bring 
the book.” 
“T think tea, ‘i 
“Too marvellous, my dear! Do you 
think you could ring and get them to 
bring me lemon instead of milk, and 
brown bread -and - butter instead of 
white?” E. M. D. 








The Song of the Kinkajou. 


OF all the creatures at the Zoo 
From elephant to rat, 

Let me commend the kinkajou— 
Yes, pray let me do that. 


Chorus. 


But what on earth is a kinkajou, 
Kinkajou, kinkajou ? 
I haven’t an idea—have you ? 

Still, there, it does not matter; 
The tuneful name of kinkajou, 
Kinkajou, kinkajou, 

Delights as does the ringdove’s coo, 

And lends itself to patter. 


I wonder if his eyes are blue 
Or grey; in any case 
I’m certain that the kinkajou 
Has charm and tact and grace. 








_— a. 
~ Bue P ‘ 
MAR: 


Gran T— 


Customer. “It’s QUITE A GOOD IDEA OF YOURS TO EMPLOY A DEMONSTRATOR.” 


Assistant. ““HE ISN’T A DEMONSTRATOR, MADAM. 


HeE’s A GENTLEMAN WHO 


HAS JUST LOOKED IN TO BUY A BOX OF BRICKS FOR HIS LITTLE BOY.” 








Chorus. 


But what on earth is a kinkajou .. . 


etc., etc. 


Does he subsist on honey-dew 
Or more sustaining stuff? 
Howe’er that be the kinkajou 

Subsists, and that ’s enough. 


Chorus. 
But what on EARTH is a kinkajou . . . 
etc., etc. 


This theme I gladly would pursue; 
Perhaps some other time . 

Meanwhile adieu, sweet kinkajou, 
Mysterious, sublime. 


Chorus. 


But what on earth is a kinkajou, 
Kinkajou, kinkajou ? 


I don’t know in the least—do you ? 
Still, does it really matter ? 

The tuneful name of kinkajou, 

Kinkajou, kinkajou, 

Delights as does the heifer’s moo, 
And lends itself to patter. A.W. B. 


[Everybody ought to know what a kinka- 
jou is. It can be taken freely out of its 
cage, is absolutely mild and affectionate, and 
climbs up its own tail.—Ep. Punch.} 








An Impending Apology. 
“Best Beast in SHow. 


Duke oF DEVONSHIRE Wins BAKEWELL 
Honovr.” 


Headlines in Midlands Paper. 





“Bretrer Pay tn Post OFrrice.” 
Daily Paper. 
We always do. 
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The Publicist. 


“Tris year,” said Pettigrew, ad- 
justing his spectacles, “I mean to 
make a thorough study of foreign 

litics.” 

“It’s a big subject,” I said doubt- 
fully. 

He made a large gesture. 

“Tt’s an important subject. It’s 
vital. Think, man! Things are happen- 
ing in foreign countries every day— 
governments falling, crises occurring, 
strikes, riotings, cowps d’ état “ 

“Putsches,” I put in excitedly. 

“and what do we know about 
them? What do we understand about 


Bolivia will have to adopt this or that 
new line of policy ?”’ 

He waved Iceland and Nicaragua 
away. 

“One is speaking, naturally, of 
Europe—the part of the world that 
matters to us.” 

* And isn’t Iceland ?” T began. 

“Yes, yes. No doubt from the point 
of view of the cartographer Iceland is 
included in Europe, but, don’t you see, 
it’s not important? It’s the countries 
whose politics and policy may affect 
Great Britain that I’m interested in.” 

“H’m,” I said. “Then isn’t it going 
to be a bit difficult to confine yourself 
to Europe? There’s the Far East, 
you know. Don’t you care about Japan 


him one day and he will say, ‘I’m 
King Zoa, you know.” And I shall say, 
‘Delighted, I’m sure,’ and then there ’ll 
be an awkward pause, and at last I 
shall have to ask him, ‘Well, now, tell 
me, Your Majesty, how are things in— 
er—in—dear me! how very stupid of 
me! Just for the moment I——’ You 
see how difficult it’s going to be?” 

“Zoe, eh?” said Pettigrew. “I'll 
make a note of that.” 

“T wish you would,” I said. 

“There’s Poland too. I ought to 
know what ’s going on there.” 

“What about Germany and France 
and Italy? You’re forgetting them.” 

“Oh, well, one knows a good bit 
about those already,” said Pettigrew 





the inner significance 
of these momentous 
changes, these great 
political upheavals which 
are taking place around 
us? Nothing. Nothing ! 
And why? Because we 
haven’t an elementary 
working knowledge of 
even the constitutional 
principles, the composi- 
tion of political parties, 
the—the, in a word, 
the e 
“The machinery of 
government?” I sug- 
| gested. 

“Exactly. Thank you 
—the machinery of gov- 
ernment as it operates 
in other countries than 
our own. And we ought 
to have that knowledge. 
We ought to know how 
other countries are gov- 
erned and by whom, and 
what is the nature of 
the opposition they have 





é . 
“Wuy SHOULD YOU THROW AWAY ALL YOUR YOUTH WHEN A ‘KwIKKO’ 
MANGLE WOULD GIVE YOU TIME FOR LEISURE AND CULTURE?” 


with a slightly superior 
smile. 

“The name of the 
Minister of Agriculture 
in the present French 
Government, for in- 
stance?” I suggested. 

He cleared his throat. 

“And the method of 
election of the Chamber 
of Deputies, Pettigrew? 
Or the Conservative 
Party’ policy, and how 
far the Radical-Social- 
ists are at variance with 
the Socialist-Radicals 
over questions of inter- 
national finance ? Idon’t 
want to be hard on you, 
but I want you to go 
into this thing with your 
eyes open. You've ob- 
viously got to start this 
business of foreign poli- 
tics from the very be- 
ginning. Perhaps even 
further back than that. 
Would it, for example, 
be in bad teste to ask 








to face, so that when a 
change occurs and another party comes 
forward to take up the—er F 

“The reins ?” : 

“the onus of administration, we 
may say immediately, ‘Aha! 
means that So-and-so will have to go 
and that such-and-such a thing will be 
done, or that this or that new line will 
have to be taken by one or other of 
the nations.’ That is what I mean by 
a knowledge of foreign politics.” 

“And you are really going to do this 
thing?” 

“Certainly.” 

“Do you seriously mean to tell me, 
Pettigrew, that when a new govern- 
ment comes into power in Iceland, say, 
or Nicaragua, you are going to go 
about saying, “Aha! That means that 
So-and-so will have to go and that 
such-and-such a thing will be done, 
and that Lapland, for instance, or 


That. 


and the Pacific problem? Are you 
deliberately going to turn your back 
on the Common Upper Ceiling?” 

“Japan can wait,” he said rather 
testily and speaking perhaps more 
truly than he knew. “I want first of all 
to find out something about Spain and 
Hungary and the Balkans. I want to 
know where Jugo-Slavia is, and how 
Rumania’s governed, and whether 
there’s a Back-to the-Land movement 
in Bulgaria. That sort of thing.” 

“Tsee,” Isaid. “Then you'll soon be 
able to put me right about King Zoa.” 

*“Zoa?” he said, a little startled. 

“Certainly. King Zoe.” 

“Not Boris?” 

“No, Zoa. He rules somewhere— 


and very well too from all I hear. But ° 


I don’t know where. It’s a kind of 
nightmare with me—not knowing. 
I’ve a dreadful fear that: I may meet 


you the name of the First ord of the 
Admiralty in our own Cabinet?” 

It was. 

“Then there’s another thing. You 
can hardly hope to talk really intelli- 
gently about foreign politics unless 
you have at least the rudiments of 
foreign economics at your finger-tips. 
Would you be prepared, say, to esti- 
mate the effect which the rate of ex- 
change between Rumanian lei and 
Jugo-Slavian dinars might have on 
the relations between the two coun- 
tries?” 

He took off his spectacles and wiped 
them with a kind of savage deliberation. 

“My decision was,” he said stiffly, 
“for the present at any rate not to 
dabble in European currencies.” 

“Then stick to it, Pettigrew,” I 
urged. “It’s easily your wisest resolu- 
tion so far for 1935.” H., F. E. 
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The Missing Clock. 


At a time when in real theatres all 
over these islands—yes, and in cinema 
theatres too, for there is a coloured 
fantasia on the theme—a pretty girl 
in rags is being overworked by her two 
ugly sisters in silks, and a weak but 
ennobled father is sympathising with 
her but unable to help, and a devoted 
page-boy is being funny, and a fairy 
godmother is coming to the rescue, 
and a Prince is giving a ball, and— 
well, at a time when Cinderella is again 
proving the most popular of pantomime 
stories it might be interesting to inquire 
into its origin. Because the version 
from which all our texts derive—that 
of PerRAvULT’s “Cendrillon” in his 
Contes de Fées, was by no means the 
first and, as may not be generally 
known, it was a mistake in the trans- 
lation that gave the poor little thing 
slippers made of glass, a very uncom- 
fortable and dangerous medium. In 
Perrault they were made of “vair” or 
fur, but “‘vair” becoming in, I assume, 
dictation, to the translator, “verre,” 
they were turned evermore to crystal. 
An inspired blunder, for how could 
a slipper of fur, reposing on a royal 
cushion, glitter and glisten and radiate 
beams of light as Cinderella’s does? 
Fur, indeed! One wonders what old 
PeRRAULT could have been thinking 
of. 

The story of Cinderella, which is 
probably the best story in the world, 
treating as it does (like a real fairy- 
tale) with the downtrodden rising to 
triumph, with honest worth winning 
a just reward, with unfairness that 
is punished, with a prince who is 
in every way princely, and love that is 
born at first sight and looks like lasting ; 
to say nothing of such acceptable 
marvels as a fairy godmother with her 
harmonizing wand changing mice into 
champing steeds and a pumpkin into 
a state coach and old clothes into 
dazzling textures, and, not forgetting 
the most important stroke of all, the 
stroke of twelve on the ball-room clock 
—the story of Cinderella, while many 
nations have a version of it or of some- 
thing very like in motive, has been 
traced back to Egypt as far as 670 B.c., 
to the reign, in short, of King Psam- 
metichus, who was indeed the original 
Prince. It first appears in the Various 
History of CLauptus AELIANUS in his 
twenty-third anecdote, which tells 
us how the beautiful Rhodope, while 
bathing, left her shoes (texture not 
specified) on the banks of the pool, 
where an eagle swooped upon them and 
carried one off in its beak. What prey 
the eagle thought it had secured I have 








Motherly Matron. 
Mondaine Mother. “ SpLeNpiID! 
MY BRIDGE.” 


“ AND HOW IS YOUR DEAR LITTLE BABY, Mrs. GAYMES? ” 
HE ISN’T CUTTING YEARLY SO MUCH NOW INTO 








no notion, but on discovering, some- 
where over Memphis, that it was merely 
a piece of innutritious footwear, it 
dropped it. King Psammetichus, chanc- 
ing to be seated at that moment in his 
Hall of Justice, open to the sky, the 
slipper fell into his lap, and he was so 
delighted by the shape of it and the 
make of it and the little proportions of 
it that he dedicated himself and his 
courtiers to the task of finding the foot 
that it belonged to; and when Rhodope 
was at last brought before him and 
tried it on and it was found to fit, he 
married her. 

Such is the story of Cinderella in its 
earliest form, but whether Rhodope 
was also a little drudge and had two 
sisters conspicuous for selfishness and 
inhumanity and was comforted by a 
father and adored by a page—these 
things I cannot fell. As for the eagle— 


although there is something splendid in 
the idea of the King of Birds coming 
down to play a part in the drama and 
helping to right the wrong (if in 
Rhodope’s case there were any wrong) 
—he cannot be compared for effect 
with the fairy godmother and her magic 
wand. And where was Rhodope’s coach 
and where was the clock ? 

Yes, above all, where was the clock ? 
The Egyptians, even in 670 B.c., had 
most things, but I doubt if they had 
clocks that struck ; and without a clock 
to strike, the play is nothing, for 
everything up to that point would have 
been done in vain. Let us then admire 
Psammetichus, but let no theatrical 
manager ever dream of putting on at 
Christmas any nonsense about Rho- 
dope and her slipper. The story of 
Cinderella must, in essentials, never be 
tampered with. E. V. L. 
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Lights Out. 


Tue North Southshire Electric Light 
Company hardly ever lets Little Wob- 
bley down, but one evening, just as I 
was trying to find my mouth with a 
rather awkward-shaped piece of mar- 
malade roll, the lights went out and 
my fork was plunged into my Adam’s 
apple. 

“Where,” I asked with masculine 
practicalness, “are the candles?” 

One of Edith’s less dangerous weak- 
nesses is to imagine that she is an 
efficient housewife, always ready for 
emergencies. So I naturally supposed 
that she would immediately be able to 
lay her hands on a couple of candles. 

“T know 1’ve got a packet of candles,” 
said Edith, wearing a puzzled frown 
which I could hear but not see, “but I 
can’t just for the moment think where 
I’ve put them. I have an idea they 
might be in the meat-safe.” 

I struck a match and plunged with 
British intrepidity into the dark hall- 
way. Just as the match went out 
something struck me violently in the 
middle and there was a sickening crash. 

“Be careful not to bump into the 
hall-table,” said Edith. 

I struck another match and opened 
the kitchen door. My foot plunged into 
something sticky. 

“Don’t tread in the dog’s dinner,” 
Edith shouted from the dining-room. 
“Tt’s on the kitchen floor . . .” I be- 
gan to think that she was gifted with a 
kind of post-mortem mental telepathy. 

I had no more matches, but I man- 
aged to get into the larder without 
accident, and found the handle of the 
meat-safe after first gripping a blanc- 
mange rather more firmly than a fas- 
tidious man would normally wish to 
grip a blancmange. 

In the safe I found a long cold hard 
thing that felt like a candle, and bore 
it triumphantly back to Edith in the 
front-room. We found some matches, 
and examined it. It turned out to be 
a saveloy, and Edith said that I ought 
to have known the difference between 
a saveloy and a candle by the fact that 
it was bent and had rounded ends. I 
pointed out rather irritably that it was 
a peculiarly straight saveloy and that 
I had not thought fit to waste time 
messing about feeling the ends. 

After a few sharp rejoinders on both 
sides Edith remarked sarcastically that 
if we intended to finish the marmalade 
roll before it was quite cold, we must 
either eat in the dark or I must go and 
have another look for the candles. 

“T seem to remember putting them 
on top of the crockery cupboard,” she 
said. I made my way carefully back 


THE REVIEWER’S BURDEN: 


A WEEK’S “DISCOVERIES.” 








into the kitchen. This time, as there 
was nothing else to knock over, I passed 
safely through the hall-way. I found 
the cupboard after messing about in 
the window-curtains for a bit owing to 
a faulty compass direction. I could 
just reach the top of the moulding with 
my fingers. My idea was to jerk my- 
self up, grasp the bundle of candles, and 
then jump gracefully to the floor again. 

Unfortunately the workmen who 
had built the cupboard and fixed it to 
the wall had not designed it to bear 
the weight of a well-made athlete. The 
whole thing tilted forward drunkenly. 
I fell backwards and the crockery 
showered down on me. 


I reflected that it would have been 
cheaper to have gone out and bought 
a torch, but sorrow was swallowed up 
in quiet pride as I discovered that the 
candles had fallen with the cockery. 
I took them to Edith. 

As I stuck them in the candlesticks 
I remarked: “ An Englishman achieves 
his object, whatever the cost!” 

Then the lights came on again. 








“Politics in the United Kingdom seem 
stable at the present time. Save for minor 
ebullitions of party feeling we see no clouns on 
the political horizon.”—New Zealand Paper. 


New Zealand had better get a stronger 
pair of spectacles. 
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THE COUNTRY LITERARY SOCIETY. 


“As I TOLD THE LECTURER JUST NOW, HE MUST—AH—FEEL QUITE AT HOME. 


WE ARE EASILY AMUSED.” 








Misleading Cases. 


Rex v. Haddock. 


THE first case to arise under Part IT. 
| of the Betting and Lotteries Act, 1934, 
was concluded to-day at Bow Street 
before the Chief Metropolitan Magis- 
trate, when Mr. Albert Haddock was 
charged with committing an offence 
under Section 22 (1) (6). Mr. Haddock 
denied the charge and claimed that 
the Court should order to be restored 
to him one bird, a pigeon, and a ticket 
in a lottery, being his property and 
| wrongfully withheld by the police. 
The Magistrate said: ‘‘This difficult 
case arises naturally and inevitably 
from the extraordinary provisions of 
the Betting and Lotteries Act, or, as 
I prefer to call it, Imbecility, 1934. 
The purpose of that Act or Imbecility, 
I understand, was to prevent or check 
the flow of English money towards a 
foreign charitable organisation called 
the Irish Hospitals Fund, whose object, 
among others, is to relieve the sick and 
suffering in the Irish Free State. 


“This purpose could have becn easily 
accomplished in one of two ways— 
first, by establishing an English organ- 
isation of a similar character, and, 
secondly (if that were deemed un- 
desirable, as it rightly was), by enacting 
simply that it should be unlawful to 
sell, buy, handle or hold a ticket in a 
lottery or any money related thereto. 
But the Imbecility referred to already, 
while creating an elaborate pageful of 
new offences connected with lotteries 
and lottery tickets, has not made it 
unlawful to buy or possess a ticket in 
a foreign lottery, or even to ‘bring’ 
such a ticket into the country (pro- 
vided it is not purchased, possessed or 
brought ‘for the purpose of sale or 
distribution’). That is, a man may 
lawfully purchase tickets for his own 
purposes, but if he gives or ‘distributes’ 
them to his family he is liable, upon 
indictment, under Section 30, to a fine 
of five hundred pounds. 

“This odd distinction, we under- 
stand, was prompted by the desire to 
maintain the claim that the liberty of 
the individual was still inviolate in 


England at the same time as it was 
being rigorously curtailed. A man, the | 
Act’s originators and defenders said, | 
may corrupt himself with lotteries but 
he must not poison others. 

“Though not clear why they were | 
to be permitted to poison themselves, | 
if only one at a time, the citizens pre- | 
pared with gratitude to take advantage | 
of this concession. But it was soon seen | 
to be less generous than it had at first | 
appeared. For while it is lawful to. 
send through the British post the pur- | 
chase-money for a lottery-ticket, it is 
not lawful to send the ticket itself. 
through the post (or, at any rate, it | 
can be lawfully prevented or hindered | 
by the postal authorities); and unless | 
the purchaser is acquainted with the | 
number of his ticket it is impossible | 
for him to claim his prize or even to | 
follow the course of the relevant horse- | 
race with the customary interest and 
excitement. 

“Mr. Haddock therefore devised an | 
ingenious plan by which he would be | 
able to partake in the lottery both law- 
fully andeffectively. He sent to the Irish 
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Hospitals Trust, Limited, by post a 
cheque for ten shillings, and he desired 
the Trust first to allot him a ticket and, 
secondly, to entrust the ticket to the 
care of a carrier-pigeon which he had 
already despatched to Dublin in the 
ordinary manner, that is, by railway. 

“The Court desires in passing to 
condemn most strongly the low ethical 
standards of Mr. Haddock, as exem- 
plified, first, in his evident eagerness 
to acquire thirty thousand pounds 
otherwise than by honest toil, and, 
secondly, in his willingness to degrade 
a dumb and defenceless bird into the 
base service of a lottery. It is fair to 
add, however, that by his own account 
he had never desired a ticket in a 
foreign lottery or made the smallest 
effort to obtain one until the passage 
of the Act or Imbecility already men- 
tioned. 

“But the question before us does not 
concern the spiritual make-up but the 
legal position of the accused person. 
The well-trained and talented bird, on 
being released at Dublin, at once pro- 
ceeded strongly in an easterly direction, 
bearing the ticket in a little pouch. 
But as it approached its destination in 
London the pigeon wearied, and Mr. 
Haddock, watching eagerly from his 
window, was dismayed to see it strike 
a telephone-wire and fall to the ground. 
By the time he reached the street a 
vigilant constable had picked up the 
bird and, looking for some mark of 
identity, discovered the lottery ticket. 
In spite of a series of reasoned argu- 
ments from Mr. Haddock, the officer, 
believing the episode to have a criminal 
tendency, appropriated both the bird 
and its burden; and these proceedings 
are the result. 

“The first question before the Court 
is: ‘Has Mr. Haddock committed an 
offence, and, if so, what?’ We are 
anxious to find, if we can, that he has 
committed some offence in order that 
our ethical contempt for him may have 
practical expression in a judicial pen- 
alty. But though we have carefully 
searched the long list of offences in 
Section 22 (1) we are unable to persuade 
ourselves that he has done anything 
wrong. There is no evidence that he 
bought this ticket ‘for the purpose of 
sale or distribution.’ On the contrary, 
he is anxious to regain and retain it for 

is own use, being convinced, as so 
many citizens are, that his ticket will 
win a substantial prize. 

“But the prosecution say that 
through the pigeon he has ‘distributed’ 
this ticket to the policeman. Mr. 
Haddock’s counsel contended with 
some force that there can be no ‘dis- 
tribution’ without an intent to distri- 
bute, and that a policeman was the 
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ROLLING STONES GATHER NO MOSS.” 








last person to whom (if to any) Mr. 
Haddock could have intended to dis- 
tribute this expensive and possibly 
valuable document; and that he is not 
responsible for a purely involuntary 
transfer from the pigeon to the police- 
man. Otherwise, says Mr. Haddock, 
it would be a ‘distribution’ to drop a 
ticket by accident in the street. The 
interesting point was also made that it 
is impossible to ‘distribute’ a single 
ticket, since ‘distribute,’ according to 
The Oxford English Dictionary, means 
‘to deal out or bestow in portions or 
shares among many’; and therefore 
the transference of a single ticket to a 
single person in one piece is not a 
distribution. 

“T think there is weight in this con- 
tention. But happily I am not re- 
quired to decide that point, as I find 


that even if the proceedings of the 
pigeon might be held to constitute a 
technical offence there is nothing to 
show that Mr. Haddock authorised or 
by negligence was responsible for the 
wrongful act of the bird. On the con- 
trary, his instructions to the pigeon, 
delivered through certain persons in 
Dublin, were that it should return 
directly to his own home, and it is not 
his fault that this was not done. Nor 
does a pigeon (even when carrying a 
lottery ticket) fall into that class of 
dangerous animals or explosive sub- 
stances which a man is required to 
keep under his control at his peril. 
“The only question that remains, 
then, is whether Mr. Haddock’s goods 
(if the word is here appropriate) should, 
as he claims, be restored to him. As 
to the ticket, I have no doubt. It is 
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Way NOT GIVE THIS HEAD TO ENrtp AND Bast. 


WHEN ONE IS IN LOVE NOTHING MATTERS.” 





AS A WEDDING-PRESENT? AFTER ALL, 











property lawfully acquired; and this 
Court can only order the forfeiture of 
documents where it is proved that an 
offence has been committed; and that, 
in this case has not been done. 

“The pigeon, if I may say so, is on 
allfours. Mr. Haddock confesses frankly 
that he wants to have the bird back in 

order to send it to Dublin again upon 
|| a similar or kindred errand. Ethically, 

then, the Court may regard the pigeon 
as it would regard the housebreaking 
implements of a burglar who has been 
fortunate enough to escape conviction 
—a creature dedicated to an undesir- 
able, perhaps, in the end, an unlawful, 
purpose. But legally the Court can see 
nothing but a harmless pet, belonging 
to the dove family and invested by 
legendary and symbolical tradition with 
a peculiar innocence. Accordingly, 
however deeply the Court may detest 
both the bird and the defendant, we 
must order that they be re-united. 

“Costs against the Police.” 

A. P. H. 


“Ghosts, murderers, suicides, and other 
horrors stalk through the pages of this book. 
It is one to have by the bedside.” 

Book Review. 


But not our bedside, thank you! 





Still Claudius. 


(A pendant to the Ciaupius books of 
Mr. Roperr Graves: to whom acknow- 
ledgments.) 


I apmit that at the end of my life- 
story (and I think I judged the moment 
very well, though I was not expecting 
to be poisoned by a mushroom from 
among those Agrippinilla was eating; 
it was clever of her to poison the 
biggest one, knowing I should be sure to 
go for that)—I admit, I say, that at the 
end of my life-story I said to myself, 
“Write no more.” Well, while I was 
alive I wrote no more. But at various 
times since it has occurred to me that 
someone ought to clear up the question 
of the fire of Rome in the time of my 
estimable grand-nephew ; and therecent 
revival of interest in my activities, 
owing to the discovery—just as the 
Sibyl at Cumz foretold—of my books 
nearly nineteen hundred years after I 
began to write them, encourages me 
to suppose that this is a favourable 
moment to tell you about it. 

I think I was lucky to hit on the 
Sibyl’s meaning about this, for you will 
notice how I was defeated by the last 


part of that other Sibylline prophecy 
I found in Augustus’s book. I took the 
words “‘No hairy seventh to him suc- 
ceeds” to mean that there would be no | 
emperor after Nero ; whereas what they | 
meant was simply, it appears, that he | | 
was the last member of the Imperial | 
family. There was generally a cateh | 
in these things somewhere, and even | 
practised diviners like myself wang 
constantly slipping up. 

It may surprise you to find how well | | 
I remember all this. My memory is not | 
what it was, Iam happy to say; I mean | 
that my becoming a god improved it | 
out of all knowledge, and now it spans | 
nineteen centuries as quick as boiled | 
asparagus. Imagine, in the old days I | 
often forgot things that had only just 
occurred! But I am willing to admit 
that, though my memory is better, my 
style may be worse. The passage of all 
these years has no doubt aggravated 
my tricks of writing just as it has, I 
know, my use of favourite phrases in 
conversation. The awkward part about 
those is that many of them, as I told 
you, were also characteristic of Augus- 
tus; and occasionally when we meet as 
equals now he loses his temper and says 
I am laughing at him. He fails to see 
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the force of m reminder that he used 
to laugh at m: 

But it is now high time, Tiberius 
Claudius, for you to speak of the sub- 
ject with which you promised to deal. 

Well, to turn from my grand-uncle 
to my grand-nephew, I can assure you 
that he did not set the city on fire him- 
self or even tell anyone to do it. I kept 
a pretty sharp eye on his doings after 
my death (that poison, by the way, 
was most unpleasant while it lasted) : 
Silanus, the Governor of Asia, suc- 
cumbed to it after I did, and we have 
since had many interesting discussions 
about its effects, and, although this was 
ten years later, I am quite certain that 
at the time he was at Antium. Credit 
where credit is due. The man respons- 
ible was Sofonius Tigellinus, acting on a 
remark of Nero’s to the effect that the 
streets were too narrow, most of them, 
to hold a satisfactory banquet in. 

When i say Tigellinus was respon- 
sible I mean he was responsible for 
the first and worst part of the fire, 
which lasted six days and was only 
stopped by demolition at the foot of 
the Esquiline hill. After this there was 
some more burning for which he cannot 
be blamed, for it broke out in his own 
property in the Aimilian quarter; the 
knee is nearer than the shin, and I 
fancy he had left that out on purpose. 
Now to this Nero did set light, in- 
directly. He was back in Rome by this 
time and felt like taking a hand after 
all. “We may as well do the thing 
thoroughly,” he said, and Seneca 
said “Attaboy!”* So he got hold of 
various people who had kept out of the 
business at first and sent them with 
bits of tow and torches towards the 
Campus Martius. He also sent soldiers 
after them at a suitable distance to 
stab them if they showed any tendency 
to come back, and one or two further 
persons to stab the soldiers; and by 
himself at last getting rid of these 
people he disposed pretty conclusively 
of the evidence against him. 

Nero’s thoroughess and a kind of 
rough logic he had seem to be popularly 
overlooked. I believe he kept up this 
fire, for instance, because he knew there 
had been a firein the Diribitorium, where 
the soldiers were paid, in my time, and 
he wanted to have a better one in the 
same district. He used to say that it 
was the duty of an emperor not to be 
outdone by anyone in anything. An- 
other quality of his generally forgotten 
is his remarkable constitution. In 
spite of the life he led he was ill only 
about three times. Some five years 
before this too a thunderbolt fell on 

*I doubt this. The manuscript is obscure. 
Still, it is possible that Seneca had a pro- 
phetic eye on the American market.—R. M. 





"ht | 
| i 


‘en 





% 














SSN 
EN 
Mette tacts \\\\ 
« cen 
\ Wg tsc: “\ 
arena 
thy i 
( 


) 


iB 











aS 


RGA 


—a_- 
4 
fal 
7 
Ss 





Yy 


Qin inn 
ta ee 
ogy \ isting 
1 Hy | WY) 
yi Jawvk 
Reynolds 


l 


’ 
j 
y 


THE FESTIVE SEASON. 
Busy MAN FINDS TIME FOR EVERYTHING. 








the dinner that was being taken to him, 
an event well calculated to impair the 
digestion—I shudder to think what it 
would have done to mine; but I do not 
remember that his suffered in the leas*. 

Patience, however, he 
hardly at all. He poisoned his Aunt 
Domitia only a few days before she 
might have been expected to die of old 
age. My physician Xenophon would 
have told him to cultivate economy of 
effort. 

But I was telling you of the fire. 
Subsequent argument seems to have 
centred about the question whether or 
no he declaimed from the Palatine 
tower during the burning, and whether 
or no, if he did, it was the tale of the 
destruction of Troy. Well, certainly 
he declaimed. something from the 
Palatine tower, but his voice was so 


weak that I defy anyone to say what 
it was. Imagine, in spite of the efforts 
he had made to improve his singing, I 
remember once... . 
(Here the manuscript ends.) 
R. 








The Indelible Past. 


“Tattoo MarK REMOVER WANTED.” 
Advt. in Daily Paper. 


So sailors do care. 





“ Hens Buy Smart Car.” 
Advt. in Daily Paper. 
Are they going to bring the eggs round 
themselves now ? 





“For India and the Empire the subject 
is a momentous one. It is a truism to say 
that the best constitution for India is that 
which will work best.”—North-Country Paper. 


They have said it. 
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You #4vVE GOT BAD MANNERS.” 


“WHAT’S THE GOOD OF HAVING BAD MANNERS IF YOU DON’T USE THEM?” 











History. 


The following quotations from Every 
Child’s Book of the Past, published in 
the year 2035, may help us to see the 
year that has just closed in a right 
perspective :— 


“1934 will always be remembered 
as the year of the Great Air Race from 
Mildenhall to Melbourne, won by Mr. 
Hore - BetisHa in his light plane, 
Beacon Belle. The race was arranged 
in celebration of the centenary of the 
city of Melbourne (now the twin cities 
of Mell and Bourne, split up under the 
General Secession Act, 1946). 

“There was much controversy over 
the Report of a Joint Select Committee. 
The exact nature of this Report cannot 
be ascertained, but the word ‘Joint’ 
suggests that it referred to the Meat 
Crisis, practically everybody in the 
world being anxious to send meat to 
Britain, and supply exceeding demand 
to such an extent that Restrictions 
were imposed. In this connection the 
Lord Chief Justice made a strong pro- 
test against Judges of Appeal being 
included in returns as Chilled Beef. 


“Sir Oswatp Mos .ey tried to in- 


crease the vitality of the British Fascist 
Movement by arranging for every 
Blackshirt to drink one-third of a pint 
of milk every day at a cost of a half- 
penny, and a man named Haddock 
caused a great deal of annoyance by 
taking the Kitchen Committee of the 
House of Commons for a ride in a 
water-bus. 

“ An attempt to solve the problem 
of Japanese competition was made in 
India, the Indian people being requested 
to clothe themselves entirely in White 
Paper. The Marquis of SaLisBuRy 
and Mr. WInsTON CHURCHILL appeared 
in their respective Houses of Parlia- 
ment in this garb to prove that it was 
becoming. 


“Towards the end of the year the 
Socialist Party began to explain how 
they were going to bring about the mil- 
lennium as soon as they were returned 
to power, and the Nation began to show 
signs of being thoroughly tired of a 
National Government that had done 
nothing except reduce Unemploy- 
ment by ar a million, double the 
prestige of Britain in the world, and 
tackle the most pressing problems at 
home. 

“1934 was a great year for British 
Sport. A very rich young man named 


R. Senal won the Wimbledon Tennis 

Championships, and the Test Cricketers, 

captained by F. J. Round, would have 

beaten Australia if they had played a 

no better. Cambridge won the America 
up. 

“A new Betting Bill was introduced 
making all sorts of illegal ways of 
betting more illegal than ever, one 
clause forbidding the publication of 
the results of Divisions in the House of 
Lords, because it was suspected that 
one of the Bishops was running a book 
under a false name. 

“ During the year there were nineteen 
European crises of the first magnitude, 
and only a couple of trunk murders at 
Brighton relieved the general gloom. 


“Mr. BaLpwIn continued to smoke 
his pipe.” 
Flowers for the B.B.C. 

“The voice is as natural and life-like as 


that of a B.B.C.‘announcer.” 
Advt. in Daily Paper. 








“Hounds ran to Lovington Church and 
swung left-handed to the river. Going round 
by Cary Moor to Dinner they bore left- 
handed to Alford Halt and were stopped 
there;when pointing towards Dinner again.” 

Hunting Report. 
The huntsman having at last taken 
the hint. 
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A CENTENARIAN AND A HALF. 


INTERVIEWER. “TO WHAT, SIR, DO YOU ATTRIBUTE YOUR REMARKABLE HEALTH 
AND LONGEVITY ?” 

Tue Op Squire. “TO REGULAR AND METHODICAL HABITS, A GLASS OF PURE NEWS 
EVERY MORNING, AVOIDANCE OF OVER-EXCITEMENT, AND—THINKING BEFORE I 


SPEAK.” 
_ 
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The Calendars of 1935. 


I’vE had only seventeen calendars 
sent me by business firms this year, 
which is one down compared with last 
year, and I’m rather sore about it. 

“ Looking through my list I see that 
Orb and Blint (Scientific Taxidermists) 


stock prices they’d be more disturbed 
than ever. 

Also I miss that stand-by of the 
dry-goods-trade calendars—the picture 
of the girl, garbed in cheese-cloth, 
gazing at a pool of water, and which is 
entitled, for the benefit of the slow- 
witted, ‘Girl at a Pool.” Perhaps by 
now the girl has made up her mind 


(Stationers and Sundriesmen) is this 
year at bay for Pillow and Dean (Fancy 
Goods and Sundriesmen). 

It is not clear what the stag is at bay 
at, but he knows his own business best. 
Besides, no stag would remain in that 
uncomfortable stance for nothing. But 
it’s obvious that there’s some.subtle 
connection between stags and sundries. 





have left me out 
this time, which 





clearly shows that _— 
either Orb or Blint 
is losing his grip. 

Now! don’t wish 
to be spiteful, but 
if I went on safari 
in Central Africa 
next week and 
brought back a 
lion or a Burch- 
ell’s zebra — dead 
of course—I ’d say 
to my shikari, 
“Don’t post the 
skin to Orb and 
Blint; I’d rather 
dress the thing my- 
self.” Maybe when 
Orb and Blint read 
this they'll be 
sorry. 


The pictures on 
the calendars this 
year are quite good 
and progressive. 

For example, 
Tinter and Squills 
(Wine Importers : 
est. 1789) last year 
showed a lad, 
medium BoyScout 
size, opening a five- 
barred gate to let 
the Hunt through. 
This year the same 
lad—you can tell 
his snub-nose —is 
a fully grown 
hobbledehoy and 
is helping a pretty 
girl—reminds me 
of Nippy BV764— 
over a stile. 








Before leaving 
this subject I’d 




















like to thank Tom- 
bell’s(Seeds, Bulbs, 
Grass Plots) for 
their striking pic- 
ture, “TheComing 
of the Vikings.” 
Nobody will fail 
torecognise Viking 
Number One. It’s 
Joe Mimms, who 
takes the gate- 
money at the 
Mitchley Amateur 
Football Club’s 
ground every Sat- 
urday, though the 
strength of his 
drooping mous- 
tache is not fully 
brought out. 
Among the other 
vikings I recog- 
nised a rent-col- 
lector named Tin- 
pot and a man 
who spent twent; 
minutes last oun 
trying to sell me 
a vacuum-cleaner. 
Coming to the 
calendars them- 
selves I’m glad to 
see that they’re 
all in agreement 
this year. If you 
look at July, 
1935, in Biffle and 
Tawle’s (Radio 
Supplies), it’s 
identical with 
July, 1935, in 
Gormley’s (Monu- 
mental Masons), 
and so on. In fact 











The lad has what 
police-surgeons 
call a contusion 





“No, THIS IS NOT WESTBROOK TERRACE; THIS IS WESTBROOK 


every praise must 
be given to the 
men who ferreted 


Parr TERRACE.” 








below the right eye, which suggests 
that some envious yokel has handed 
him a horse-shoe or a quoit or some- 
thing; but the course of true love 

fou know the rest. 

_No calendar this year features 
‘Highland Cattle Disturbed,” which 
makes one think that the patient beasts 
have now quietened down; but Dawes, 
who’s in the meat trade, tells me that 
if they were to listen-in to the fat- 


either to take a header into the water 
or to go home and get some warm 
things on. 

Janley’s (Gents’ Suitings) make a 
brave show with “Cherry Ripe,” which 
last year did good work for Dool and 
Perks (Wardrobes Purchased. Distance 
No Object). 

But the R.S.P.C.A. will be pained to 
learn that the stag which was at bay 
in 1932 for Gotch and MHimber 


out all the facts and checked them 
before the calendars were printed. 

Some fascinating information is to 
be found in these pages. 

For example, in 1935 there are fifty- 
three Tuesdays, and as on Tuesdays 
we always have roast pork for dinner 
the year holds out bright promise in 
the feeding line. On the other hand 
the year contains only fifty-two Mon- 
days, which is the day on which the 

















PUNCH, or The London Charivari 


a 
[January 2, 1935 


—$—___ 





oe 


eso 
_—_—-<=, ¥ ~ / 


\S 
= 
S 

aN 


Bee) 


AN 


IN OLD MEXICO. 


The Spanish Lover. “ AH, MY DEAR CHACHIUHNENETZTL, YOUR NAME IS POETRY TO ME, BUT FOR THE PURPOSES OF A 
LOVE-LYRIC WOULD YOU MIND IF I SHORTENED IT To LULU?” 











girl next-door practises chords on the 
piano. That’s all to the good. Again, 
on alternate Mondays our Aunt Martha 
calls to spend the evening with us. I 
need say no more. 

Next, I admit that it may be a blow 
to some men to learn that January, 
1935, contains only four Saturdays, 
that is, pay-days. Cries of protest ring 
in my ears as I write. 

But I should like to remind those 
hasty critics that by way of compensa- 
tion August has five pay-days. And 
what with the cost of living always 
going up at the seaside—you only get 
four rings for a penny to throw at the 
sticks and pipes; I can remember when 
you got six—August.is the month when 
youve most need of money. 

Another point. It has to be credited 
to 1935 that it has only twenty-eight 
days in February, which makes it a 
non-Leap Year. That means a close 
season for all sunburned bachelors, who 
can still in perfect freedom buy their 
own ties, use oil on their hair and so on. 
But a word of warning. Let them make 
the most of this year of grace. 1936 
comes after. And in 1936 the spinster 
will be again on the march. Good 
hunting! 


Finally—though I am no alarmist— 
if the figures for 1935 are added up the 
total will be found to be 18. 

This has a big significance for all 
who were born on the 18th of the 
month, who live at No. 18, who are 18 
in descent from somebody, who have 
a golf-handicap of 18, who are 18 inches 
round the calf, who take size 18 in shoes 
or collars, or who have spent 18 months 
in jail. 

Doubtless, however, with this warn- 
ing such people will know how to take 
the necessary measures. 








Confessions of a Sciolist. 


[In a recent issue of The Times, a clerical 
correspondent describes his finding “a 
number of the pupe of the large tortoiseshell 
butterfly, every one of which turned out to 
be ichneumoned.”] 


TuHovuaeH I’ve not explored the tropics 

Nor have heard the chipmunk 
chattering, 

Of a mass of curious topics 
I possess a helpful smattering; 

I can mostly keep my end up, 
Aided by judicious guesses, 

And am rarely forced to send up 
Intellectual 8.0.8.es. 


I can quote some purple patches 
From Lucretius and PLotTinus; 

I can hum some tuneful snatches, 
Though my voice is B —; 

I can claim, without incurring 
Any charge of downright perjury, | 

Some acquaintance with the stirring 
Miracles of plastic surgery. 


I have studied dainty distichs 
Coined by love-lorn Afghan singers 
And have mastered the ballistics 
Of the Balearic slingers; 
But I’ve not the faintest inkling, 
Though I’m versed in ev’ry sort 0) 
shells, 
Of the mode of poison-sprinkling 
By “ichneumoning”’ large tortois-| 
shells. C.L.G. | 








“There is little doubt now that the Old 
Country, by adopting prudent measures 2 
her financial policy, in contrast to other 
European Countries, is round the cornet.” 

New Zealand Paper. - 


Blowing her own trumpet. 





“One of his favourite relaxations is § 
Turkish bath. He finds this a good plac 
in which to devour the newspapers with 
avidity.” — Weekly Paper. 

An old Turkish custom, no doubt 


———— 
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“WouLp I marry? M-yEs, 
ir | COULD FIND THE RIGHT 
MAN. 


HE MUST COME WHEN HE 
Is CALLED— 


HE MUST HAVE A LIMIT- 
LESS CHEQUE-BOOK— 


He MUST NEVER LOSE 
HIS TEMPER, THOUGH I po— 


—. 





THE QUALIFICATIONS. 


HE WOULD HAVE TO BE 
VERY HANDSOME AND DIS- 
TINGUISHED— 


AND GO AWAY WHEN NOT 


AND WRITE THEM 
DUMB— 


OR OBJECT TO MY INSULTS 
AND RUDENESS— 


THOROUGHLY VIRILE AND 
FOND OF SPORTS— 


HE MUST NOT OBJECT TO 
MY MANY OTHER ADMIRERS— 


BE CAPABLE OF DEALING 
FIRMLY WITH THE DOMESTIC 
PROBLEM WHEN NECESSARY— 


YET EQUALLY 
OF SENTIMENT. 


CAPABLE 


AND HAVE NONE OF HIS OWN 
SAVE THOSE I APPROVE OF. 








AND STILL MORE CAPABLE 
WHEN THERE IS NO DOMESTIC 
PROBLEM, 


ain 


Bareman, 
<p 


AND HE MUST DIE BEFORE IT IS TOO LATE FOR 
ME TO BEGIN ALL OVER AGAIN IF I WANT TO.” 








~ 
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girl next-door practises chords on the 
piano. That’s all to the good. Again, 
on alternate Mondays our Aunt Martha 
calls to spend the evening with us. | 
need say no more. 

Next, I admit that it may be a blow 
to some men to learn that January, 
1935, contains only four Saturdays, 
that is, pay-days. Cries of protest ring 
in my ears as I write. 

But I should like to remind those 
hasty critics that by way of compensa- 
tion August has five pay-days. And 
what with the cost of living always 
going up at the seaside—you only get 
four rings for a penny to throw at the 
sticks and pipes; I can remember when 
you got six—August.is the month when 
you’ve most need of money. 

Another point. It has to be credited 
to 1935 that it has only twenty-eight 
days in February, which makes it a 
non-Leap Year. That means a close 
season for all sunburned bachelors, who 
can still in perfect freedom buy their 
own ties, use oil on their hair and so on. 
But a word of warning. Let them make 
the most of this year of grace. 1936 
comes after. And in 1936 the spinster 
will be again on the march. Good 
hunting! 


Finally—though I am no alarmist— 
if the figures for 1935 are added up the 
total will be found to be 18. 

This has a big significance for all 
who were born on the 18th of the 
month, who live at No. 18, who are 18 
in descent from somebody, who have 
a golf-handicap of 18, who are 18 inches 
round the calf, who take size 18 in shoes 
or collars, or who have spent 18 months 
in jail. 

Doubtless, however, with this warn- 
ing such people will know how to take 
the necessary measures. 








Confessions of a Sciolist. 


[In a recent issue of The Times, a clerical 
correspondent describes his finding “a 
number of the pupe of the large tortoiseshell 
butterfly, every one of which turned out to 
be ichneumoned.”] 


THovuacH I’ve not explored the tropics 

Nor have heard the chipmunk 
chattering, 

Of a mass of curious topics 
I possess a helpful smattering; 

I can mostly keep my end up, 
Aided by judicious guesses, 

And am rarely forced to send up 
Intellectual 8.0.8.es. 


I can quote some purple patches 
From Lucretius and PLoTINvs; 

I can hum some tuneful snatches, 
Though my voice is 8B —; 

I can claim, without incurring | 
Any charge of downright perjury, | 

Some acquaintance with the stirring _ 
Miracles of plastic surgery. 


I have studied dainty distichs 
Coined by love-lorn Afghan singers 
And have mastered the ballistics 
Of the Balearic slingers; 
But I’ve not the faintest inkling, | 
Though I’m versed in ev’ry sort 0 
shells, 
Of the mode of poison-sprinkling 
By “ ichneumoning ” large tortoise: 
shells. C.L.G. | 








“There is little doubt now that the Old 
Country, by adopting prudent measures it 
her financial policy, in contrast to other 
European Countries, is round the cornet.” 

New Zealand Paper. 


Blowing her own trumpet. 





“One of his favourite relaxations is § 
Turkish bath. He finds this a good place 
in which to devour the newspapers with 
avidity.”— Weekly Paper. 

An old Turkish custom, no doubt. 


— 
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“Wovutp I marry? M-yss, 
ir | COULD FIND THE RIGHT 
MAN. 


HE MUST COME WHEN HE 
18 CALLED— 


HE MUST HAVE A LIMIT- 
LESS CHEQUE-BOOK— 


HE MUST NEVER LOSE 
HIS TEMPER, THOUGH I Do— 


THE QUALIFICATIONS. 


HE WOULD HAVE TO BE 
VERY HANDSOME AND DIS- 
TINGUISHED— 


AND GO AWAY WHEN NOT 
WANTED, 


AND WRITE THEM 
DUMB— 


OR OBJECT TO MY INSULTS 
AND RUDENESS— 


THOROUGHLY VIRILE AND 
FOND OF SPORTS— 


HE MUST NOT OBJECT TO 
MY MANY OTHER ADMIRERS— 


BE CAPABLE OF DEALING 
FIRMLY WITH THE DOMESTIC 
PROBLEM WHEN NECESSARY— 


YET EQUALLY CAPABLE 
OF SENTIMENT. 


AND HAVE NONE OF HIS OWN 
SAVE THOSE I APPROVE OF. 


Yry 








AND STILL MORE CAPABLE 
WHEN THERE IS NO DOMESTIC 
PROBLEM. 


Jen . 
Satreman, 
ener 


AND HE MUST DIE BEFORE IT IS TOO LATE FOR 
ME TO BEGIN ALL OVER AGAIN IF I WANT TO.” 








~~ 
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At the Play. 


“INSIDE THE Room” (QUEEN’S). 

Mr. MartTEN CUMBERLAND is, I 
fancy, a new hand at this business of 
puzzle-pastime murder. There is 
much promise in his invention. 

He posits for us a dead actress- 
singer, her name, I think, Lilian; an 
indiscreet diary left by her in which 
many adventures are recorded with 
candour; two fairly recent murders, 
both victims being men who had been 
friends and may well have been lovers 
of the dead woman, and who had both 
received on the day of their deaths 
pertinent pages from the fatal diary; 
a house-party at vague affluent Lady 
Groombridge’s (Miss ELLIS JEFFREYS), 
consisting of a bright remorseless para- 
graphist, Agnes Judd (Miss LEONORA 
CoRBETT); an eccentric epicure and 
farceur, Geoffrey Luce (Mr. FRANK 
CELLIER); an explorer, Henri Otisse, 
French and more than slightly sinister, 
especially at salient moments; an Aus- 
tralian tenor with a touch of laryngitis, 
Adam Steele (Mr. Wmu1am Fox); a 
Spanish amateur musician, mathema- 
tician and crime-detector, Loreto Santos 
(Mr. Rosert Dovatas); his fiancée, 
Dorothy Ayres (Miss CATHLEEN Cor- 
DELL, understudying Miss Dorotuy 
Hyson—a sudden victim of German 
measles, poor thing!—who, promoted 
from housemaid to hero- 
ine, did not hesitate to 
make the most of her 
opportunities, and no 
doubt in her secret heart 
wishes the measles were 
of the more lengthy and 
less Aryan kind); andtwo 
Chinese servants, listed YY), 
as Ah Sing and Ah Sing’s Wy AY 
Brother (Mr. Ley On and y / 


/ 
i 
Sir George Frame (Mr. yy | 
WynpHaM GOLDIE), a f 
Cabinet Minister, is ex- ! U 
pected. It is indicated 
to us in no uncertain 
manner Jong before he 
arrives, and before we 
see him receive the letter, 
handed to him by Ah 
Sing, that he is going to 
be murdered — a letter 
which clever Mr. Santos 
points out has not been 
through the post. You 
can see that the circle of 
the postmark does not 
go beyond the stamp—a 
deduction frequently 
made in Sir RowLanpD 
Hiv’s day, I ween. 
However, this is 


Mr. Tan CHow). / 


y yy, 
“¢ 


Henri Otisse 

Ah Sing 

Ah Sing’s Brother 
Loreto Santos 


merely to remind us that the murderer 
is, according to the well-known rules, 
some guest or servant—that it is an 
inside job, in fact. 

Enclosed in the letter were, naturally, 
a few pages from THE DIARY. Sir George 
is at first a little startled and de- 
pressed, but, brave fellow, throws off 
his despondencies, marches boldly up 


YORKSHIRE SLEUTH-HOUND. 


Det.-Inspector Grimshaw . Mr. Frank Perr- 
INGELL. 


h h LULL 


j : lf /) 


Sf FrawPe 


‘f3+- 
ASSORTMENT OF SUSPECTS. 


. Ley On. 
Mr. Tan Crow. 


. D. A. CLarKE-Smira. 


. Rosert Dovuetas. 
. FRANK CELLIER. 
Miss LEONORA CORBETT. 


to his bedroom, locks and double-bolts 
his door at the earnest dictation of Mr. | 
Santos, doesn’t come down to breakfast 
next morning, and is duly found mw. 
dered—doorstill bolted ,window-catches | 
intact, no chimney, no secret panels or | 
trap-doors, no nothing. 

Enter (with his much-despised 
college-trained pup-policemen) Det. 
Inspector Grimshaw (Mr. FRANK Pp. 
TINGELL), an uncouth Northern pm. 
vincial of sardonic humour and alleged 
but not entirely proved astuteness, 
He did indeed ingeniously make play 
with a theory of substitution and con. 
fusion of the identities of Ah Sing and 
Ah Sing’s Brother, supposed for his 
purpose to be as like as two peas or 
pins, but in fact as different as cum. 
quats and lychees. This, however, came 
to nothing; and anyway we knew that 
sinister and impassive Chinese servants | 
are only put in to make things mor 
difficult, and no doubt in the Chines 
theatre English commercial traveller, 
or what not serve the same purpose, | 

It was Santos who drew the right. 
deduction, and I am bound to sa 
that the author had given us sufficient 
material (however overlaid with fale 
clues) for a correct solution. This 
reporter and his colleague (a reasonably 
intelligent fellow) and, it appeared, 
most of their neighbours were deceived. 

Yet I can’t give this paper a better 
mark than 8 4-. There were repeti- 
tions (fatal flaws in this 
kind): the murder of Sir 
George was so fully talked 
over in advance that 
there was no shock of 
surprise when it came; 
the complete callousness 
of everybody in the 
house after the tragedy 
and the quite appalling 
treatment of the widov 
by the journalist- 
Society journalists may 
be bad but not as bad: 
as that, or at any rate 
not so stupid as to queer 
their own best pitches 
—all this was so crude 
that interest largely 
evaporated. To sustain 
the illusion that red 
people are involved isa 
necessary condition for 
complete success. 

The cast was a dis 
tinguished one; but 1 
one had a chance t 
shine by comparis0l 
with Mr. Frank Pett 
GELL, not so much be 
cause he is a brilliant) 
‘builder-up of eccentnt 
characters — he is that 








= 


[January 2, 1935 | 





have 
gé0g 
stro! 
of tl 
who 
oblin 
all. 

lurk 





January 2, 1935] 


PUNCH, or The London Charivari 21 





certainly—but because he had really 
excellent and new material provided 
by the author, who is to be heartily 
congratulated on this attractive in- 
vention. 


At the Pantomime. 








“ CINDERELLA ” (DRURY LANE). 


Ir’s a wise pantomime cast that 
knows exactly where all the trap-doors 
have been placed; and even though 
géographie d’oubliette is of necessity a 
strong point at Drury Lane, the courage 
of these undaunted men and women, 
who are constantly on the edge of 
oblivion, must command respect from 
all. Especially since below the stage 
lurked an enchanted lake humming 
with elfin currents. 

Yes, there were fairies at the bottom 
of the swimming-bhath ; and about this 
there was no sort of contemptible 
make-believe, for we saw them trip to 
it, one by one, girt in scanty dip-suits 
of hedge-trimmings and not looking 
altogether happy. Having in turn gone 
under, their gasps drowned by a bar- 
rage of pixie-harmonies put over by 
the orchestra, only one came back to 
restore Cinderella’s lost slipper. She 
was probably a Channel-swimmer turn- 
ing an honest winter penny. Of the 
other little retrievers we saw no more, 
but we all hoped there was some hot 
soup waiting for them in the drying- 
room. 

But I go too fast—elves play the 
devil with a pen, and even with a pencil. 
Alot happened before that. First of all 
youmust know that Cin- 
derella was played very 
charmingly by JUNE, as 
pretty a forgotten sister 
as ever dazzled a Prince’s 
eye with a crystal slip- 
per. She spent most of 
her time below - stairs 
with Buttons, who was 
so entertaining in Mr. 
Bitty DanvERS’ capable 
hands that his kitchen 
was Obviously the most 
amusing place to sit in. 


i! y , , OH, g , 7 Z 
Upstairs Cinder’s father, f si” LU UP oh D \Z 


the Baron Mumm (Mr. |... (QM 
Dan Leno, Jnr.), a Midd [ 
rather corked specimen 
ofa proud vintage, lived 
4 financially precarious 
existence amidst waning 
pomp, visited mainly by 
duns and comforted in- 


s/ reams 


; oe ° 


yearned only, as you remember, for 
a good match; but somehow (though 
I admit I discovered a sneaking liking 
for the girls) it was difficult to think 
highly of their chances. Both Miss 
ETHEL REVNELL and Miss GRactE WEST 
sank their natural charms bravely and 
mingled good eccentric dancing with a 
number of absurd and pleasing songs. 

As Prince Charming Miss PHYLLIS 


< [Pram 


Tm. 


HUNT THE SLIPPER (NEW VERSION). 
Prince Charming . Miss Puyiuis NEtson- 


(yp EA, 
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Nerison-Terry had a courtly swagger 
and a royal way with her; and although 
neither her voice nor that of JUNE was 
quite big enough for Drury Lane, they 
suited each other very well. The valet 
(how far a cry from the Threepwood 
apartment!) was boldly played by Miss 
CLARICE HARDWICKE. 

For me the salient points of the first 
half were:—A magnificent try scored 
with a slippery blancmange by the 
Baron at a picnic, a rousing hunting- 
chorus sung and danced by tiny blood- 
sportswomen from the Eileen Rogan 
School of Dancing; a trick fried-egg 
sploshed from long range across the 
inviting features of a long-since Mumm 
ancestor ; and, most of all, an ingenious 
dance in which each member of the 
Chorus kept a strip of white ribbon 
whizzing in a circle to the music’s 
rhythm. Well-lit and extremely effec- 
tive in its simplicity, this was danced 
by either the Drury Lane Chorus or 
the Twenty-four John Tiller Girls—I 
was never quite sure which was which. 

THE THREE Sarwors, for the time 
being the three bailiff’s men, appeared 
in both halves. They began by carry- 
ing their face-slapping business to 
tedious lengths, but in the second half 
they more than made up for this 
with their peculiar brand of burlesque 
knock-about dancing, very solemn and 
cleverly controlled. I like them. In 
the second half, too, were JUNE’s 
lovely little dance in Cinderella’s garret 
and a rag of the B.B.C.’s “In Town 
To-night,” by Miss Nerson-TEerry 
and Mr. DaNvers, which was good 

in parts. 

Four hours, with only 
an interval of ten min- 
utes, asks a good deal of 
your authors, and the 
fact that this show is as 
fullofold gagsasaChrist- 
mas pudding with raisins 
is partly obscured by the 
generosity of the pro- 
duction and partly be- 
cause at this time of year 
chestnuts meet with a 
certain traditional ven- 
eration. But I think 
the hansom-cab crack 
must really send in its | 
papers, if only for the 
reason that no _ taxi- 
minded child will under- 
stand it. The sets were 
in a suitably rich vein, 
‘the dresses good, and the 
music, by a mixed bag 





adequately by his 
daughters Maxie and 


Minnie. These ebony- 
i dames, reared 
in the chilling shadow 
ofa baronial overdraft, 


OLD FRIENDS AND NEW CONDITIONS. - 
Buttons Mr. Bruty Danvers. 
Baron Mumm Mr. Dan LENo (JUNIOR). 
Minnie Mumm Miss Gracie WEsT. 
Maxie Mumm Miss EtHet REVNELL. 


of composers, very easy 
to listen to. There were 
sufficient bright spots 
to hold one’s attention, 
and much good fooling. 
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Needless to say, Mr. Hore-BELISHA 
did not escape. 

The first night was greatly saddened 
by the abserice of Mr. JuLian WYLIE, 
who before his death had already put 
his unmistakable polish on the pro- 
duction. ERIc. 








At the Quasi-Pantomime. 


“THE PoLiceMAN’s WHISTLE ” 
(CRoyDON REPERTORY). 

How well I remember—who remem- 
bers so littlk—in 1912 (the invaluable 
Mr. JoHN PARKER gives me the date) 
Rutherford and Son, with Norman 
McKrnneEt at his grimmest, glummest 
and best, and the surprise among the 
critics that so solid and vigorous a 
piece of work should have been done 
by so young an author—a Miss GiTHa 
SowerBy. This gifted lady, now Mrs. 
Dum-Dum (Mrs. Major JoHn KEN- 
DALL), is flippant and imaginative and 
gay and preposterous on behalf of her 
daughter, Joan, the Croydon Reper- 
tory Company affably aiding and abet- 
ting her. 

The Croydon Repertory Theatre is 
small and the Repertory players have 
the primary virtue of clear enuncia- 
tion, which here somehow seems to put 
this pleasant nonsense out of focus. It 
would have a better chance on a full- 
sized stage with comedians of a little 
more experience. But ’tis a friendly 
family party affair—this story of a 
policeman with a magic whistle and a 
boy-king who learnt how to behave— 
and there are really pretty and witty 
episodes ballasted with rather heavier, 
less manageable matter. I imagine 
that T., if he had the luck to be as 
young as Miss JoAN KENDALL, would 
like it as much as that honoured young 
lady. And he is glad to testify that 
there was plenty of what little dear, 
queer MarjorRIE FLEMING calls “loud 
mirement and laughter.” 2. ae 





Letters to the Secretary of a 
Golf Club. 


XVII. 
From Ralph Viney, Captain Roughover 
Golf Club, Roughover. 
12th December, 1934. 
Dear WHELK,—I have just managed 
to get rid of General Sir Armstrong 
Forcursue, Commander Nettle, Lionel 
Nutmeg and the Admiral,who have been 
in my house for the last two-and-a-half 
hours letting off steam over the 
publicity which has resulted from the 
publication of their letters in Punch. 
Trouble hasrisen owing to the fact that 
they apparently now receive quite a 
large mail from people all over the 


world, and, although they seem thor- 
oughly to enjoy the ‘‘fan”’ portion of 
this correspondence, the letters which 
are definitely uncomplimentary, etc., 
are getting them riled, to say the least 
of it. 

I told fhem that I thought the only 
thing to do was to make you answer 
these letters yourself, and to this they 
finally agreed. 

I therefore enclose the correspond- 
ence complained of and shall be glad 
if you will give the matter your prompt 
attention. 

Yours sincerely, 
R. VINEY. 

P.S.—They said they had called at 
the Club several times recently to see 
you but that on each occasion they had 
found your door bolted. 


[EncLosuRE No. 1.] 


To Admiral Sneyring-Stymie, C.B., 
The Bents, Roughover. 

From Abdul Hamid, c/o The Green 
Mango Stores, Kubang Kuning, Se- 
langor, F.M.S. 

2/11/34. 


Str,—I have the honour most 
respectfully to approach you by writ- 
ing you these few lines of mine which 
I surpose you may receive heartily. I 
read the Punch or the London Charivari 
and I saw your address and [I felt to 
write you with hope that by chance I 
may see the reply on the next mail. 

Now Sir, I was a scholar once for I 
passed Class 1 Lower Middle to Class 2 
Lower Middle, but then I had some 
bothers and became helpless. 

Having a desire to be one of those 
who work in boats or mechanicians I 
am now rather underdone for I cannot 
afford four dollars and thirty cents to 
take me to the nearest seaport. Please, 
Sir, as you know the keeness for the 
Navies may you help me to see that 
one of these 2 things is done for me. 
I am ready to undertake any of the two 
and should serve honestly and obedi- 
ently if I am accepted. 

Rainy weathers exist just now Sir 
and I'have no trousers to speak of to 
keep myself warm, please Sir, may 
you provide me with it I pray you but 
if this request is to hinder our friend- 
ship let it be abolished. 

With honour and reverence due to 
you, Sir, I pray to put down my 
humble pen. 

From your poor and faithful boy, 

AspuL Hamp. 

P.S.—Amen. 


[EncLosuRE No. 2.] 

To Lionel Nutmeg, Malayan Civil Ser- 
vice (Retd.), Old Bucks Cottage, 
Roughover. 

From Lieut.-Colonel 8S. ffluke-Evans, 


Blank File Cottage, Crympazpwchik. 
llanoneramalocwpyngogodaft, Wales. 


6th December, 1934. 
DEAR NutmMeEG,—I have been on the 
look-out for you ever since you were on 
leave in 1909 and borrowed a fiver 
from me to back a horse at the Gatwick 
Spring Meeting. I am now glad to have 
found your address in a recent number 
of Punch. 
Please square up this long-standing 
debt without delay. 
Yours faithfully, 
SEYMOUR FFLUKE-Evays, 


[ENcLosuRE No. 3.] 


To Lionel Nutmeg (addressed as above), 
From the Molar Chemical Company 

Ltd., London, E.C.1. 

7/12/34. 

Dear Str,—We are most anxious to 
have our goods better known in your 
district, and, noticing from your letters 
to Punch that you are an ex-Civil 
Servant, we are taking the liberty of 
assuming that you have great organis. 
ing ability and that you move in the 
more influential circles of Roughover 
Golf Club. 

We have pleasure therefore in for- 
warding you eight (8) dozen sample 
tubes of our well-known toothpaste 
and would take it as a favour if you 
would distribute these amongst your 
friends. 

A commission of 5°% will be paid to 
you on all sales (proved) which may 
result from your campaign on our 
behalf. 

Thanking you in anticipation, 

Yours faithfully, 
P. GRINDLAY-GRITT, 
Organising Sales Manager, 
THe Mouar CHEMICAL Co., Lp. 


[ENcLosuRE No. 4.] 


To Comndr. Harrington Nettle, C.MG., 
D.S.O., Flagstaff Villa, Roughover. 
From Mrs. Buttermere, The Manor 

House, Giggleswallop. 

Saturday, 8th December, 1934. 

My DEAR COMMANDER NETTLE,— 
You may be surprised to get a letter 
from me, but I have been so fired with 
your spirited letters to Punch that I 
feel you are the only man in the county 
to open the bazaar successfully which 
I am holding here on the 29th of next 
month. 

Now, dear Commander, although I 
have never seen you I am well able to 
read between the lines of the letters). 
you write to that horrid secretary of 
yours, and I am certain that, although 
you may have a rough and rugged ex- 
terior, a kind and generous heart beats 
stolidly within your manly breast. 

Will you therefore please come ove! 
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“HAVE I MANAGED TO AVERT A PANIC?” 
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“BimMeEY! YOU WON’T GET NO SEAT. 
“Do YoU THINK WE DON’T KNOW? 
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You AIN’T EVEN IN THE STANDING-ROOM.” 
WE’RE TO-MORROW’S QUEUE.” 





and do this gallant and charitable thing 
on the date mentioned. Please. 
Yours truly, 
BRENDA BUTTERMERE. 


[ENcLosuRE No. 5.] 


To General Sir Armstrong Forcursue, 
K.B.E., C.S.I., The Cedars, Rough- 
over. 

From Major-General C. Eltham-Gripes, 
Poperinghe Villa, Estrellarina, Por- 
tugal. 


1/12/34. 

My DEAR ARMSTRONG,—I was de- 
lighted to see from your recent letters 
to Punch that you are still in the land of 
the living and apparently in excellent 
spirits. 

Gad! how I envy you stopping in the 
Old Country and being able to get a 
good crack at that golf secretary of 
yours. The fellow seems to have some 
stuffing in him. We have a wretched 
little whippersnapper here who is 
absolutely hopeless and won’t even 
answer me back. 

Supposing the wife and I made a 
trip to England next year, could you 


put us up, and we could have a good 
go at your man together? We might 
also have a game or two of golf. 
Yours sincerely, 
CHARLES ELTHAM-GRIPES. 


P.S.—Seems a long cry to Putrid- 
shindi in 13, eh? By the way, I heard 
last week that dear little Dolly Conyers 
is now a grandmother. You remember 
she married that ass “Sniffy” Wilson in 
the Gunners early in 1914. 


From Ralph Viney, Captain Roughover 
Golf Club, Roughover. 


19th December, 1934. 

Dear WHELK,—Thank you for yours, 
from which I note that you have al- 
ready given the correspondence ‘the 
attention it deserves.” I sincerely trust 
this does not mean that you have put 
it in your wastepaper-basket, as the 
General called this a.m. for the letter 
from General Gripes. Said he gave it 
to me the other day by mistake, think- 
ing it was one from some society or 
other requesting a contribution for the 
better protection of golf caddies in the 
Caucasus. 


Please explain matters to him direct, 
Yours sincerely, 
R. Viney. 

P.S.—I hear that Nutmeg had a 
offer of marriage in his mail yesterday 
from some female cornet-player, so! 
expect you will be getting that to 
answer too. 


From Ralph Viney, Captain Roughow: 

Golf Club, Roughover. 

21st December, 1934. 

Dear WHELK,—I have just receivel| 
two letters from Oxford—one from 4 
firm of tailors, asking me, as your Cap 
tain, to see that you squared up ther’ 
account, which has been outstandi. 
ever since you were up at St. Luke’ 
before the War, and the other, which 
is signed “FarrpLay,” saying did! 
know that you had been sent dow | 
for a term in 1912 for debagging th) 
secretary of a local golf club in the 
High and chasing him into the rive) 
at Magdalen Bridge ? 

Please, therefore, put (1) “Secretary! 
Financial Embarrassments” and ()) 
“Secretary's Past Life” on the Agent 
for the next Monthly Meeting. 


ne 
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Now, Whelk, this is all over the 

ublication of those letters in Punch, 
and personally I think you have gone 
far enough. I shall, however, be coming 
round to have a talk with you about 
it towards the end of the week. 

Yours sincerely, 
R. VINEY. 

P.S. (1)—I consider you took a big 
risk in sending a letter in Forcursue’s 
name to General Gripes pointing out 
that if he sets foot in England he will 
tell G.’s wife the whole truth about 
Dolly Conyers and her husband in 
Putridshindi. But I suppose your 
motive was self-defence. 

(2) I shall be sorry for you when the 
Big Four hear about the debagging 
incident. It will put fresh ideas in their 
heads. G.C.N. 


“Among the outstanding features of the 
garden were a bed of beautiful socks.” 


Local Paper. 
Flanked by shoe-trees ? 











“The annual sales of the Dartnell companies 
approximate a million dollars annually.” 
Trade Catalogue. 
Every year, eh? 





7. said he saw strike a man 
on the back of the neck. He could not find 
the man afterwards.”—Scots Paper. 


It must have been a terrible blow. 


General Ignorance. 


EVEN in these days of educationism, 
child-liberty and so forth, one hears 
of schools which still, as part of the 
breaking-up revels, make their pupils 
a present of what is facetiously called 
a General Knowledge Paper. It is not 
so well known that there is a move- 
ment to extend the system into the 
boys’ own homes, and to send with 
the reports a set of questions to be 
answered by the parents under the 
boys’ supervision, and returned with 
them after the holidays. 

I have been fortunate enough to 
secure an unofficial advance copy of 
this term’s paper, and offer it so that 
parents may swot up beforehand and 
diddle the examiners. 


The Bored Examiners of Domestic 
Faculties. 
Time—15 minutes. 


(1) Where are Versailles, Geneva, 
Ottawa, and for what, if anything, are 
they important ? 

(2) Who, in his own opinion, is the 
greatest living writer and critic? Give 
reasons for his choice. 

(3) Describe as briefly as possible, 


but without vulgarity, a Pedestrian- 
Crossing Sign. 

(4) Distinguish between—(a) Scorr 
and Buiack, Scorr and WHaA.Ey; (b) 
Harovp NIcotson, BEVERLEY NICHOLS. 

(5) What is a White Paper? How 
much does it cost, and is it worth it ? 

(6) Explain, with diagrams, how you 
would proceed if you wished (a) to 
cross a road within ten miles of Charing 
Cross; (6) to obtain a ticket for an 
Irish Sweepstake. 

(7) Write a letter of helpful advice 
to either the MINISTER OF TRANSPORT 
or Herr HiT LER. 

(8) (a) Mention any historical char- 
acters who have not been and are not 
about to be the subject of a film play. 
(b) Why has he been passed over ? 

(9) Tell, in a few lines, the story of 
(a) the Forsyte Saga, and (b) Anthony 
Adverse. 

(10) If you were playing bridge at 
a friend’s house and the wireless set 
broke down in the middle of a Talk, 
what steps would you take to repair it ? 

(11) What is gold, and what is the 
use of it? 

(Only Candidates for Distinction 
should attempt this question.) 

(12) What is your opinion of the 
Examination System ? 
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“SHE AIN’T MUCH TO 100K AT, BUT SOME’OW YOU GET USED TO ER FACE AFTER A TIME.” 
“I xkNow. THAT’S WHAT THEY CALL PERSONALITY.” 








Lowbrow’s Lament. 


Oh, for the time when life was sweeter, 
When minds could wander and not be lost— 


betwe 
substi 
Royal 
ualist 

on its 
Betwe 
able 4 
“Worl 
Yount 
Age” | 
Utilita 
tively 


scribed 
a mult 


No Ellery Queen, no great Lord Peter, 


(A speaker at a Book exhibition suggested that publishers 
Inspector French or Inspector Frost! 


to-day would reject the “Sherlock Holmes”’ stories: “They 
would say that they were so simple that there was nothing 
in them.’) 


Now, in a desert of eccentricity, inows « 





Mourn for the methods of Watson, brothers; 
Mourn for his clear unmistakable style; 
Though he is gone and his place is another’s, 

No one can rival him. Not by a mile. 


Even the reader as dumb as a pig saw 
Every point in a Watson plot; 

Now, when a story is worse than a jigsaw, 
Lose one piece and you’ve lost the lot. 


Formerly even the mug was a starter ; 
Gently applying the Sherlock touch, 

Even the chump felt a little bit smarter— 
And that, to be sure, was not saying much. 


Now—though publishers rouse ambitions, 
Saying their problems nevertheless 

Are often solved by mathematicians 
Or people top of their weight at chess— 


Only a hawk-eyed spotter of traces 
Can ever expect to find the key; 

And if you would grasp Dr. Thorndyke’s cases 
You ’d better by far be an M.Sc. 


Stuck among readers with bulging domes, 
Muttonheads pine for the lost simplicity | 
Seen in the stories of Sherlock Holmes. 


Dear were the days that are gone for ever, 
When mystery fiction had just begun, 

And none of the fans had got to be clever. 
Never a highbrow. Never a one. R. M. 








“Tf I had my way,” says a reformer, “all politicians who 
failed to keep their election promises would be barred from 
the House of Commons.” And then what would he ue 
the place for ? 

* * * * 


A restaurant proprietor says his cooks work mud 
better if there is a gramophone playing in the kitchen 
We should love to see a jelly set to music. 

k* * * * 

One of our travellers declares that in Assam women rule. 
Why select Assam ? 

* * * * 

Furniture-coverings are to be hairy. This is great new) 
for our dogs. 

— 
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Our Booking-Office. 
(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned 
C. 


lerks.) 


Up the Victorian Watershed. “ 

Tue first thirty years or so of Vic- 
TORIA saw us breasting, on the whole 
triumphantly, the ascent down whose 
corresponding slope we are so un- 
pleasantly slithering to-day. Karly Vic- 
torian England (HUMPHREY MiLForpD, 
QOxrorD UNIVERSITY PREss, 2 vols., 
42/-), as here portrayed by seventeen 
collaborators, destroyed the balance 
between agriculture and industrialism, 
substituted Trafalgar Square for the 
Royal. Mews, and sped the individ- 
ualist England of the GrorcEs well 
on its way to the bureaucratic state. 
Between Mr. J. H. CLapHAm’s invalu- 
able account of the first process in 
“Work and Wages” and Mr. G. M. 
Youne’s brilliant “Portrait of an 
Age” preponderatingly Evangelical and 
Utilitarian, the ground is most effec- 
tively covered by Mrs. C. S. PEEL on 
“Homes and Habits,” Admiral G. A. 
BattaRD on “The Navy,” Sir JoHN 
FortescvE on “The Army,” Mr. A. E. 
RicHaRDSON on “Architecture,” and 
Mr. D. WooprvrFF on “ Expansion and 
Emigration.” Law, Education and 
Medicine enter only by implication 
with other themes such as “Charity,” 
whose activities—personal rather than 
administrative—are illuminatingly de- 
scribed by Mr. E. Lascettes. Among 
a multitude of authorities, Mr. Punch, 
I note, shares with CuarRLEs DickENs 
the most frequent laurels, while par- 
taking the novelist’s even more illus- 
trious crown as a social reformer. 








| The Army with Banners. 

| Mr. Sr. Joun Ervine, brazenly Puri- 
_tan, has used master craftsmanship in 
framing the biography of a saint and 
| the history of a world-movement about 
| one of the most perfect and unspoiled 
of love-stories. He has stated unblush- 


nal” 


Uh 
Wf py 


A 


Passenger. “I SAY, WHAT’S THE IDEA? NEED You 7” 
Customs. “ You’VE JUST HAD A JOLLY CHRISTMAS CRUISE. 


I HAVEN'T.” 








ingly the case for religious sensationalism, and while detail- 
ing the events that led to the Salvation Army’s inception, 

written in vivid miniature narrative the life-adventures 
of several of its early stalwarts—chimney-sweeps, pawn- 
brokers and the like. There are real fighting thrills in the 
two long volumes of God's Soldier (HEINEMANN, 36/-), and 
all its pages are infested with Booras—Boorus mounte- 
banks and showmen before the Lord; Bootus martyrs 
and giant-killers in the walks of men; Boorus sick and 
forlorn; BootHs mannerless and ungrammatical; BooTus 
Praying, spell-binding, triumphant, strident, worshipped, 

lute, sidereal, gluttonous for souls. CATHERINE, the 
founder’s wife, is almost beyond belief, but the greatest of 
them all is the founder himself, Wru1AM, the head of the 
dynasty. The wearisome epilogues and appendices, full of 
contention and bitterness, however honestly intended to 


illuminate the Army’s recent history, are a miserable sequel. 
a 





I wished them far enough from so noble a book—and I 
should have liked a splash of Army red on the cover. 





The Seamy Side of Chivalry. 

So much of the glamour remaining to war is a legacy 
of the Middle Ages, that anyone producing an authentic 
portrait of a hero of chivalry does us a twofold service. 
Admiration of The Black Prince (BARKER, 9/-), however, 
has been qualified from the days of CHARLOTTE YONGE, 
and Miss M. Coryn, in admitting her hero’s maladroit 
handling of Gascony and his ill-advised choice of allies 
and treatment of friends, has largely followed the lines of 
that inimitable classic, T'he Lances of Lynwood. Her book, 
however, is a full-dress Life, opening with a princeling of 
fifteen taken to be “ blooded” at the sack of Caen, and 
closing, thirty years later, with the penitent end that left 
its accumulated problems of enmity to “my son who is 
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very young and little,” the hapless Ricuarp of Bordeaux. 
She has made excellent use of her chroniclers, and her 
narrative abounds in such amusing side-shows as the 
exploits of the Sire D’ALBRET, Gamp and godfather to a 
baby in a looted house. The Matory dialect of heroic 
exploit is apt to strive a little oddly with her own manner 
of breezy comment, but their fusion is undeniably better 
handled as the story proceeds. 


To What End? 

I have seldom read so depressing a book as Our Wonder- 
ful World of To-Morrow (Warp, Lock, 8/6). If such indeed 
is to be the “shape of things to come,” I am glad that I 
belong to the untidy, uncomfortable, dangerous present. 
Even Mr. Huxey’s “Brave New World” was better than 
this. It is true that Dr. A. M. Low lays no claim to infalli- 
bility—he is too good a scientist for that—but he does 
maintain that, by means of the graphical method, one can 





forecast with probable general accuracy what manner of 


men and women our remote descendants will be and the 
sort of lives they will lead. And the conditions which he 


Hoaartu, but the pedigree is there—unique and impres. 
sive. The philosophy is’ English of the English, that 
strange innate optimism with its hidden supernatural roots, 
“ Pending the last trump and the last chapter, one’s duty 
is to battle on cheerfully.” 


Crime in California. 


The Diamond Ransom Murders (Couuins, 7/6) is s% 
vernacularly American that some of us who are not skilled 
linguists may at times miss its meaning. When, for 
instance, the answer to a question is, “I’ve been playi 
the turkeys with her since God made little Filipinos,” | 
have, in my ignorance, to confess a confusion of mind, 
But such handicaps do not prevent me from recognisi 
that NELLISE CHILD’s investigator, Jerry Irish, is a sound 
man who works on sensible lines. The mechanism of this 
story, in which millionaires behave none too well and 
the police are bothered to and beyond distraction, is 
perfectly controlled. But to me it is without the human 
qualities which our sensational novels, whatever their 
faults may be, can be relied upon to contain. 








complacently envisages 
are horrible. It might 
be nice to be able to 
run over to China for 
lunch; but when the 
only fare would be tab- 
loids, would it really be 
worth while? “Time is 
the most valuable thing 
in life,” says Dr. Low, 
and when people waste 
practically none of it in 
eating or dressing (for 
they will wear one-piece 
suits), when they can 
travel at a thousand 
miles an hour and do 
most of their jobs by 
pressing buttons, they 
will have plenty of it on 
their hands. But what 
on earth will they do 
with it? For games and 
sports, like the pleasures 








“ Ex-CUSE ME, BUT WE CROSS ’ERE.” 


The Underworld. 

Readers of lurid novels 
cannot justifiably com. 
plain if they find them 
selves face to face with 
carnage, but in Th 
Murder Market (Jny- 
KINS, 7/6) it seems to 
me that Mr. CHaxies 
RusHTon has indulged 
in slaughter that might 
almost be called whole. 
sale. Mr. Julian Kemp 
was the toughest of an 
exceedingly tough crowd, 
and as he strolled about 
London _ killing people 
with astounding ease 
and frequency I thought 
him more than a little 
nauseating. And busy 
“killer” as he was the 
murder with which the 








of the table, they will despise, and the arts will probably 
be extinct. Dr. Low seems to think that these hairless, 
toothless monstrosities with atrophied limbs and interiors 
will occupy their leisure in the solution of quadratic equa- 
tions. Perhaps they will. But I am glad I shall not be there. 


Dickens over the Water. 

Those of us who admired the study of Dickens in 
M. Maurots’ Etudes Anglaises of 1927, and hoped that he 
would some day give us Boz on the same scale as DiIsRAELI, 
will, I fear, bea little disappointed in the Dickens (LANE, 5/-) 
so charmingly translated by Mr. Hamisu Mixes. This, 
the lectures of the Etudes amplified by discussion of more 
recent material, is novel in little else but its lengthier 
appraisal of DickENs’ behaviour towards his wife, a ques- 
tion which bids fair to assume the same disconcerting pro- 
portions as the problem of CARLYLE and his JANE. The 
reader who missed the original book, however, should cer- 
tainly not pass over M. Maurols’ picturesque presentment 
of the well-known life and his brilliant analysis of the 
novelist’s craftsmanship and philosophy. DicKEns’ tech- 
nique, with its sauvetage lyrique du comique, with its obvious 
debt to the dramatist and the caricaturist, may suffer for 
purists from its direct descent from SHAKESPEARE and 


tale begins was not committed by him. It is only fair, 
however, to say that during these orgies of crime Mr. 
Ruston has kept neat and clever surprises for those 
who follow the hunt to the end. 





Hoist with His Own Petard. 

Custom seems to have ordained that the amateur 
sleuths of sensational fiction require a friend who acts as 
a kind of laughing-stock or understrapper, but in T'rafal- 
gar Square (HopDER AND Sroucuton, 7/6) Major Bevis 
plays such a subordinate part that if he had entirely 
disappeared from the stage I should not have missed him. 
Apart from -this minor encumbrance Mr. Gavin Hott'’s 
story of a villain, who committed two murders and was on 
the point of committing another when he was killed by his 
own poisonous weapon, runs smoothly enough and is ex 
ceptionally well told. Dr. Bastion is a clever and amiable 
deducer, and to follow him as he tackles baffling problems 
is not an unpleasant way of spending two or three hours 
leisure. 








“The Marketing Board is short of 450,000 pwigs in the 1935 con- 
tracts. There must be something wrong somewhere.”—Local Paper: 


It’s not for us to point it out. 





——— 
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very thinking Werte 7 | 
buy) Oval tine jor Heal th 


HE well-being of her children, and of every member of the | ; 
family, 4 what every thinking woman on ee ——. : | No Gifts 
must never be left to chance. No other consideration will weig 
with her like the certainty of good health. | orCoupons 


It is for this reason that ‘“Ovaltine’ is the established food beverage in | Just 
the majority of homes throughout the world. Experience proves that | 1l0Oo per cent 
‘Ovaltine’ is unequalled for giving and maintaining robust health. 


‘Ovaltine’ possesses definite advantages over milk and other beverages. (Quality 


‘Ovaltine’ is a perfect tonic food prepared from the highest qualities of malt, 


milk and eggs. It contains, in the most easily digestible form, every nutritive a nd Value 


element required for building up body, brain and nerves. 























Remember that ‘Ovaltine’ gives you more in quality and more in quantity. | 
It is therefore most economical in use. Remember, too, that there is nothing f, 
“like “Ovaltine.’"” Although imitations are made to /ook the same, there 3s 
are extremely important differences. 


‘Ovaltine’ does not contain any Household Sugar. Prices in Gt. Britain 
Furthermore, it does not contain Starch. Nor does and N. Ireland 
it contain Chocolate, or a large percentage of Cocoa. 1/1, 1/10 and 3/3 
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‘Charivaria. 


An American journalist complains 
that when the new Pittsburg post- 
office, costing £1,200,000 was opened, 
there was no place provided for the 
posting of letters. There seems to be 


Perhaps this is why people are still 
asking three hundred pounds for the 
fittings of an unfurnished flat. 


Professor W. L. Braae recently gave 


a demonstration of an electric eye 
which distinguishes red, yellow and blue 


the tree had steadily grown its way 
through the vehicle during a long 
traffic wait. 


és 


No poet,” according to a young 
one, “ever understood everything he 
wrote himself.” Why bother when 
a critic will always explain ? 





no pleasing some 
people. 
% % 
& 

Spring flowers 
have been picked 
in the hunting- 
field. It is not eti- 
quette, however, 
to offer a nosegay 
to the huntsman. 

“There’s no 
country can touch 
Great Britain,” 
asserts a writer 
enthusiastically. 
Even the USS. 
Treasury officials 
are beginning to 
realise the truth of 

% 

When he was 
summoned for al- 
lowing his small 
son to drive his 
car a motorist ex- 
plained that the 
boy was much too 
young to be a ped- 
estrian. 


%% 

A man who be- 
came separated 
from his wife dur- 
ing a shopping ex- 
pedition has failed 
to return home. 
We understand 
that the bargain- 
basements are to 
be dragged. 


<ank RS SS 
—WRegnolds 
Referee. 
There has been 
a chess tourna- 





Sy. 4 








“Now, YOU TWO, REMEMBER WHAT I’VE SAID—AT ANY RATE THE 
PART ABOUT NOT HITTING 42.” 


x & 
& 


The theory is ad- 
vanced that cold 
water is a stimu- 
lant. All the more 
credit to those who 
drink it in moder- 
ation. x x 

* 


Scottish listen- 
ers-in, who com- 
plain that Scottish 
words are mispro- 
nounced by B.B.C. 
announcers, will 
have only them- 
selves to blame if 
a committee is ap- 
pointed to instruct 
them how to pro- 
nounce their own 
language. 


& & 


Mile. Mayes 
says that London 
contains the most 
contented people 
in the world. We 
should like to 
know what with. 


7 


In view of the 
increasing fre- 
quency of jewel 
robberies during 
dinner-time, wo- 
men are consider- 
ing the advisabil- 
ity of dining in all 
| their jewellery. 


* 


"fey 
‘ae 





Schoolboys are 
said to have been 
induced to eat 
salad by the pre- 





mentat Peterborough. It is gratifying 
to record that in no match was there 
any suspicion of rough play. 
+ & 
* 
An elephant appearing at a London 


circus has travelled all over the world. 
Its trunk must be covered with labels. 


& & 
*% 


Statistics prove that there are 
eighteen thousand lunatics in London. 


balls. It ought to be a great help to 
colour-blind snooker-players. 


x 


Which reminds us that a woman 
billiards-professional has caused some 
surprise by powdering her nose before 
playing. But surely she wasn’t expected 
to chalk it ? as 

* 

A London bus was recently impaled 

on a tree. It is untrue, however, that 


tence that it was a luxury for the mas- 
ters. Weare not told whether this was 
how the masters were induced to eat it. 


% & 


An acrobat wants to cross Piccadilly 
Circus on a tight-rope. Why shouldn’t 
he walk across and risk his life like the 
rest of us? es 

* 

A coal-dealer in court said that 

business was slack. So is a lot of coal. 
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New Year Nonsense. 


ORTUNE and happiness await 

you at work and in health and in 

love. Every good thing will be 

yours, reader, in 1935. I have 

cast your horoscope. You will be 

2 — you will be beautiful, you 

SA will be admired. The Hours 

and the Graces will precede 

you, scattering roses and lilies 

about your feet. Above all things 

you will have enlightenment. 

You will be wise. You will 

not send me any of those stupid 

uy letters saying that the so-called 

| pictorial joke on page 173 suggests by implication an un- 

warranted attack, upon the work of the Girls’ Higher 

| Educational Institute at Ponders End, of which neither 

I nor the artist have ever heard. But if you do I shall 

| not answer them. For I have cast my own horoscope for 

| 1935. It shows me that I am going to remain mean, ugly 

and detested, and that I am not going to waste postage- 

| stamps nor ruin the perfect cadences of my English prose 

by pointing out to you in courteous and dignified language 
_ that your objections are all poppycock and my eye. 


xk k * 
A Calendar for the month of January :— 
Morpay 9 30 18 3 
TUESDAY > 6 FF 3S SB 
WeEpNEspAy 1 14 5 31 10 
THurspay 7 I] 2 I6 22 
Saturpay 18 8 26 4 31 
FRIDAY 21 12 29 25 
SunDAy 24 13 31 #219 


This Calendar was specially composed by me for Miss 
GERTRUDE STEIN. If you don’t understand it you are no 
| poet and you have not the surrealist brain. I prophesy 
| that it will live long, long after the ordinary calendars for 
_ this year have passed into forgetfulness. It has poise. 
| And it may be used, if you like, as a football pontoon. 


+= & 


| More than one correspondent has asked me to say 

whose portrait it was-that we published (in colours) on 
_ December 19th last year. It showed a man of giant stature 
_ leaning negligently on the masts which surmounted a tall 
| many-windowed building; rippling waves of light radiated 
from the mast and the background was dark-blue. Under- 
neath the portrait was written :— 


“ PROSPERO. 


‘The isle is full of noises, sounds, and sweet airs, that 
give delight.’ ” 


| We had intended to keep the subject of this cartoon a 
_ secret, but the secret may now be revealed. The picture 
| represents Sir JonHn ReErituH, who controls the B.B.C., 
_a little-known institution which disseminates music, 
| lectures, variety entertainments and the news of the day 
| by the use of wireless telegraphy or wireless telephony, or 
| (in simpler words) by the instrumentality of the radio- 
| telegraph or radio-telephone. In fairness to Sir JoHN 
ReitTH, it should be stated that he had no idea that we 
were about to make him suddenly notorious in this way 


or to call attention to his hidden activities. But now that 
this has been done (for good or evil), he feels it only fair 
that the veil should be cast aside. 

Prospero is a character in a play called The Tempest, 
written by a man named SHAKESPEARE, whom you must 
one day try to read. 

xk kk 


Furthermore, the following guide will be found useful 
in future to resolute students of Punch. A_ female 
figure wearing a helmet and holding a shield and trident 
is intended to symbolise Britannia, a legendary personage 
but the heroine of a certain amount of patriotic and mainly 
maritime verse. 

Russia will be represented, if necessary and without 
explanation, as a Bear, and China as a Dragon. 

The Old Lady of Threadneedle Street will mean the 
Bank of England. 

A statesman smoking a pipe will probably be Mr. Bap. 
WIN, unless we state otherwise on oath. 

A parti-coloured pole with a globe on the top of it must 
always be taken for a “ Belisha Beacon.” 

I am sorry. I should have said, “must on no account 
ever be taken, but left precisely where it stands.” 


xk kk 
“AUCKLAND, N.Z. 


A golfer who lost his ball on the Titirangi Course found 
it wedged between the horns of one of the goats allowed to 
graze on the course.” 


Following my own rules, though not perhaps those of 
St. Andrews, all the golfer had to do if the stroke was played 
from the tee was to drive the goat on to the green, take it 
to the flag-pole, wait until it died of starvation, remove it 
as a loose impediment and then hole out in two. 


x & 


I ought to have mentioned that in 1935 the more money 
everybody spends the richer everybody will be. Towards 
the end of 1935 I prophesy that money will be abolished, 
and anybody who wants anything will go and ask for it 
over the counter and be given it at once. There is no other 
cure for over-production, unemployment and faulty dis- 
tribution of commodities so far as I can see. All political 
economists agree with me except a man called Brown, who 
lives in a hideous little house at Fumed Oak, near Hendon, 
on the Edgware and Highgate Tube. There will be no 
income-tax in 1935. EvoE. 








Subject to Beelzebub. 


Moths. 


Let me not to the marriage of true moths 
admit impedimenta such as trousseaux 
or orange-blossom or Parisian cloths; 
For they are simple insects and will not do so. 
Do what? (Forgive me, SHAKESPEARE, if I borrow 
your form, if not your skill, and, like the Tetrarch, 
murder the innocents of verse. To-morrow, 
if I am let, I’ll do the same by PETRARCH.) 
What was I saying? Oh, yes, its nuptial fashion 
is silly sooth. Unnoticed by the Press 
it seeks its mate, and consummates its passion 
in flame, and perishes with loveliness— 
which makes the human lover seem a Goth 
beside the flaming bridal of the moth. 
HuMBERT. 
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1 and my family were com 
_ educational talk on “The 
and the horror and distress of my little daughter at what _ 
she heard were an ere 


to 
| witness. Can nelidens bo on 


| sponsible 
_ House the incalculable harm 
_ that may be done to youthful 
and sensitive minds by the 


_ing and wholly unnecessary 
_ details ? The drawing and dis- 
section of birds is surely no 
| fit subject for children ? 


| the arrogance and impertin- 
| ence of the B.B.C, ? Last night, 
| as their crowning insult to the 
| good taste and intelligence of 
| the long-suffering British pub- 
lic, they saw fit to e us 
| with the m fade water 
| Oration of 
| and in English! 


| speaking, far less understand- 
| ing the classical Greek 





| 
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Peril on the Air. 


Srectmen letters for the guidance of those about to 
write to the editors of their daily papers on the subject 
of the B.B.C.:— 

To the Editor of “The Daily Crash.” 

Srr,—May I presume on your good nature [avail myself 
of the hospitality of your , trespass on your valuable 
space, ete.] so far as to record my most emphatic protest 
against an item broadcast from the National-Regional 


Stati terd vening? For upwards of half-an-hour 
1 and wey fomlp pelled to listen to a so-called 


Trussing and Carving of Poultry,” 





to bring home to those re- 
at Broadcasting 


dissemination of such disgust- 


fr Ot a +- 


a x 


ff 
¥ 


Yours, ete., 
AcatHa SCRAWLEY. 


To the Editor of “The Daily 
Was ” 
Srr,—Is there no limit to 


t 


. 


ericles 
That there 
should be anyone at Broad- 
casting House capable of 





is perhaps too much to hope 
for, but is that any reason 


ir ae 'D LivED.” 


unrepresented in their programmes, yet up to the present 
we have asked in vain to be allowed to put our views 
before the public. May I implore you, Sir, to use your great 
influence to put an end to so palpably dishonest a policy 
of discrimination and thus ensure that message of 
Bisectionism may at last find its way into every home ‘ 
Yours, ete., Farr Pay. 


To the Editor of “The Daily Mash.” 


Srr,—I am a night-watchman coming off duty at 6.30 
a.M., and has my meal direct. After which I switch on the 
wireless hoping for some Dance-Music or a bit of Variety 
before turning in. All I ever get is physical exercises 
from the Continent, and usually am in no mood for those, 
Why doesn’t the B.B.C. do something? There must be 
thousands like me, but the B.B.C., though glad enough to 
Mer serge eer er On get our money, does nothing 

for us, Even a talk would be 
better than nothing. 
Yours, etc., 
» Fep Up. 


Any letter modelled on one 
of the above is sure to receive 
attention. On no account 
should you write to the editor 
of The Daily Crash, Wash, 
Hash or Mas. 


To the Editor of “The Daily 





“Ys, HE WOULD HAVE BEEN A HUNDRED-AND-FORTY-TWO 


Crash” (“Wash,” “Hash,” or 
“ Mash’). 

Srr,—May I crave the in- 
dulgence of your columns for 
a few words in appreciation 
of the B.B.C.? en one 
considers that three “a four 
different programmes have to 
be arranged every day of the 
year, lasting almost without 
intermission from ten-fifteen 
in the morning until twelve 
o'clock at night, that, unlike 
stage and screen perform. 
ances, a wireless item can 
be repeated once only, and 
then from a different station, 
and that all the time a 
multitude of varying tastes 








_ why hundreds of thousands of listeners—and listeners who 


have paid, mark you, for their entertainment—should 
have to sit down under so bare-faced a desecration of one 
of the noblest monuments bequeathed to us by the Glory 
that was Greece? Let us have the masterpieces of the past 
in the language in which they were written or not at all! 

| enclose my card, and have the honour to subscribe 


myself ‘ 
’ Your constant Admirer, CLassicus., 


T'o the Editor of “The Daily Hash.” 
Su,—Once again I am compelled to raise my voice against 


_ the unscrupulous autocracy of the Juggernauts of the Air. 


1 am a member of a large and ever-growi of non- 
litical thinkers calling themselves Bisestioniets, who 
velieve that only by the halving of ev ing—National 
Expenditure, wages, unemployment, the Air Force, food, 
clothing—can prosperity return again to these 
shores. The British tion pretend to 
be unbiassed; they claim that no e of opinion is 


has to be catered for, the marvel is surely not that 
the B.B.C. do not do better but that they do half so 
well. And may I add that an organisation which in the 
few short years of its existence has done more to popularise 
good music than all the baton-shakers and tub-thumpers 
and trumpet-blowers since the world began, which has kept 
its programmes clean and not yet to any noticeable extent 
ee the youth of the nation or disrupted our educa- 
tional system, and which contrives to provide millions of 
listeners day in and day out with satisfactory entertain- 
ment at a little over a farthing a day, can afford to listen 
without undue alarm to the frenzied baying of the hyper- 


critic 
ont Yours very, ete., | Conrentmp LisTENER. 


It’s not good form, and it almost certainly won't be 


published. H. F. E. 





Safety First at the Festal Board. 
“The turkey was carved by Mr. (Sanitary sag ery 
‘aper. 
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‘I COULDN'T SLEEP IN THAT BED EITHER!” 
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Lament Over Savouries. 


By a Gourmet with a Small Appetite. 


On, many a créme have I consumed But, though each pudding and sweet away 
And many a consommé, With a waft of my hand I send, 

And many a fish has graced my dish I never can eat the mushrooms— 
To pass like the blooms of May They come too near the end. 


But, though I love my mushrooms 
And call each fungus friend, 


Oh, if only a friend would give me 


I never can eat the mushrooms 
They come too near the end 


A dinner the wrong way round! 
The mushrooms, at last, and I may meet 
And the loved and lost be found! 


At times, when I’ve missed two courses, I may have my mushrooms and reach the meat 
I’ve known the taste of meat; And e’en to the fish ascend, 
It has even occurred I have come to the bird But I shall not stoop o’er the grandest soup— 


And still been inclined to eat; It will come too near the end. JI.C.8. 








| 
| 
} 
| 
/ 
| 
| 








| 
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The Word War. 


Il.—“ Near to the Wind.” 
I must thank—indeed I do thank— 
the many gallant warriors who have 
sent me Black Lists of alien, hostile and 


| repellent words. When my staff have 
completed the work of classification 


| I shall “issue” a 


“eonsidered judg- 


| ment.” 


a judgment 


But would or an: else “issue” 
edgueat oie aemminaiion t= 


| Ep. 


No. That is the point of the inverted 
commas.—ME. ] 
Meanwhile I wish to say a few words 


about the erroneous use of nautical 


expressions by “public men.” The 
Bishop of Lonpon was recently re- 
ported to have said that in these days 
theatrical “producers sail as near to 


_ the wind as they can in regard to the 


nudity of girls on the stage.” 
Not having been t at any 


_ entertainments which the Bishop could 


have had in mind I am unable to say 
whether his protest was justified “sub- 
stantially,” as the lawyers say. But I 
must myself demurely demur to the 
Bishop's use of the phrase “sail as near 
to the wind as they can.” I have had 
to speak about this before, and I shall 
continue to speak about it until the 
expression is expelled from the political 
dictionary. 

It is always used as if there were 
something underhand, deceitful, fool- 
hardy or dangerous in the operation 
of “sailing near to the wind.” In his 
genial Lordship’s mind (which, with 
all respect, must on this occasion have 
been working less lucidly than usual) 
the “wind” re nted some enemy— 
Decency, Public Opinion, Censorship ? 
—which the theatrical manager was 
cunningly and rather discredita','y 
avoiding. The manager was boldly 
saying “ Yah!” to this enemy; and the 
bolder the manager became the nearer 
to the wind he sailed. 

All this, to the mariner, is (“with 
great respect,” as the lawyers say 
before they utter a flat contradiction 
or biting insult), drivelling nonsense. 

Firstly, when the mariner is navi- 
gating a sailing-vessel the wind is not 


_his enemy but his friend, not an 
_ obstruction but his motive-power. 


Secondly, there is nothing discredit- 
able or sly in “sailing as near or” (as 
the mariner says) “ to the wind 
as you can.” Whee he is “tacking,” 
Five, “turning” or, in crude 
ubber-language, proceeding against the 
wind every mariner sails an dees to the 
wind as he can—that is, he directs the 
head of his vessel as nearly towards 
the wind’s eye and his destination as 


he can without taking the wind out of 
his sails and so ceasing to make pro- 
through the water. So far from 
asad discreditable or foolish it is one 
of the fine points of seamanship to be 
able to do this thing efficiently. A 
helmsman who cannot skilfully sail close 
to the wind will either bring his vessel 
to a dead stop by getting into the 7 
of the wind or, by bearing away from the 
wind (and his destination), will fall far 
behind the other vessels in the race. 

Thirdly, there is nothing bold or 
dangerous in “‘sailing as close to the 
mg as you can.” On the contrary, 
besides being a skilful and necessary 
act (in relation to speed of advance) it 
is nearly always the course of safety. 
In a dangerous squall the helmsman 
of a small vessel “‘luffs,” that is, he 
sails closer to the wind than he was 
doing before. 

When, therefore, the politician says 
that his opponent is “sailing very close 
to the wind” the true meaning is that 
the other fellow is behaving in a very 
skilful, seamanlike, prudent and en- 
tirely honourable manner, which does 
him credit and is likely to result in his 
winning the race. You will never, I 
think, hear that fine seaman, Mr. 
Water Runcman, use this remark 
in Parliament, however bitterly pro- 
voked. 

And the Bishop’s expression, to the 
mariner, has a meaning (if any) pre- 
cisely opposite to what he intends. 
The managers (all the managers, 
apparently, for no exception is made 
in this generous pronouncement) are 
putting less and less clothes on the girls 
and thus sailing closer and closer to the 
wind. Now what is the wind? We do 
not know, for it must be something 
which is (a) dangerous to the managers 
and (b) driving the managers along. It 
cannot therefore be the police or the 
Public Morality Council. But, whatever 
the wind is, this odd result follows: that 
when danger threatens from the wind 
the helmsman must luff, that is, sail still 
closer to the wind—that is, the girls 
will wear still less. 

I wish, as always, to be helpful, and 
IT have been trying to think of some 
nautical 4 poe of speech which would ex- 
press his Lordship’s meaning correctly 
(assuming that it is necessary for bishops 
to denounce theatrical managers in 
sailor’s language). He might say that 
certain managers are making a danger- 
ous passage through the Immodesty 
Channel, risking shipwreck on the rocks 
of Censorship and Outraged Public 
Opinion, in order to outstrip their more 
prudent competitors who have gone 
the long way round outside the Public 
Morality Council buoy. He might say 
that they are navigating recklessly in a 


narrow channel, careless whether they 
= ped sen small oe — of 
modesty, and endangering by their wash 
the little children on the share (though 
I am not even sure about that). But 
I do most earnestly and respectfully 
advise and ~~ bishops, priests and 
beacons of public life to renounce and 
avoid all nautical expressions which 
they do not precisely understand. 
And you, Comrades of the Word 
War, whenever you hear this excellent 
old phrase abused, rise up in wrath and 
ask the fellow what he means by it. 


A. P. H. 
As Others Hear Us. 
Doing a Deal. 

“Tue only thing is, I want you to 
swear that if you don’t like them you'll 
say so.” 

“My dear, of course I will. But I 
know I shall adore them. Your things 
are always marvellous.” 

“T simply loathe asking a penny for 
them. ‘d much rather give them 
away.” 

“T shouldn't dream of doing any- 
thing except pay for them. They're 
probably worth pounds and pounds.” 

“Oh no, they're not. About two- 
pence, I should think, and I’m fright- 
fully ashamed of ing that. Well, 
here they are. The jumpers want 
cleaning, I know, and here’s the coat 
and skirt and two awful evening 
frocks.” 

“ Darling, they ’re marvellous! Isn't 
that your ring-velvet ?” 

“Yes, that’s my ring-velvet. Oh, 
and I’m letting my Chinese shaw! go 
too.” 

“Honestly, you-ought to get a lot 
of money for the shawl. It’s terribly 
valuable, isn’t it?” 

“T suppose it is, in a way. But I 
don’t expect you to buy it for one 
minute of course. I only thought 
perhaps you might know of somebody.” 

“Oh, I’m sure I do. There must be 
thousands. How much were you think- 
ing of asking ?”’ 

“T haven't the slightest idea. How 
much would you say?” 

“My dear, don’t ask me! I haven't 
the slightest.” 

“Tt cost millions, I believe; but of 
course I shouldn’t ask anything like 
that. About ten pounds, do you think ?” 

“Twenty at least.” 

“My dear! More like five.” 

“T should say not a penny under 
fifteen.” 

“Well, look here, I’ll call it twelve 
and see what happens. As a matter of 
fact I’d take ically anything. 
I'm frightfully hard up. What about 
the frocks?” 
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Crude © 
Mitis 


“TI say, 


CAN'T Yo! 








“Oh, I’d love to try them on. I 


suppose they'll fit.” 
“Oh, sure to. The velvet’s too short 
on me really, and the black one ought 
| to be just about right.” 
“Oh, it’s marvellous! Should you 
| say it made me look baggy?” 

‘| think it fits you too marvellously. 
Honestly, you look simply divine.” 

“TI think it ought to be taken in 
here.” 

“It would be frightfully easy. Two 
stitches. I don’t want to influence you 
in the very least, but honestly and 
truly I’ve never in my life seen you in 
| anything half so becoming.” 
| ** Well, look here, how much do you 
| want for it?” 
“Oh, darling, 
| you to buy it! 
| it to you.” 

“1 wouldn’t dream of not paying for 
it, darling. I’m sure it’s worth masses. 
How much?” 

“Would you think two pounds too 
awful? It cost about eighteen.” 

“Two pounds ? 1 shouldn’t dream of 
giving you a penny under three-pounds- 
ten. 

“My dear, don’t be so absurd! I’m 
not a robber.” 


I do so hate asking 
I’d much rather give 
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DO SOMETHING ABOUT IT? 


I’vVE GOT A DATE.” 











“We il, e call it ¢ three pounds at least.’ 
“Oh, I couldn’t. I’d rather give it 
to you. 

‘Honestly, I’m sure it’s worth five.” 

‘Well, look here, call it two-pounds- 
fifteen and split the difference.” 

“All right. It’s an absolute gift, of 
course, and I feel a brute for letting 
you do it.” 

“JT feel a brute for taking so much 
more than it’s worth. What about the 
jumpers? Don’t look at them unless 
you really want them, will you? 
Would you think a pound each fright- 
ful? I simply hate asking anything at 
all.” 

“T call that giving them away.. The 
Angora wool must be brand-new.” 

‘““No, I’ve worn it a few times, only 
not often; John simply loathes me in 
it. 

“T shouldn’t dream of offering you 
less than two pounds for the Angora 
one. 

‘Nothing would induce me to take it. 
sut I tell you what—if you’ve got an 
odd skirt we might do a swop. I want 
one frightfully.” 

‘‘My dear! You know my speckledy ? 
You can have that if you like. I’ve 
just had it cleaned and pressed.” 


“Oh, I’ve always adored it. But it 
must be worth hundreds at the very 
least.” 

“Darling, I shouldn’t dream of ask- 
ing you a penny over twopence for it.” 

“Then what about a swop. It and, 
say, five shillings for the Angora. I’d 
throw in the Angora for nothing, only 
it was so frightfully expensive, and I 
don’t think I’ve paid the bill for it 
yet.” 

“Oh, my dear, of course I shall pay 
you at least a pound.” 

“No, no; ten bob.” 

“Fifteen. And the skirt of course.” 

“Well, I think it’s miles too much. 
Are you going to try on any of the | 
others?” | 

“No, I’m afraid they’re too small. | 
Unless by any chance you’ve got any 
hats?” 

“Oh, I’ve got at least two. But 
they're simply not worth anything.” 

“I bet.they are.” 

“Well, you can try them. Only I 
simply hate taking any money for 
them.” E. M. D. 








“New TeLernone Wit Cur You Orr.” 
Headline in Daily Paper. 
Why “new”? 
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The Alarm. 





Ir happened on the last night of our 
Divisional Manceuvres. Our Battalion 
was part of the noble Red Army 
(Brig.-Gen. U. Spitten-Pollish), the 
bulwark of civilisation and all that 
civilisation stands for against those 
who would plunge it with fire and sword 
into the reeking abyss of savagery—in 
other words, the Blue Army (Brig.-Gen. 
Sir Percival Lamb-Lyon). We had had 
a great final day’s battle (8.0 a.m. to 
5 p.M., with an hour off for lunch), and 
we had already learnt from Battalion 
Orders that that civilisation was to be 
considered safe till the following year, 
with effect from 8.0 a.m. next day, at 
which hour a composite or Purple 
Army was to march back to its station. 

In the meantime, however, what of 
the night? We were still in our battle 
dispositions—up to knocking-off time 
we had been defending one bank of a 
broad coastal inlet-—and we felt vaguely 


| that Maj.-Gen. Sir Spurde Feele-Boote 


(who,was running the war for both 
sides) was just the kind of chap who 
might wake eeling 


be at 1.0 am. 
_ martial and order some sort of surrep- 


titious night attack before turning 
over on the other side and dropping 
off again. So we tried to obviate such 
a possibility by organising a battalion 
guest-night to celebrate the end of the 
war and asking the old boy to attend. 

The evening was a great success. 
All the officers collected at Battalion 
H1.Q. from their battle positions along 
the inlet. Even our Lieutenant Sword- 
frog was there. This last was consid- 
ered a pretty good effort, for 5 p.m. 
had found his isolated platoon still 
busily defending our battalion’s retire- 
ment across the inlet in pontoons, 
which meant that his final battle 
position was on the far side and across 
some half-mile of water. 

But a little thing like this meant 
nothing to Swordfrog when a guest- 
night was in the wind. The R.E.’s had 
of course taken the pontoons away in 
the maternal yet anxious manner of 
a nurse removing a watch from a baby’s 
fingers before the little devil goes and 
busts it, and it was seventeen miles 
round the inlet by road, but Swordfrog 
was equal to it. He borrowed a row- 
boat and with some of his platoon 
providing the motive power was seen 
zipping across the waves in fine 





fashion just as the Mess bugle went. 
Most of the battalion came down to 
see him land, which he did in the best 
traditional style of a conquering Viking. 
That is to say, he st in victorious 
attitude in the prow as the boat came 
in and promptiy disembarked on his 
face with a couple of good handfuls of 
earth. 


Eleven o'clock found us seeing the 
General off in his car. Eleven-thirty 
found us seeing Swordfrog off in his 
boat—a far more difficult job, for, 
owing to the tide, we first had to get 
the boat some twenty feet into the 
water and then we had to get Sword- 
frog, who also seemed to have some 
twenty feet, into the boat. We felt 
afterwards it would have been both 
easier and quicker to have done the 
two jobs in the reverse order. 

However, we managed it at last. 
Swordfrog’s merry men gave way with 
a will; so also did Swordfrog’s knees— 
he was standing up saying last good- 
byes at the time; and the argosy 
winged off into the night. For some 
time afterwards Swordfrog’s voice 
came to us across the quiet water as 
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he encouraged his oarsmen, battling 
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against an adverse current, with a 
| smart military ‘Left! Left! Left!— 


| hour-and-a-half later. 


Right!—Left!” Then we went to 


oo Say 


The sentry first heard it about an 
It sounded like 
a bugler gone mad somewhere in 


| Swordfrog’s small camp on the other 


| side. 


While still wondering whether 
the Sergeant of the Guard ought to be 


| called to listen to it too, the sentry was 


interrupted by the R.S.M., in person 
and a partial toilet, wanting to know a 
lot of unprintable things. The gist of 
his remarks was that what had been 
heard was not just a homesick bugler 


| who felt he must, but the aLARM—a 


call so rarely blown that only an 
R.S.M. could possibly have recognised 
it at that distance. He, however, had 


| apparently instantly known what it 
| was, even in his sleep. 


| buglers were blowing 


Within a minute a group of four 
buglers was lustily blowing the aLarM 
in our camp—or, to be precise, three 
it and the 
fourth, a lad of not much intellect 
or experience, was blowing the Fire 
Alarm, owing to a misapprehension. 

Now, though the ALARM may not be 
often heard and so not universally 
recognised as such, there is this about 
it. It is of such a peculiar composition 
that, whether complicated or not by an 
involuntary contrapuntal fire alarm, it 


| cannot fail to attract attention and, as 


naturally it should do, definitely alarm. 


| We at once realised that General Sir 


Spurde Feele-Boote had decided, im- 
mediately on his return, to put us to 
the severest test any army can undergo 
—a night attack after a guest-night. 


| Even now Swordfrog and his devoted 


| Within 


band were doubtless selling their lives 
dearly to overwhelming Blue Forces. 
ten minutes, therefore, the 
camp was standing to, armed to the 
ears; and strong reinforcements in 
lorries had been despatched by road to 
Swordfrog’s assistance, while from the 
lights and bugle-calls further afield we 


| knew that others were on the way. 


Meanwhile we pictured him, sore 
wounded, surrounded by a ring of 
corpses, urging his devoted bugler to 
warn the main body with his dying 
breath. ... 


Actually, by the way, Swordfrog 
was in bed by then and sleeping the 
sleep of the just—that is, the sleep of 
the just returned from a party. He 
even had the cheek to be annoyed 
when the relief columns began pour- 
ing in after a rackety night-drive on 
dark and bumpy roads. 

It was a long time before we found 
out what really had happened, and 








“I ask you, Sir, WHAT ARE WE COMING TO? 
SQUARE INCH OF ICE TO BREAK.” 
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then only by some hot third-degree 
work after Swordfrog was back in 
barracks. 

It appeared that Swordfrog’s return 
journey against adverse currents had 
taken so long that the impression left 
in his mind was that of having crossed 
a good-sized ocean. In this belief and 
the further comfortable knowledge 
that he was separated from Battalion 
H.Q. by at least seventeen miles of 
road he at once reassumed the monarch- 
of-all-I-survey attitude of the subaltern 
on detachment. It seemed to him 
therefore a very reasonable thing that, 
not finding his clean pyjamas put out 
for him as he had ordered his batman 
to do, and not being able to find his 


batman amongst his sleeping troops, 


he should order his bugler to blow the 
ALARM 80 as to get in touch with the 
delinquent and have this grave error 
rectified. 

That was all. Luckily General Sir 
Spurde Feele-Boote—thanks to our 
Mess port—was about the only person 
to sleep through it all. A. A. 








The First Cold Spell. 
“S. Arrican Gets Bivue at CAMBRIDGE.” 
Cape Paper. 





“'The greatest feat of this friendly pig was 
to follow a member of the household one 
morning to the station, nearly a mile distant. 
The stationmaster shut him up in his own 
sty.”—Daily Paper. 

Wouldn’t he have felt more at home in 
the waiting-room ? 
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At the Pictures. 
“Tue ScaRLet PIMPERNEL ” 
(Lz1cesTtER SQUARE). 

_ Propucers with the to put 
popular heroes of fiction on screen 
do not as a rule greatly concern them- 
selves to see that the actor chosen for 
the part should be blessed with the 
form or features of the original as 
described by his author. One has only 








IMD. 


NOBLE NEGLECT. 
Sir Percy Blakeney . . . Lestae Howarp. 
Lady Blakeney MERLE OBERON. 


to remember that Mr. Crrve Broox 
and Mr. Ronatp Cotman have acted 


respectively the parts of Sherlock 
Bulldog Drummond to 


ae AY te oe, 


Holmes and 
acknowledge the truth of this. But 
even the most fervid admirers of 7'he 
Scarlet Pimpernel will admit that 
Mr. ALEXANDER Korpa, in his new 
film at the Leicester Square Theatre, 
has done little violence to the Baroness 
Orczy’s conception of her hero. Lesire 
Howakp may not have quite the bulk 
of Sir Percy , but he is tall, 
he has fair hair, he is English and he 
knows how to look elegant. Whether 
his eyes too, like Sir Percy’s, are a lazy 
_ blue is a point well known no doubt 
to his feminine fans but not of import- 
_ ance on the screen. What does matter 
is that his acting thro t this film 
| is very good indeed. are actors 
_ perhaps who could have got a greater 
_ suggestion of latent power, the capacity 
_ for leadership and deeds of derring- 





do into the part (Lestre Howarp’'s 
youthful appearance is against him in 
this respect), but none, I think, who 
could have played the fop so well or 
handled the colin changes from fool 
to man of action half so cleverly. 

My only criticism against the other- 
wise admirable direction of this first- 
rate film is on the ground of obscurity. 
It is true that the Baronzgss herself is 
not altogether blameless on this charge, 
but she does generally give some sort 
of explanation of Sir Percy’s astonish- 
ing omniscience, whereas I defy anyone 
to give me a perfectly clear account of 
what happened at and about the “Lion 
d’Or” in the closing stages of the 
sereen-version. I am still uncertain 
whether Lady Blakeney (Miss MERLE 
OsERon—very attractive, but in an 
Oriental, I should have said, rather 
than a French way) did good or harm 
by chasing her husband across the 
C el. Knowing Sir Percy, I should 
guess it was harm; it is almost unthink- 
able that he should really stand in need 
of a warning—even from his wife. 

Mr. RaymMonp Massry was as sin- 
ister and sarcastic a Chauvelin as you 


————. 





ADVICE TO THOSE IN DANGER OF 
THE GUILLOTINE. 


Sir Percy Blakeney (Lestre Howarp). 
“AND REMEMBER—DON’T GET CAUGHT.” 


could wish to see; Mr. Nice, Bruce 
had the rather thankless task of playing 
the now completely standardised Prince 
Regent; and our old friend, Mr. O. B. 
CLARENCE, who always seems to get less 
important parts than he deserves, put 
in a brief appearance as the Comte de 
Tournay. But it was Mr. Leste 
Howakp who deserved our gratitude— 
and of course the Baroness Orczy. It 
was pleasant to find so many of her 
actual lines preserved in the dialogue. 


“Ir’s a Grrr” (Puiaza). 

W. C. Frevps’ new picture at the 
Plaza is quite good holiday entertain. 
ment. I wish I could say more. I wish 
I could align myself with those more 
professional film-critics whose laughter } 
rang out loud and free (so I understand 
them to say) during practically the 
whole of the hour-and-a-quarter in 
which Mr. Freips was disporting him. 
self. But as things are I can only say 
that they would have been singularly 


(OD 
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Ju. DOWD 


AND HE CAN TAKE IT. 


. W. C. Frevps. 
. Kataieen Howarp, 


Harold Bissonette . 
Amelia Bissonette . 


conspicuous at the performance I 
attended, We laughed very loudly 
indeed at times, particularly in the 
earlier stages, but there were dull 
patches, and after a while the fun 
seemed very definitely to pall. One felt 
at the end that one had had enough of 
Mr. Frenps for quite a long time to 
come. 

Not that I believe the fault is his. 
He is a grand natural clown, and to 
watch him trying to shave in front of 
a swinging mirror or to get some sleep 
on a verandah beset with a hundred 
hideous early-morning noises is an 
education and a delight. But one can 
have a surfeit of even the best buffoon- 
ery, and as the film goes on one feels 
more and more convinced of the un- 
wisdom of making a full-length picture 
out of the material provided here. The 
story is slight to the point of extinc- 
tion—it concerns a small general-store 
keeper with a nagging wife, who buys 
a dud orange - farm and by a stroke of 
luck gets away with it; there is no sort 
of a foil to offset the comedian’s antics 
(Baby Leroy is starred on the pro- 
gramme but not in the film) ; and what 
remains is acres and acres of FIELDS. 
We can only pray that next time his 
great gifts for pantomime will not 
be squandered by such. short-sighted 
direction. » H.F.E. 
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Harrier Huntsman (said to be not too particular whether it is a fox or a hare). “’ 


LET PARSON "RAR THAT OR HE'LL THINK YOU ‘VE BEEN AT THE DRINK AGAIN.” 





AD A LONG TAIL ON It, EH? 


WEEL, DON'T 








Golfing Preliminaries. 





General Sir Armstrong Forcursue, 
K.B.E., C.S.L, stood beside the 
Starter’s Hat at Roughover Golf Club 
and gnawed viciously at a wooden tee. 

‘We playing for money, Nutmeg?” 
he Pores 

“Of course,” said Nutmeg in the 
manner of one about to begin a lengthy 
campaign, 

hen I must have strokes,” said 
the General, “or bisques; I’m feeling 
a bit off form.” 

Lionel Nutmeg, following the for- 
mula which he usually adopted on these 
periodic skirmishes, pretended not to 
a driver from his 


| bag, made a half-hearted attempt to 


| age to m 


decapitate a daisy. 
“Ough!” he , deliberately 
ae the club slip from his hands, 
My lumbago! ‘raid you'll have to 
give me something this morning, Sir 
Armstrong, otherwise L’ll never man- 
or game of it.” 
 Fiddlesticks ! paige the General, 
realising for — the twentieth 
time that in Lionel Nutmeg, Malayan 
Civil Service (Retired), he was u 
against as good a bluffer as himself. 


“Lumbago’s nothing. All my eye! 
Why, man, I’ve had a raging attack of 
gout ever since the Club Dinner.” 

“Gout!” sneered Nutmeg, giving 
several bystanders the impression that 
he placed this affliction in the same 
category as a one- day cold. ‘Why, 
that’s nothing to what I have to put 
up with from my— 

“Now, now, Nutmeg,” cut in the 
General, ‘don’t trot out your ad- 
hesions again. I’m sick to death of 
them. And in any case, if it’s to be a 
matter of one’s medical history, you 
might remember that I had frostbite 
during the War and have never really 
recovered full control of my putting- 


utmeg took a deep breath. ‘Well, 

General, | most certainly don’t wish to 
belittle your ac hievements,” he said, 
“but all the same I cannot allow you 
to overlook my malignant malaria of 
1910, from which even now I 

“I had two attacks of malaria in 





1910,” broke in the General, lying 
through his teeth. 
“But they weren't malignant,” 


countered Nutmeg. “And besides I 

haven’t played for two weeks.” 
“Then you're fortunate,” retorted 

Sir a 





“A sisi play 1 much them wot’s pscssit druv off.” 


better after a rest. I’ve gone quite 
stale the last few days from too much 
golf—a further reason, my good Sir, 
why I should be given a square deal.” 

Being under the impression that he 
was not getting the best of the argu- 
ment Nutmeg suddenly changed front. 

“Then if you’re so mean about 
money,” he said with the look of a small 
boy who had just shot at his governess 
with a bow-and-arrow, “we'’d———” 

“T’m damned if I’m mean about 
money!” retaliated the General, — 
he had been hit below the belt; “an 
I consider your remarks, Sir, in very 
poor taste.” 

“You are mean about money,” 
maintained Nutmeg, and then sud- 
denly remembering a point he had been 
longing to rub in for the last month: 

‘You only gave ten shillings to the 
Cottage Hospital last year. 

“And even if I did,” snapped the 
General, ‘it’s more honest than con- 
tributing anonymously, as you say you 
do. Personally I don’t believe you 've 
ever a 

The rest of the General’s remark 
was, however, mercifully inter rupted 
by the Starter’s “Excuse me, Sit 
| them wot but you's is next after 
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And, although a tense moment fol- 
lowed, with the odds (to a casual ob 
server) very much on the pair of die 
hards retiring immediately to the Club 
house to remain off speaking terms for 
the next six months, the situation had 
been temporarily saved. A further 
proof, if any such be needed, of the 
uncanny hold that golf retains on its 
many devotees—Forcursue and Nut 
meg rating this fortnightly game of 
theirs above all things, the Clib’s 
curry lunch included, 

“Then—er—perhaps we'd better 
call the stakes off,” they suddenly said 
in unison, both regretting the concili 
atory tones which the occasion de- 
manded, and the General adding an un- 
printable imprecation under his breath. 

Nutmeg grunted something in 
Chinese and began to tee up his ball 
“So now that we're agreed on some- 
thing,” he said, “it’s my honour.” 

**Your honour, Sir?” blurted out 
the General, coming forward to the 
attack once more and moving as if to 
shoulder his opponent into the tee-box 

“Well? You asked me for strokes 
a few moments ago,” answered Nut 
meg, “and as we both play off 23, 
surely I as the conceder of such have 
the right to drive first ?”’ 

“But I’m not going to accept any 
strokes from you now,” spluttered Su 
Armstrong, “‘not if we're playing for 
love. Why, Sir, I can easily give you 
strokes any time I like and still beat 
the head off you. Besides, 1 won the 
last time we played, so the honour is 
mine.” 

‘But hang it all,” said Nutmeg 
icily, “‘you’re now contradicting your 
self. A minute ago and you were 
pleading for strokes, and—and in any 
case your remarks about giving me a 
handicap are sheer nonsense. What 
about the Captain’s Prize, when | 
knocked you out in the second round ¢ 

“Pleading!” roared the General 
“me pleading ! I never pleaded with a 
soul in my life. It’s you who have been 
pleading, Sir; and if you're relying 
on golfing accomplishments to support 
your ludicrous arguments, I should 
like to remind you that I did a 95 to 
your 97 in the October Medal.” 

“Well?” snapped Nutmeg. “That's 
nothing. J did a 93 in the President's 
Trophy.” 

“A day I wasn’t playing, Sir, 
countered the General with the look 
he normally reserves for clearing flocks 
of sheep from the Roughover fairways 
‘and therefore valueless for purposes 
of comparison.” 

Neither being willing to yield and 
the Starter having tactfully conveyed 
the information that they must now 
play on, the General and Nutmeg 
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thereupon contrive to drive off at one 
and the same moment, the tee being 
a particularly accommodating one. 

A few moments later, to the great 
relief of the next match and to the 
immense disappointment of several 
caddies who had been praying hard for 
a stand-up fight, they move off down 
the fairway, General Forcursue’s voice 
drifting back with a softness unequalled 
by the cooing of a pigeon on an April 
evening: ° Suppose we'd better play 
level, old man, as we always do—with 
the usual half-crown on the match, 
eh?” and Nutmeg’s reply, in the tone 
of one who had never been in any 


doubt about the issue: “ Naturally, 
General, naturally.” 
Yet there are some people who 
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T INQUIRE AFTER YER HEALTH 


DRINK ABOOT.” 
maintain that the greatest pleasure in 
golf is to be able to hit the ball from 
tee to tin in the fewest 
strokes. What utter nonsense! 
G.C.N 
Another New Year Clean-Up. 
“Goop News In KIMBERLEY, 


De Beers Dectpr To Starr WasnHine 
Headlines in Natal Paper 


“Dr. Barra orrerep a New Cuam.,” 
Heading in Sunday Paper. 


Not, we hope, the Barth-chair, 

“ Mias Michi Nakanishi covered the regula. 
tion hurdle course in 12.3 seconds, an excellent 
record. Her team-mates, Misses Hirohashi 
and Sagara, are also displaying promising 
forms.”-— Manchurian Paper. 


This, however, is not a record, 
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THE CHARITY SALE. 


“ Bur wHY ARE THE LITTLE ONES MORE EXPENSIVE THAN THE BIG ONES? ” 
“WELL, YOU SEE, THEY WERE BOTTLED BY THE DUCHESS’S OWN COOK.” 
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Kultur. 


XI.—In THE Kinema. 


Lord Smith. The young person who conducts us to our 
positions is dashed handsome. She looks very well. 

Viscount Brown. She does indeed. But it was towards 

me and not towards you that she was looking. I glimpsed 
her just now. 

Lord Smith. Dear me! You mistake my meaning quite. 

Or are you making some fun? You are a flippant fellow. 
You like to say the wrong thing in countering my re- 
marques. I was but commenting on the charm with which 
one is received in these kinema palaces. All is magnificient. 
[They sit. 

Lord Robinson. I am so looking-forwards to this enter- 

tainment. 

Lord Smith. There is a comic englisch film, one hears. 

Viscount Brown. Yes. But first there are the quaint 

mice, Mickey and Minny—a carton with accompaniment 
of noises. I dote on Mickey Mouse. 

Lord Smith. He runs about and makes us laugh. I too 
| have soft spots in my heart also for the little fellow, 
| although he is not britisch made. 

Lord Robinson. There he is! Scrumptious! 

Viscount Brown. Bravo Mickey! 

_ A nearby Sitting Person. Beg pardon, milords, but permit 
me to observe that unless you wish to cloy the enjoyment 


of others, it would be much nicer if you preserved total 
tranquility up till the conclusion of the episode. 
Lord Smith. 1-see the fellow’s point. He has the rights 
and rongs of it. Let us desist from passing remarks. 
[They keep peace until it is over. 
Viscount Brown. After this interval, there comes an ex- 
citing englisch film of brief duration before the big one. 
Lord Smith. It starts up. 
Lord Robinson. Oh! The hero draws a pistole. Shall 
he pull the trigger and so dismay the villain, or withhold? 
Viscount Brown. He has withheld. I would lief he 
had picked the rascal off and prevented the evil things he 
promises to do. 
The nearby Sitting Person. 
Viscount Brown 
Lord Smith - (together). Sch! Sch! 
Lord Robinson 
[They say no more but gasp with excitement until the 
interlude. 
Lord Smith. I am not so fond of these fellows who 
pound and stamp on the organ. It is too loud. 
Viscount Brown. Never mind. The next film will be 
merry indeed. The chief roll is aped by one of the leading 
englisch comics. 
Lord Robinson. | know him. He is a saucy man. 
Lord Smith. Indeed, I am all a-laugh already by virtue 
of anticipation. 
Viscount Brown. 1 too am prepared to hold my sides. 
[The film kicks off. 


Milords, really! 
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Damaged Householder. * Yor 








Voyage Autour de Ma 
Chambre. 





Xavier de Maistre was—— Well, 
I’m sorry I can’t impress you with 


| my learning about him, but the #.B. 
| is out of my reach just now. Anyhow, 








if he was confined to his room he could 
walk about it, while I am tied to one 
point and have to write on my back, 
if you understand. 

The most important piece of furni- 
ture in the room is a large bed, because 
it is occupied by the most import- 
ant—— Now | come to think of it, it is 
a salutary experience to spend a month 
in bed, because it teaches one how un- 
important one is after all. My work 
did not collapse when its pillar was re- 
moved. My colleagues quietly divided 
it between them and got on with the 
job. They keep sending messages: 
“Everything’s quite all right; don't 
worry.” I understand. I’m not really 
needed. I wonder sometimes as I lie 
here after my most palatable meal 
if you can call any of them meals— 
whether I shall divide my salary for 
this month among them. Good folks, 
they deserve it. On the whole I shall 
not positively offer it till the bills 
come in. 
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KNOW 


THAT BURGLARY WITH VIOLENCE IS A SERIOUS BUSINESS?” 
Burglar. “ WELL, 00'S BEIN’ FRIVOLOUS?” 











My disease is Paratyphoid B. Twenty 
years ago I had typhoid, and severely ; 
so it really wasn’t my turn. There are 
only two more kinds, Paratyphoid A 
and Paratyphoid C. If I go on having 
them at intervals of twenty years I 
shall complete the course somewhere 
between eighty and a hundred—(Ah! 
did you think I was going to give it 
away exactly ?)—unless they invent a 
Paratyphoid D by that time. But 
statistics show that the incidence of 
typhoid of all kinds among centen- 
arians is negligible. 

Next to the bed is a table with a 
drawer in which I keep my watch. 
This enables me surreptitiously to 
mark my own progress by timing my 
pulse. My wife is official timer, and 
it is her counts that are recorded. But 
she doesn’t count, as I consider, 
judiciously. She just takes any old half- 
minute—the first that comes along, 
doubles it and chalks it up. Now I 
work selectively. I choose the best 
result out of several counts. I have 
often got myself quite two beats a 
minute nearer recovery than the chart 
shows. 

The fireplace comes next. It is not 
for my benefit, as | am snugly covered 
by an eider-down, with a hot-bottle 
filled every few hours. It is for my 


wife when she comes to sit with me in 
the evening. We light the fire together. 
Unfortunately my arms are not quite 
long enough to reach the fireplace, so 
I am obliged to leave the practical 
execution to her. I do the head-work, 
the design ; and everyone knows which 
is more important in the lighting of a 
fire scientifically. 

When the fire is lit she reads Far 
From the Madding Crowd to me. This 
is the best part of the day. To-night 
we are going to reach the luscious part 
where T'roy gets what he deserves at 
Boldwood, We have concluded that 
Bathsheba became worthy of Gabriel 
only when at long last she realised how 
unworthy she was. ‘Far from the 
madding crowd”’ is appropriate. It 
expresses the charming tact with which 
my wife has kept all visitors out of my 
bedroom, 

Then there is the window on which 
the bluebottle buzzes. A clever fellow 
that. He hides under the bed and 
keeps silent until everyone has gone 
out of the room, then, phutt / he charges 
at the glass and starts his droning. 
Someone returns. “Please swat that 
bluebottle on the window.” “ Blue- 
bottle? I can’t see any. Probably he 
has gone out.” But he hasn’t. He's 
hiding under the bed again. My arm, 
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“Yes, IT FITS ME ALL RIGHT, BUT MY WIFE DOESN'T LIKE IT. 


SHE SAYS IT'S TOO LIKE ME.” 








even when fitted with swatter exten- 
sion, just won't reach the window! 

After that is the chest of drawers, 
on the top of which lies my chart. It’s 
not accurate. We all know that 104°F. 
is precisely 40°C. On this chart there is 
a difference of *2°F, | have pointed it out 
to the doctor, who is usually an accurate 
man. Believe me, he doesn’t care. He 
just says the type has slipped. How 
does he know that -2°F. might not 
make a fatal difference? I am sup- 
posed not to know the vicissitudes of 
my temperature, but I generally do. 
Shall I give away the trick? It is 
simply this. Pretend to be supremely 
indifferent. Ask questions or even loo 
interested and you will get an official 
snub. Say nothing and the nurse won’t 
be able to refrain from some remark: 
“Ah! some progress to-day,” or “A 
higher than yesterday, I’m 
afraid.” That’s good psychology, and 
it works. 

The dressing-table is opposite my 
bed. There my wife puts the floral 
tributes from my devoted admirers—or 


_ from those whose eyes are on favours 


| to come. 


I can’t see the flowers 
because my feet are in the way—that 


| is, not without breaking the rules and 


sitting ep. And I break the rules only 
for important things, such as reaching 


| a book I need. 


Now we come to the wash-stand, 
where the nurse keeps all the things 
that she considers necessary. She thinks 
I need to be washed, for example. The 
first time she washed me she sprinkled 
me with tale baby-powder, perfumed. 
I was furious. I smelt the wretched stuff 
all the rest of the day, so that I hardiy 
grumbled at all at being washed next 
time. But I put down my foot firmly, 


I put it right down to the bottom of 


the bed. “No more stuff that smells,” 


I said. But they got it back on me; 
they always can. Soon afterwards a 
bottle arrived: ‘“‘“Ligump PaRaFFIN. 


ABSOLUTELY WITHOUT SMELL. Two 
tablespoonfuls, twice daily.” What do 
you know about that? And it is ad- 
ministered from one of those immoral 
medicine-glasses on which the makers 
mark arbitrarily the dose which the 
doctors want to fool the patients into 
taking. Four fillings of the largest 
tablespoon in my house wouldn’t rise 
to the two tablespoon mark on that 
glass. Two soup-ladles perhaps. But 
do you think they’d let me have a 
tablespoon to convince them? Not 
they. 

So now we come back to the bed 
again; and I will just tell you what I 
think about when I lie awake at night. 
The first hour I think of all the in- 
justices which have been done to me in 





my life, and how I might have turned 
the tables by dignity and adroitness, 
but didn’t. The second hour I think of 
all the mistakes which my colleagues 
are making in my absence. The third 
hour I think of all the extra work I 
shall have to do to catch up when I 
have only just recovered. I have not 
come to composing my obituary notice 
vet. I am glad to say I haven’t been 
ill enough for that. 


The Beefeaters. 


In the opinion of many of his cus- 
tomers “the whole appearance of 
Bendy Davin’s shop is not too entic- 
ing.” Some of them put in a certain 
adjective before the word “ appear- 
ance ” that, without meaning to do so, 
adds real local colour to this descrip- 
tion of Mullinabeg’s solitary butcher's 
establishment. Not only does Mr. 
Davin, Victualler, or Bendy, by which 
name we know him better, decorate 
the interior of his narrow shop with 
careases, but, following the example 
set by an artistic parent now deceased, 
he uses the row of hooks, placed high 
across the entire frontage, on which to 
impale the smaller and choicer portions 
destined for the Quality. 

Mutton kidneys, choice loin chops, 
even sweetbreads, hang there, and 
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Mullinabeg is familiar with the sight of 


its butcher emerging from the crowded 
interior and standing to gaze with 
pardonable pride at the variegated 
cornice high above his head. Years 
ago, he gazed from the middle of the 
wide roadway, but even in Mullinabeg 
such a position would amount to at- 
tempted suicide in these more stirring 
times. “He’ll out an’ he’ll look up at 
them noddlin’ bits of mate ten times in 
the day,” an onlooker said impatiently ; 
‘sure, there could be half a best bullock 
upon the limonia an’ he’d never heed 
it at all,” for Bendy’s counter is 
covered with checked oil-cloth, and the 
speaker’s version of linoleum is near 
enough. 

It is doubtful that the rapidly chang- 
ing order of things in his native land 
can have affected anyone in the village 
more than it has vexed and tormented 
the leisurely and amiable Mr. Davin 
Always he has gone on his unworried 
way, refusing to be upset by the accu 
sations of indignant customers. “She 
had the privilege of a sirloin long 
he said soothingly of the dis- 
appointed Mrs. McBride, whose chosen 
joint graced the Sunday table of Mrs. 
Moore; “it was full time she med the 
dart for a rib; but no, her heart was 
bent upon the sirloin.” Then, being 
in the village, he 


| signified that enough had been said on 


the subject. 

The first ripple on the smooth sur- 
face of Bendy Davin’s life was caused 
by the sudden, almost fierce deter- 


| mination of the Quality to eat quan- 
| tities of the liver of sheep and of 


| calves. 


At first the popularity of a 
hitherto unwanted commodity seemed 
all to the good, but so insistent did his 
customers become, that the harassed 
butcher was compelled to remove the 
liver from his cornice of tit-bits and 
to hide it under layers of suet. “ You ‘d 


| say, to listen to the talk they do have,” 


he complained, “ that every ould sheep 
should have two or three livers. Them 


| docthors is hard up for something to 


say or they wouldn't be settin’ people 
mad for what they wouldn’t let down 
their gullet afore.” 

The next bit of bother was caused 
by Mr. Davin’s lack of cold storage 
facilities. Attacks on this subject both 
hurt and astonished him, and he has 
no intention of giving in. “She kem 
in here a day last summer,” he said of 
one of his most influential clients, “ an’ 
she published all her icy talk,” refer- 


| ring not to the disapproving tone of 


her voice but to her praise of refriger- 
ators. 

‘I always had a pity for Nesvu- 
CHADNEZZAR,’ says she in the latther 
end, an’ she sniffin’ like a hound, ‘ but 
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I dunno was he so mistook in his diet 
afther all,’ an’ off wid her in an 
athrocious tanthrum.” 

Ruffled since then by the alarming 
though temporary decision of local 
farmers to kill their own meat rather 
than to sell the beasts at a loss, the 
very depths of Bendy’s existence have 
been churned up by the latest scheme 
of Free Beef for the unemployed. For 
him, as for many other butchers like 
him, life has become complicated 
indeed 

In the first place he has had to 
familiarise himself with the various 
codes of signals by means of which 
those who are entitled to Free Beef 
try to make clear to him how much 
they want without displaying their 
vouchers to inquisitive onlookers. 

He kem back here, an’ he lit the 
shop wid curses,” Bendy says un- 
happily of a pugnacious drawer of the 
benefit known as the “doll money.” 

‘Didn't I rap the flure with me foot four 
times,’ he ‘for four pounds, but 
all you did was to chop away at some 
ould cow of God’s killin’ that’ll — 


Says, 


the teeth from the mouths of decent 
people.’ But,” the butcher adds im- 
pressively, “ if annything I was afraider 
of the women. If you only was to 
hear the plausy talk them lassies had 
in the shop, an’ they winkin’ an’ 
blinkin’ at me at the same time, to 
show how much they wanted. Who- 
ever was the promother of thisschayme, 
he had nayther taste nor edge for the 
butchers, God help them!” 

Lately, the desire to hide their deal- 
ings in Free Beef has been replaced in 
the minds of recipients by a dogged 
determination not to be put off with 
anything but the best. 

So much of the stuff has been slapped 
down upon his limonia-covered counter 
by dissatisfied customers that Mr. 
Davin says he never knows if the meat 
he swathes in a page of the daily paper 
has already been returned by someone 
else. 

“There ’s only one way to manage 
them,” he says of the Beefeaters, “ an’ 
that’s to give them the mate on dis- 
approval.” 

He does that now. 


D. M. L. 
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At the Play. 


“ Jux Daria” (SAVILLE). 
Some hold that the next General 
| Election will be won at the one. 
| If so the Government, remem g 
| that even Ministerial larynxes, al- 
| though case-hardened on the Treasury 
“ae have a way of giving out in the 

thick of battle, will be foolish if 
| it neglects to appoint . ARTHUR 
' Ruscoz as its invisible understudy. 
| For within this astonishing comedian 
| is the vocal extract of the whole House 
| of Commons. The Cabinet dialects lie 

at the tip of his tongue (his Lossie- 
mouth is a thing of real beauty, each 

‘‘wurrld” another link in the comity 

of nations), and he can pitch his 
| voice so as to make a Potato Marketing 

Plan sound as exciting as undiscovered 

Keats or the lyric promises of Social- 

ism as repulsive as an income-tax 
| reminder. But I warn the Government 

that he is equally at home with the 
| jilts of Carnarvon and Poplar, and the 

Opposition will also be after him. He 

is the presiding genius of this piece, 

but his generous contribution is, as it 

_ were, a bonus rather than a compensa- 
tion; for this is a thoroughly sound 
musical comedy, well acted and ex- 
cellently produced. 

Its hub is a by-election in which Sir 
Timothy Bunting (Mr. SEpasTian 
Smrru), the cynical manufacturer of 
O-So. Sober (which is just what it 
sounds), is running an anti-drink can- 
didate, Pendleton Brookes (Mr. ARTHUR 

| Riscogr), of Scots ancestry and marked 

Scots inclinations. Its spokes are the 

complications which 

naturally ensue when 
| this gentleman is car- 
ried O-So-Drunk to bed 
| on the eve of the poll, 
and is impersonated by 

a double, Jack Crawford 
| (also Mr. Antuur Ris- 
| COR), the wayward son 
| ofaneighbouring Colonel 
who commands a road- 
house and carries a 
horsewhip with which 
| tospeed teetotalers from 
| his gates. Its circumfer- 
| ence is a quadruple band 

of amorous hope, a 
| cabaret star, Jill (Miss 
FRANCES Day) and 
Jack; his sister, April 
(Miss Loutsz Browne), 
and Sir Timothy’s agent, 
Bobby Jones (Mr. Jonn 
Minus), who was never 
likely to hole out in any 
election; Sir Timothy's 
_ daughter, Bessie (Miss 





| 
| 


Viota Tree) and Pendleton Brookes; 
and the head-waitress and head-waiter 
from the road-house (Miss Teppre Sr. 
Dents and Mr. Epwarp MALLoy). 
When Sir Timothy _— a final 
meeting at his house, with a micro- 
one to disseminate the profitable 
seeds of temperance amongst the 





SONNING AND STARRING. 
Jill Sonning. . . Miss Frances Day. 


plebs gathered thirstily in the grounds, 
he first entertains his guests with a 
swell cabaret from London, led by 
Jill; and her presence draws Jack 
gate-crashing as a waiter. Pendleton 
Brookes having knocked himself out by 
lowering a flask of eau-de-Cologne, the 
harassed agent persuades Jack to take 








JACK-ALL-OVER-THE-SHOP. 


Mr. Arruur Riscor. 


on his job for the evening, and the 
difficulty arising from the fact that Mr. 
Riscok plays both eg is surmounted 
before our astonished eyes by a still 
dramatic trick of ci-DEVANT magic, 

After that obviously anything might 
happen, and everything does ; until, vid 
arson and a consequently full house at 
the local police-station, our heroines 
are steerer happily but I should sa 
impermanently into the arms of their 
opposite numbers. 

The whole show runs at a good round 
speed which scarcely flags. Mr. Viviay 
Exurs has been prodigal with tunes 
which tickle the memory, and any 
gramophone should be glad to utter 
“I’m On a See-Saw,” which is very 
well sung by Miss Browne and Mr, 
Mutts; “ Extraordinary Things,” a nice 
piece of syncopation sung by Miss Day 
and Mr. Ruiscor, and Miss Day’s 
amusing solo, ‘Pardon My English.” 

Very interesting is the contrast 
between Miss Day and Miss Browne, 
Miss Day’s relentless platinum beauty 
and the highly-polished artificiality of 
her singing seem to breathe the spirit 
of Hollywood, and when at the last 
curtain she comes on in a long white 
motoring cloak she might have stepped 
out of a modernist poster as Miss 1940; 
Miss BROWNE expresses a no less 
effective Tt by more familiar 
methods, dressing her talent as if for 
a drawing-room rather than a film- 
studio. They both meet the demands 
of musical comedy with skill and ease, 

The Chorus move as one and are 
exceptionally well dressed. The dane- 
ing of the principals, while not their 
strongest point, is of a_ tolerable 
standard; what pleased 
me most is an absurd 
little ballet danced in 
the garage by Miss St. 
Dents and Mr. MaLLoy. 
I have said enough to 
underline Mr. Riscor’s 
brilliantly versatile fool- 
ing ; a last word of praise 
must go to Mr. Gus 
SuARLAND for his bonu- 
bentally adedoidal 
Police-Sergeant. Eric. 


At the Revue. 


“ BLacKBIRDS OF 1935” 
(CoLtIsEU™). 


Tue Blackbirds of 1936 
go even further afield 
than their forerunners 
in their quest for mat- 
erial for their revue. The 
greater part of their new 
programme could be per- 








formed as fittingly by 
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Europeans, and if the Blackbirds do 
these things as well as anybody else the 


esture o agnificence in discarding 
ture of magnificence in d | 


special advantages can easily be over- 


done. 


There are fields—the haunted 
graveyard at night is one of them 


where the negro comedian is in clover, 
and there is a kind of negro humour, 
| compounded of cowardice and 


muddle-headedness and insuffi- 


| ciently sly dodges which Mr. Tim 


Moore knows how to exploit to 
perfection. In this new show he 


| has manygrand opportunities, in- 
| cluding a boxing match, a bridge 


with 


party and the graveyard scene 


the undertaker and the 
ghosts, which give him full 
range. The great Grock, while 


saying nothing at all, lets his 
audience see the whole time what 
is going on in his mind, and 
Tr Moors is following in those 


| large flat footsteps, with his gift 
| for letting his unheroie thoughts 


be read. When he reassures a 


| shaking knee, begging it to be 


still with a whispered “‘We’re 
all going along together in a few 
moments,” and then finds, when 
he is only too anxious to start 
running fast and far, that his legs 
will not move, the dumb show 
is quite first-rate. 

In another sphere these col- 
oured entertainers have the game 
in their hands. No one can imag- 
ine an ordinary revue company 
suddenly singing hymns in the 
manner of the Salvation Army 
and delighting any section of the 
audience. Buta negro entertain- 
ment without negro spirituals 
would be equally strange. This 
year, in an unusually striking set- 
ting which throws giant shadows 
of the singers on the back 
curtain, the peculiar haunting 
melody comes out with great 
force. 

If ‘ Porgy,” which is made the 
basis of a Blackbird number, is 
as a tale growing a little remote 
in the imagination, the outlines 
of Southern negro life, of a way 
of living at once odd and intel- 
ligible, are well known to English 
audiences, and nothing is lost to 
bewilderment. It is when the en- 
tertainment becomes completely 


generalised, as in a number of 


the duets and in the frequent 
appearances of the actresses in 
the garments of a young man 


| about town, that the Blackbirds 


stand completely on their own, 
doing what many concert-parties 
have done. 

It is a tribute to 


the high 


! 
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spirits and versatility and gusto of V aL- 
atpaand Eprra Witson thatthey carry 
off all their arduous turns so well, even 
when they are the sort of turns that 
would commonly find their place ina full- 
length pantomime, principal girls’ songs 
and so on, all is still well with the show. 

At one moment things were very like 
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KAHLOAH KEEPS coo. tw “Heat Wave.” 
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ALAIDA LEFT SACRIFICES HER BEAUTY IN THE 
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a pantomime, when the new scene 
proved to be the deck of a pirate ship 
and it looked as though the somewhat 
remote traditions of the Spanish Main 
were to be boarded and looted by this 
American negro company. 
deck was wanted for the soundest of 
reasons, as a dancing-floor for ‘ Pra- 


But the 


” 


Lea” Bates, who earned and 
received quite remarkable ap- 
plause for the skill and courage 
of his one-legged dancing. His 
right leg may be off just below 
the knee, but he goes hopping 
on the stump at a tremendous 
pace, a master of a new art, 
showing Long John Silver how to 
get about. 

The first part of the pro- 
gramme ends with the ‘‘ Rhap- 
sodyin Blue” by Gzorae Grrsu- 
WIN, which has now established 
its claim as perhaps the best 
instance of what can be done 
with modern “hot” music when 
it is put into grand clothes and 
made to wear some dignity as 
well. It culminates in solo sing- 
ing by Miss Katie Hatt (a 
soprano with that particular 
timbre only found in negro voices) 
who had a great triumph. 

But it is probably the “ Heat 
Wave” pest which will make 
the greatest stir in the town, I am 
told that this song has been for 
many months all over the United 
States, and as sung by VALAIDA, 
with a tropical background, it 
proved particularly comforting 
to an English audience on a 
winter night. It merges into the 
dance of KanLoan, who comes 
on appropriately undressed for a 
heat-wave,and performs the most 
amazing dance of the stomach 
muscles, which run up and down 
for all the world as though they 
wanted to get warm. Between 
KanLoanand “ Peo-Lea” Bares 
the visitor to the Coliseum will 
see dancing of a type he has 
never seen before. D. W. 


“Tt is only when you tread badly 
on the toes of the public that you are 
likely to see the sparks fly, and if such 
a time comes, I am inclined to think 
there will be more than the immediate 
issue at stake in the melting pot.” 

Channel Islands Paper. 


“And so he died and she married 
the barber.” 





* Bad Sleeping.—Suflerer, compelled 
always to take sedatives, desires first- 
hand instances of successful cures by 
surgical manipulators. Replies from 
manipulators or others will be 
ignored,”-—Advt. in Daily Paper. 


Then why advertise ¢ 
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“Now It'8 NO GOOD TRYING TO EXPLAIN THI 


DRIVER FROM A SPOON,” 





Do You Dislike 
Most?” 


Suppose that you received a ques- 
tionnaire (what a word!), as we do 
almost every day—we begin life with 
the Shorter Catechism and die with the 
Return for the Assessment of Rateable 
Property in our hands—suppose, I say, 
that you received one of these things 
and that one of the questions was: 
‘Which make of motor-car do you dis- 
like most?” or “Which dentist do you 
dislike most?” or “Which multiple 
store—?” ‘Which liner——?” 
‘Which hotel ‘” “Which patent 
medicine— ?” “Which cigarette—?” 
“Which school——?” “Which lip- 
stick, milliner and hatshop do you 
dislike most?” 

However ag Hg your acquaint- 
ance with the law of hbel (which, by 
the way, like every citizen, you are 
supposed to know perfectly, since 
ignorance of the law is no defence) you 

_ would, I faney, think twice, and more, 

_ before you wrote down “Smith and 

| Son,” “The Cecie,” “Thompson's” or 
‘ Whatnotto.” 


“ Which 











GAME TO ME, ALoysrus. You 


- 


In fact I'll bet a—I mean, I am 
confident that, having thought, you 
would not write any name, for you 
would say, ‘ This is dangerous. Vague 
though the law of libel seems to be, | 
know that heavy damages are often 
awarded against people who say harsh 
things about others, especially if those 
others are tradesmen, manufacturers or 
business-men and the harsh thing said 
may affect their livelihood.” 

Further, being a kind-hearted person, 
you might say, “ Well, after all, though 
I don’t much like ‘Whatnotto’ as a 
toothpaste, I’m not bound to buy it, 
it does me no harm, and there's no 
reason why I should damage the manu- 
facturers or their employees by pub- 
lishing my views.” 

And if you were told that the answers 
of yourself and a quarter-of-a-million 
other citizens were to be added up and 
classified and the result printed in the 
papers I think you would be more 
reticent and careful still. 

Yet such was one of the questions 
submitted to and answered by many 
thousands of “ film-goers”’ by an enter- 
prising gentleman the other day: 


“Which film-star do you dislike most ?” 


London Charivari 


KNOW PERFECTLY WELL I CAN'T TELL A 
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Mr. Sypney Carrou., making ad- 
verse comment (rightly, I think) in The 
Sunday Times, suggested that an 
answer to the question would be action- 
able. I should not like to bet about 
that, so strange and various are the 
legal dicta and decisions in this depart- 
ment. Mr. Carron distinguished be- 
tween the ordinary citizen making 
criticisms at random and the critic in- 
vited to view and judge a performance, 
But unhappily it has been clearly laid 
down that the “right of public criti- 
cism”’ upon literary or artistic matters 
“common right” which ‘every 


8 aA 
subject of the realm equally enjoys” — 
i.e., professional critic or no—provided, 
that is, he keeps within the limits of 
“fair comment.” And unhappily you 
can read the Law Reports and legal 
text-books for hours and still be in 
fog about the limits of fair comment. 
As a layman I should say that the 
publication of the fact that so many 
thousand citizens have answered the 
blunt question mentioned in the nega- 
tive, and the printing of Mr. ——8 
name at the head of the list of actors 
most disliked was not fair comment— 
being gratuitous abuse not based upon 
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any stated reason or facts, But, as a 
lawyer, [ am blowed if I know the 
answer, And I presume that the news- 
papers concerned consulted their legal 
advisers before they printed the lists. 

But whatever the Courts would say 

in this particular case the main and 
original point is clear—that you would 
hesitate in the case of the doctor or 
motor-manufacturer, while all these 
thousands had no hesitation in the case 
of the unfortunate film-stars. That is 
because there is one law of libel for the 
motor-manufacturer (and we all know 
that we must be careful what we say 
about him) and another law for the 
author, artist, musician or actor (and 
we all think we can say what we like 
about him). And for the life of me I 
cannot see why this distinction should 
continue, The film-star or novelist has 
to make his living »y selling his work 
as much as the niotor-maker, store- 

keeper or railway company; and a car 
| at the motor-show is offered for public 

criticism as much as a play at a 
theatre. 
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But in one case you have to prove 
the precise truth of everything you say 
and in the other you can get away with 
the wildest statemen‘s on the plea of 
‘fair comment on a matter of public 
interest But is it not a matter of 
public interest that motor-manufac- 
turers, merchants, patent- 
medicine-makers and so forth should 
know and do their job as well as artists 
and actors (whose work is admittedly 
more difficult to do—and to judge) ? 

It does not matter much which way 
the law is altered. Let us have more 
free speech everywhere and extend the 
reas of “fair comment” and “ public 
interest,” or let the artist have the same 
rights as the automobile-monger. I 
should myself prefer the former, for 
fair criticism is healthy and good for 
all of us, and I see no reason why 
business-men should not have to face 
the same music as politicians and poets. 
But at present the newspapers (though 
you do not know much about this) are 
badgered and bled by libel actions or 
the threat of them, made with the 


dox tors, 








AN OBVIOUS DEVELOPMENT. 


flimsiest foundations and difficult often 
to be distinguished from blackmail, 
while the artist has to look pleasant 
under every sort of assault, whether it 
be sincere and skilled criticism or 
malevolent and foolish abuse 

One way or other, this antique section 
of the Common Law should be 
amended. It dates, I suppose, from an 
age when the artist did not attempt 
or was not desired to make a livelihood 
from his activities. Anyhow, we re- 
spectfully commend the point to the 
attention of the Committee for Law 
Reform (whose precise name we now 
forget) so admirably set up by the Lorp 
CHANCELLOR and so excellently directed 
by the Masrer or tHe Rots. 
A. PH, 


Steps to Higher Education. 


“Her brother, James Morland, was an 
Oxford Gradient.”—Schoolgirl’s Kasay. 





. Herr Hitler neither drinks, amokes, 
nor eats meat,”—-Daily Paper. 


Well, what does he do with it? 
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Still Further Diary of a Town- 
Dweller. 





Dec. 18th.—Thought it best, when 
Baffy Entwhistle rang up to-day to ask 
if 1 would join his Swiss party at 
Spruzel, to make it clear that, so far 
from being winter-sportsman, had 
never handled a curling-pin and had 
v. profound terror of slippery surfaces. 
Baffy replying that skis were safe as 
bath-chair in Ha te, recounted 
to him significant adventure of my 
great-uncle Lemuel, who came v. near 
to his death in one of those actual 
vehicles in that town in '79. Finally 
agreed to go on condition that I should 
never be coerced into overtaxing my 


| technique. Certainly here seems first- 


class opportunity for enlarging ex- 
perience. 

Dec. 27th.—Arrived in what must 
have been Spruzel before it began to 
snow. Baffy led me forthwith to large 
timber warehouse and fitted me out 
with planks or skis, and afterwards 
handed me over to v. brown gentleman 
with bare knees and lager-beer name, 
who is to instruct me. Asked, do I sit, 
kneel or lie, and suggested that for 
greater rigidity we should first nail 
cross-bars fore and aft. Instruction 
then began. .. . 

Jan. 7th.—Even Pepys occasionally 
drew veil over inmost agonies. Am still 
too bruised and exhausted to survey 
last ten days with any real calm, but 
must admit can now traverse nursery 
slope without either continuing into 
hotel chimneys or seriously wounding 
other nursery colleagues. Certain 
portions of technique still escape me, 
but Baffy insists that time has come 
for me to essay immemorial snows. Too 
weak to offer much resistance, and am 
therefore due to go on main Spruzel 
run, the Dunkelbrau, to-morrow. 

Later. Have called on ee pastor 
and made all arrangements for inter- 
ment,and have also bought much bigger 
flask. 

Jan. 8th, 9 am.—Set out after 
breakfast with Baffy and two others, 
clad in my full glacier-costume, with 
patent heaters in pockets, at which 
Baffy affects ridicule. Super-tram 
takes us some way up Leberwurst 
valley, whence Baffy says we are to 


| climb for three hours on skins to 


Blitzen Hut, and from there run down 
Dunkelbrau Pass ten miles, back to 
railway. Ask, whose skins? Replies 
seals’ skins, which are v. non-skid. 
Express surprise that these beasts in- 
digenous to eternal peaks, but awaken 


no response in my comrades. 
§.50.—Start climbing steep path up 
vulgarly large mountain, Unimagin- 


ably cold up-here. V. glad of patent 

heaters, which are burning splendidly. 
10.15.—Not so glad of patent heaters. 

Refrain from saying so. 
10.25.—Others begin to shed jum- 


rs. 

10.35.—Ask, does anyone know how 
to stop patent heaters heating? Only 
reply, coarse shout of laughter. 

10.40.—Hurl patent heaters into 
immemorial snows and remove two 
layers of clothing. Try draping these 
over rucsac of man in front, but am 
unfortunately observed. 

11.20.—Half-time. Am almost dis- 
solved with heat and fatigue. Putting 
my flask out of bounds until lunch- 
time, Baffy offers me handful of snow. 
With remaining strength make not 
unpowerful retort. 

11.55.—Still tottering upwards. 
Have tried fainting, but Baffy com- 
mandeered my flask before pushing 
snow down my neck. Resolve not to 
faint again. 

1.5.—Blitzen Hut. Never has wooden 
bench seemed softer nor garlic sausage 
more alluring. Baffy returns my flask, 
almost empty. Fortunately B. Hut 
equipped with formidable liquid assets. 

2.05.—Elation has happily sup- 
planted fatigue. Recite nine verses 
of Ancient Mariner to American lady 
with hiccups, before standing on head 
for delectation of bearded Japanese. 
Skis then waxed for greater speed and 
buckled on again. Baffy leads me to 
edge of precipice on far side of hut and, 
pointing genially down-hill, assures me, 
in case we get separated, that it will 
take me no time to reach station. This 
I readily believe. 

2.10.—Am inquiring of Baffy why 
technique does not allow of precipices 
being descended on skins when sharp 
poke in back, from whom shall never 
know, sends me headlong to my fate. 

2 10}.—Have acquired unbelievable 
velocity. Blitzen Hut already only 
dim memory. Am of course sitting 
down, procedure in which have great- 
est faith. 

2.11.—Am not obeying helm quite 
as accurately as could wish. Rapidly 
overhauling four female skiers. p 

2.11}.—Have overhauled female 
skiers and ricochetted off all four. 
Acceleration miraculously unbroken. 

2.13.—Cannot see, hear or think for 
wind whistling in moustache. 

2.14.—Wind has ceased to whistle 
(in moustache), as, after violent swerve 
off track, am buried in huge snowdrift. 
Further movement impossible. . . . 

3.20.—Have apparently had nap and 
am much refreshed. Am beginning to 
wish for rescue when loud report tells 
of another body in conflict with snow- 
drift. Hoarse voice, raised in blistering 





vituperation, strikes suddenly familiar, 
Can it be my old enemy, Algernon 
Humbottle? It can. Moreover his entry 
has loosened snow sufficiently for me 
to back out. Cry, Ha, Humbottle, you 
old geyser! prod him jovially in calf 
with ski-stick, and take wing again with 
something like joy in my heart. 

3.35.—Am standing up, for excellent 
reason that dare not sit down. Travel- 
ling so fast that it all seems like a 
dream. 

3.42.—Small village approaching in 
my path on port bow. Church bells peal- 
ing wildly. Howdid they know? Would 
be warmed by this little attention if 
capable of feeling, which am not. 

3.44.—Wedding procession across 
village street offers alternative reason 
for bells. 

3.444.—Wedding procession broken, 
So am I, completely, but velocity un.’ 
impaired. Top-hat of best man now 
decorating starboard ski-point. This 
looks v. gay, but all same could wish 
my head unenveloped in bridal veil. 

3.49.—Find am sitting again. Why 
not ? 

3.51.—Through bridal veil desery 
lights of station, like dim stars. 

3.52.—Desery large number of v. 
vivid stars as crash headlong into vague 
hulk of some huge mountain beast. 

3.52}.—Mountain beast turns out 
to be old housemaster, in beautiful 
voice. Re-introduce myself formally as 
merciful gravity whisks me out of 
earshot. 

3.55.— While bowling furiously down 
final slope to station run over in my 
mind possibilities of station buffet. 
Ham and eggs, one. Hot toast, two. 
Hot rum, three. More ham and eggs, 
four. Hot.... 

3.56.—Just in time to be dragged 
into last train of day by Bafly and 
other two. They have been in buffet 
nearly two hours and tell me they 
have consumed ham and eggs, hot 
toast and hot rum. Eric, 








The Diner-Out’s Dilemma. 





THERE are many unmerited trials 
That harass our notable men, 
And one, from grief’s bitterest vials, 
Swam recently into my ken; 
It was not a chronicle gory, 
A record of horrible crimes, 
But just a brief tragical story 
Set forth in The Times. 


It told of Society sinners 
Who fail to enlighten a guest— _ 
Though always, when planning their 
dinners, 
In constant and urgent request— 
If a black or white tie is expected 
His collar and front to adorn, 
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Clerqyman 


Child. 





And leave him perplexed and dejected, Or the desert of sand and of cacti 


Of guidance forlorn. 


Here indeed is a dreadful affliction, 
Too deep for the solace of tears, 
For it beggars the sumptuous diction 

Of even the best auctioneers 


To picture a fate more invidious, 


By deadlier perils assailed, 
Than to be on the horns of this hideous 
Dilemma impaled. 


But if an outsider may offer 
Advice to this suffering soul, 


| Disclaiming the réle of the scoffer, 
I'd urge him to try the North Pole 





Which flattered the LauREATE’s 
eyes, 
Where the problem of white or of black 
tie 
Can never arise. 


Where nobody needs a _ well-pressed 
coat 
Or trousers religiously creased, 
Where nobody wears a white waistcoat 
Attending a wedding or feast, 
Or, sated with joys of the table 
And filling himself to the bung, 
Finds the magic of Mumm is unable 
To loosen his tongue. 


‘AND ARE YOU A LITTLE GIRL OR A LITTLE Boy?” 
“Nerver, Sr. I'M A MIXED INFANT.” 





Here, relieved from the labour of | 
shining 
With sparkling and apt repartee, 
From too much indulgence in dining, 
From fear of conventions set free, 
Here in scenes that will rescue and 
save him 
From Mayfair's embarrassing spell, 
I, for one, should be happy to wave him 
A dry-eyed farewell. C. L. G. 








“Goops Train Enorve Rows Lyro 
Sieerer.” 
Weat-Country Paper. 


That ought to wake him up. 
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“WHICH WILL YoU HAVE, ROBERT, JELLY OR APPLE-PTIE?” 
“JELLY TWICE FIRST, PLEASE.” 
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Let's be frank ; 

Let’s be modern: 

Let’s call a spade a spade. 

Down with rank! 

Let’s get sodden 

And discuss the way we're 
made, 

For we're really very curious 

Creations, 

And our multitudes of furious 

Relations 

Don't understand us 

And have banned us 

From their doors; 

But this enforced exclusion 

Gives us no confusion, 

For we lie about in highbrow 
hea 

On other people's floors. 


We're highbrows; 
We worship Art 
And take no part 

In everyday affairs; 
We can’t think why 
Each passer-by 


eee 





Just stares and stares and stares. 


Let’s Be Frank. 


We’re highbrows; 

We're lewd about 

And rude about 

The things that aren’t quite nice; 
We’re frank about 

And swank about 

ry’ . . 

The cruder forms of vice. 


We're highbrows; 

We brag about 

And rag about 

With other people's wives; 
We yell and shout 

And get thrown out 

Of subterranean dives. 


We’re highbrows; 

Our views on God 

Are frankly odd; 

We shock the C. of E., 
While all the poops 
In Oxford Groups 

Are hopelessly B.c. 


We're highbrows; 

We look up to Eprru SITWELL, 
But none of us can knit well 
Or cook a simple meal; 
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We consider it our duty 
To feed ourselves on beauty 
(How ravenous we feel!). 


We’re highbrows ; 

We're present at parties 
Devoid of all hearties 
With bourgeois intellects ; 
We dote on fanatics 

Who pig it in attics, 

And venerate radical sects. 


We're highbrows ; 

We quote from brand-new poets 
(Although of course we know it’s 
Just a lot of rot); 

Our fav’rite films are Russian, 
The books we read are Prussian 
By authors who’ve been shot. 


We’re highbrows; 

We want a revolution 

‘Though we offer no solution 
To save the world to-day ; 

We haven’t any money, 

But we think it’s rather funny 
To let the next man pay. 


i 





80 
Let’s be frank, ete. 




































| intimately involved in another court 


| cross-purposes of all concerned 
| the 

quisitely heightened by its picturesque 
| and the Belgium of the Early-Victorian 
| tourist. Soldier’s Wife (ARRowsMITH, 


| 7/6) struck me as both racy and dis- 


| orable piece of work. 
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Our Booking-Office. 


(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned 
Clerks.) 


Enoch Arden Stays the Course. 


Srx years after the publication of 
Soldier of Waterloo Mr. Cona. 
O’Riorpan, allowing four fictitious 
lustres to elapse, brings his wounded 
hero, David Quinn, back to Dublin 
The pink copper dome of the Custom 
House has turned green; David's own 
mortuary tablet is a time-honoured 
fixture in the pro-cathedral ; his sweet 
heart—married before his departure 
to his best friend, Tony Dazincourt 
is a widow with a Byronically-inclined 
young daughter ; and his father, mourn 
ing a dearer son and consoling himself 
with the début of Mr. Punch, has 
forgotten him. The victory-shattered 
David, however, has returned rich from 
his Canadian obscurity. He re-enters 
the old circle, now so strangely re 
constructed, and proposes to play a 
beneficent and almost Pickwickian 
part, endowing his step-brother, the 
unstable Bonaventure, and marrying 
him to Tony Dazincourt’s beautiful 
Constancy. Inevitably he finds himself 


ship—a courtship complicated by the 
and 
romance is ex 


interest of the 


setting of the Dublin of O’ConneLi 


tinguished—a delightful and a mem- 


Casques of Agincourt. 

Hard on the heels of Miss Coryn’s 
Life of the BLACK PRINCE comes a new 
biography of Henry V. (Barkerr, 10/-), 
equally designed for the ordinary reader 
but not explicitly for a very modern 
brand of him. The only concession in 
fact which Mr. J. D. Grireira Davies professes to make 
to the up-to-date mind is a brief and tolerant account of 
those fifteenth-century stews in which Prince Han 
rather, his biographer maintains, with youth’s natural 


MAKES IT 8o.’”’ 


proclivity for dissipation than with any deep design of 


plumbing the London underworld—spent so notorious a 
part of his youth. For the rest, Mr. Davies would seem to 
have littlesympathy with the view that this English foray on 


| a divided France governed by an insane king was an episode 
| not wholly creditable to the raiders. He gives an interest- 





ing account of Henry’s youthful apprenticeship to arms 
on the Welsh marches, and concentrates his chief attention 
on the victor of Harfleur and Agincourt. One of the reign’s 
more subtle and intricate problems he has tackled with 
notable skill and fairness—the curious interlude of HENRyY’s 
struggle against the Lollards, which culminated in the 
defeat and death of Sir Jonn OLDCASTLE. 











“IN A SITUATION LIke THIS I ALLUS REMEMBER SHAKESPEARE’S NOBLE WORDS 
AS SPOKEN BY 'AMLET, ‘THERE IS NOTHING EITHER GOOD OR BAD BUT THINKIN’ 








Foster-Children First. 

There is a good deal of interesting novel-fodder among 
those definitely religious virtues which continue to function 
after the supernatural machine behind them has been, so 
to speak, shut off. Women, I think, are their principal 
exponents and self-denial is perhaps the chief of them 
such self-denial as inspires the pretty, gallant, ill-equipped 
heroine of Shepherdess of Sheep (HetneMaANN, 7/6). Sarah 
Onion has to choose between the husband, home and babies 
dangled so alluringly before her eyes by a masterful young 
doctor and the happiness—in one case the actual sanity— 
of the children in fer country-house schoolroom. I cannot 
help feeling that the children’s dying mother drives a rather 
hard and unlikely bargain with the ingenuous little 
governess, proffering as she does a mere pittance for the 
future, coupled with an overwhelming plea for immediate 
self-sacrifice. The knot too that binds Sarah to her most 
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pathetic and difficult charge is cut in an up-to-date and 
(from Sarah) a curiously unconvincing manner. But her 
narrow circle before, during and after the War is sensitively 
depicted, and her schoolroom—like all Miss Nor. SrREAtT- 
FIELD’s schoolrooms—has real children in it. 


Justicn to Rupert. pee 
Proxce Rupsrt is again in the news! o 8, by 
| Mr. Crenwett Witxryson and Mr. James CLeven, have 
appeared in the same month. Both hold him to have been 
unfairly treated by history; jealous friends and unscru- 
' pulous and bitter enemies have combined to diminish him. 
| Perhaps we English never really like a foreigner to do us 
| a great service, ially if he be efficient where we are 
not. Another foreign Prince suffered in the same way. Mr. 
Cievan, in his Prince Rupert (BuEs, 10/6), sets out quietly 
to restore the balance. RvPeERT, in action at sixteen, a 
fighting colonel at eighteen, a veteran when at thirty-three 
he came to fight for Kuve Curves is a true figure of 
romance—with a difference. A brilliant cavalry tactician he 











Comtesse p’Acou.t and other ladies, while his composi- 
tions are dealt with in a brief postlude. The work, though 


not planned on so vast a scale as Mr. Newman’s Life of | 
Waanver, is a monument of industry. None of the immense | 
stock of materials available has been overlooked, and the | 
phers has been con. | 


untrustworthiness of the older bi 


vincingly established. Yet Mr. Newman makes notable 


admission of Liszt’s magnetism, his “ volcanic creative | 


personality” and his generosity, though the final verdict, 
anticipated in the sub-title, “A Study of the Tragi-Comedy 












of a Soul divided against Itself,” is driven home in the de. | _ 


scription of him as one “in whom the artist and the genuine | _ 


nobleman were from first to last at war with the vul. 


garian.” Liszr’s supremacy as an executant is handsomely e 
acknowledged, though I miss the homage of his greatest a 
competitor, ANTON RUBINSTEIN, who said that the rest _of | _ 


us, compared with Liszr, are mere wood-choppers. 


The Inimitable Poirot. 





Mrs. Acatua Crristre, after launching a new deducer i 





invented the “ shock ” 
charge which smashed 
through EssEx’s 
heavier horse. After 
the Restoration he 
made a gallant fight- 
ing admiral. He was 
artist and scientist; 
did not suffer fools 
gladly or associates 
who were corrupt in 
life or in office; was a 
man too honest for his 
time. . This well- 
written book makes 
gallant reading. 


Behind the Purdah. 
Among the makers 
of Modern India there 
are few more remark- 
able than Miss CornE- 
LIA SORABJI, who now 
publishes her memoirs 
under the title India - 
Calling (NisBEtT, 12/6). A Parsee, she occupied a happy 
position as intermediary between English and Indians. 
Her life’s work lay mainly in raising the purdah and the 
status of Indian women. Her great passion otherwise was 
Law, and she rejoiced abundantly when at last she was 
calied to the English Bar. She still retains for the legal 
profession an admiration which is not shared by all who 
belong to it. Her outlook is thoroughly English, so that 
she is an excellent guide to those in search of information 
about that sad and mysterious land. I could have spared 
_some of her political pronouncements and her rather 
commonplace adventures among the best people in favour 
of further stories of zenana life. For here is matter which 
is unobtainable elsewhere. 


Liszt the Man. 

Mr. Newman, while energetically disclaiming the inten- 

_ tion of “ debunking ” Liszr, falls very far short of idolatry 
in what he accurately describes as “ a full-length psychologi- 
cal study.” He is careful to make it clear in the title 

| of his work that he is more concerned with The Man Liszt 
| (CASSELLS, 12/6) than the com r, and an analysis of the 
contents shows that two hundred at least of the three-hun- 
dred-and-six pages are devoted to his relations with the 





“"ERE—THAT AIN'T PLAYING 














TH’ GAME, YOU 
SISTER TO FLIRT WITH OUR GOAL-KEEPER!” 


The shepherd, we understand, holds other views. 


in Three Act Tra 


were only a pose to de- 
ceive the English. I 
am consoled, however, 
by his confession that 


now become a habit, 
for Poirot deprived of 
his boast would be as 
strange a figure to me 
as W. G. Grace bereft 
of his beard. Both in 
plot and dialogue Mrs. 
CHRISTIE’S story is a8 
ONAL MEG Caer clever as it is enter- 
taining. The problem, of which Poirot, with outside 
assistance, ultimately produced the solution, admittedly 
defeated me. But if Mrs. Caristre on this occasion has 
not been generous in her gift of clues she is far from being 
unfair or grotesquely mystifying. 


KNOW, SENDING YOUR 














Mr. Punch on Tour. 


Tue Exhibition of the original work of Living Punch 





Artists recently held at the Punch Office will be on view at | 


the Art Gallery, Rochdale, from January 12th till Feb 
— 9th, after which it will be shown at Huddersfield, 
Dudley, Bristol, Manchester and Gateshead. 


The Exhibition of Prints depicting humorous situations Z 


between Doctor and Patient will be on view at The Museum 


and Art Gallery, Hove, from January 12th till February 9th, | 


Invitations to visit either of these Exhibitions at any 


these places will be gladly sent to readers if they apply : 
to the Secretary, Punch Offices, Bouverie Street, London, 


E.C.4, 


“Mild weather during the last few days of 1934 has accounted for 
a ewe belonging to Mr. A. A. Stonehouse, of Balk, near Thirsk, giving 
birth to two lambs.”— Yorks Paper. 





in Parker Pyne In-\ 
vestigates, has returned ts 


(Coins, 7/6) to our} 
old friend, Hereule| 
Poirot, who at the end | 
of the tale moment. | 
arily alarmed me, for} 
he suddenly announced | 
that his boastfulness} 
and bumptiousness]| — 


to preen himself has | 
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| Council the Eng- 
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Charivaria. Polish omnibus company is engaging 

— humorists as conductors. Elderly 

A REMEDY has just been discovered Londoners recall that this was usual 

that will definitely prevent a person § in the days of the horse-bus. 

catching another cold. The only sure 

way we know at present is to keep the ; 

A man in a London street trod on a 

banana-skin and turned a complete 
In deference to | : 

the objection of} 

the Australian 


lish wicket-keeper 
played in the Wo- 
men’s Test Match - 
without the wire is 

mask which she 
has used since she | 
was hit in the face 
by a ball some 
years ago. Thus 
another cricket 
crisis was averted. | 
| } 


|| 991970 | 


| 
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Geologists __re- | 
port that while the | 
London suburbs | | . 
remain stationary| _—| | j 
the City is slowly | 
sinking. A sugges- | 
ted cause is pres- 








“There is a { |a released burglar 
much bigger social ? |has found himself 
responsibility in | h\ jentirely out of 
spending £10,000 | | practice. 

a year,” said Pro- . 
fessor NICHOLSON \ ” 
at the Northern “The sense of 
Educational Con- humour is the one 
ference, “‘than in isense that grows 
spending fifteen | istronger with ad- 
shillings a week.” | vancing years,” 
Admitted ; but the | says Dr. Barp- 
man with £10,000 | iSmMyTue. A little 
a year is offered far | Came f boy who recently 
more help. 7. | put a drawing-pin 
% % on his uncle’s chair 
| Owner of not too successful Business. “REALLY, HERBERT, YOU TRY ME VERY | informs us that he 

Noman pleases | MUcH, AT LAST WE GET A LETTER REQUIRING AN ANSWER AND YOU CAN'T FIND | cannot agree, 
the public who THAT STAMP WE HAD 
does not please | ‘ SEARS WE oS ee } - 
himself,” says Mr. J.C. OWEN. What somersault, landing safely on his feet. It is thought that the mountainside 


about the film-actor who falls into the When television comes in he will 


barrel of tar? as probably be asked to repeat his per- 
* formance for “‘In Town To-night.” 
A spiritualist declares that there are . 
no divorces in heaven. Well of course 
you can’t get a divorce without a The building boom is creating a 
lawyer. — demand for slate. We are bringing this 
* to the notice of coal-merchants. 


Mr. Joun B. Turrewy thinks that 
music helps people to move more 
quickly. If a motor-horn can be called It was not so many years ago that 
music, it certainly does. 


ve CLAXXVIII 














letters were dried by sand being last week. 


In order to attract passengers a sprinkled on them. Then blotting- 


paper made its appearance, and evi- 


; 
| 


dently in post-offices the sand was | 


swept up and dumped in the ink-pots. 
°° 

At Walton a gentleman taking 
riding-lessons on the road outside his 
house was thrown over the horse's 
wre. }head into his own 
igarden. He was 
junhurt, but when 
}urged to remount 
| he decided to rest 


‘on his laurels. 


| % & 

| 

| Acorrespondent 
jasks if we can re- 
| commend anything 
in which to put his 
|money and be cer- 
jtain of getting a 
\fair return. We 
| feel that we can 
| recommend stam p- 
| machines with con- 
| fidence. 








| | 
| Complaint is 
| made that inmates 
|of our prisons are 
jrarely given the 
}work which they 
| do outside. Many 


at Troedrhiwfuwch, which persists in 
moving, may simply be attempt- 
ing to make its way into a district 
with another name. 


* & 
* 


One international tennis-player says 
he keeps fit in winter by sending the 
ball over the net for an hour or two 
every Saturday. He must have been 
playing centre-forward in that Cup-tie 
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Happiness. 


(A Reverie at Eventide.) 





Now then, I will look at So = 
Of the passengers homew: und, 

Sitting or hanging from the roof in their places 
On the Underground. 


The old ones and the young ones, the shapers 


Of the that is to be— 
All of them busy with their evening papers, 
Save only me. 


I, only I of the nation 
Am muffled in my thoughts and strange, 
Because when I ambled from my office to the station 
I had no change. 
Certainly there is splendour and achievement 
In the news that they read to-night, 
And I have a sudden sensation of bereavement 


And lost delight. 


They are rapt from the shadow of their labours 
And the gyves of circumstance ; 

All of them, completely regardless of their neighbours, 
Behold Romance 


With a warmth, with a joy overspreading 
With an eagerness beyond dispute, 

Especially in the case of the gentleman who is treading 
Hard on my boot. 


Holy in his eyes and solemn, 
And written in letters of flame, 

Beautiful at the head of the right-hand column 
Is one great name. 

And I am left out of it and colder, 
Exiled from the world’s hot plan: 

Let me, then, wondering, look over the shoulder 
Of the gentleman— 


Of the gentleman with the face like a gurnard, 
And find out whose name it may be. 


Ab! I might have guessed! It is the name of Sir 
BERNARD 
SPULSBURY. Evo. 








England 2035. 


Pernars one of the most pathetic features of 2035 was 


England's 


ment. In 


lant but hopeless struggle for self-govern- 
wera 2034, the reins of Empire had been 


entrusted to a Commonwealth Council, consisting of one 


Scotsman, one South African, one Australian, one New 
Zealander, one Irish Free Stater (under protest), one 
Indian, one Canadian and one Sarker, under the chairman- 


ship of Winston Churchill II1., who in some mysterious 


way had got himself elected by the Vegetarian Party in 


| the Cannibal Islands. It was soon evident that the new 
_ Council did not intend to give England a square deal, and 
the general public in England began to clamour for secession. 


ier dag ag actos ea, ~ ilege to pay for the Navy and 
the Empire Air Force,” as The Ti remarked in a feeling 


Briton can a to the 
( ts due by 
various parts of the Empire to this coun e 

avowed intention of ee Cukaeaedih coe e sonia 


| leader, “and while no i 


_ cancellation of the few billions of 




































the seat of Government from Westminster to the Cannits 
Islands is a blow at our ancient privileges that , 
i with every constitutional weapon we pogs 

fhile deprecating the violent language of some of om 
contemporaries and regarding with horror the rece} 
attempt to inveigle Mr. Churchill into the pot of @ 
Opposition Party on the island which he so ably represent 
we shall leave no stone unturned to retain the governmes 
of England, at least, for Westminster. If Secession is th 
only solution, then we must secede.” 


The spirit of the English was roused, and a thonsag 
evidences of their earnestness and fervour in face of acg 
stirred feelings of admiration on the Continent and 
America. A Secession League was formed, and office-be 
and dukes alike wore in their button-holes the badge 
membership—a pair of sausages, crossed, on a bed @ 
mashed. A crowd of more than five hundred thousag 
Londoners met in Hyde Park in the pouring rain, and, thou 
they achieved nothing except wet feet owing to the fom 
sight of the Home Secretary in sending nine extra poli 
men to keep order, there could be no doubt that it ne 
only a spark to set the whole country aflame 


a 


The English Prime Minister, annoyed at his exelug 
from the Council, broadcast a ferocious appeal from® 
B.B.C. on the National wave-length, and if there hadg 
been a very good Variety programme on the Regional way 
length at the same time probably quite a number of peg} 
would have been deeply stirred. ee 


An appeal was made to the Diet of Dictators (which 
superseded the League of Nations in 2023), but it was he 
that, owing to Section 9 of Article 166 having been mish 
when the Diet House was blown up in 2033, the Diet 
no jurisdiction. It agreed, however, to appoint a Con 
sion of Chinese ex-mandarins to sit, and it was felt that) 
could not do much harm 


There could be no doubt at all, however, that Sece 
was a live issue. A greyhound named Secession wont 
Greyhound Derby, and a horse named Secession 
have won the Grand National if it had not been favourt 
A weekly paper called Death or Freedom was \aunched tf 
supporters of the movement, but unfortunately got m™ 
financial difficulties and soon contained nothing ™ 
articles on anti-vivisection by the Countess of Bulrushy 


Luckily, before anything really desperate was done, # 
Cannibal Islands themselves seceded after the unpleass 
ness which followed the disappearance of the are 
sent out to design the new Parliament House, 
Commonwealth Council decided that Westminster after®™ 
was perhaps the safest place, and might be made toserv® 
so long as the English themselves were content not 
penetrate beyond the Strangers’ Gallery. 








Room for Us Still. 





(In an interview at Pittsburgh Professor Ainert Eis 

said the universe might be infinite after all.) 

EINsTEIN has spoken and we breathe again; 
For, added to the blessings of the year, 

That threatened pinch and melancholy bane 

Of limitation is not quite so near. 


Through far infinity and time and space 
Will echo ALBERT’s optimistic call: 

“Pluck up your spirits and take heart of grace— 
The Universe is boundless after all!” K.P. 


biedals 


# 


be 


eet ids 


Pagiat 


ei 





eek 







EE 83 


EREEEE 





ig 






























“AND 
OLD JIM.” 





A SHORT TIME 


AGO 


HE 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI.—JANUARY 16, 











clean Hee 


COAL FOR CATTLE. 
THOMAS GIVES DE VALERA HIS DUE. 


SAID HE WOULDN’T HAVE ANY 


TRUCK WITH POOR 


eee a 

















PUNCH, or The London Charivari 


[January 16, 1935 — 








Happiness. 


(A Reverie at Eventide.) 





Now then, I will look at the faces 
Of the homeward bound, 

Sitting or hanging from the roof in their places 
On the Underground. 


The old ones and the young ones, the shapers 
Of the England that is to be— 

All of them busy with their evening papers, 
Save only me. 


I, only I of the nation 
Am muffled in my thoughts and strange, 
Because when I ambled from my office to the station 
I had no change. 


Certainly there is splendour and achievement 
In the news that they read to-night, 

And I have a sudden sensation of bereavement 
And lost delight. 


They are rapt from the shadow of their labours 
And the gyves of circumstance ; 

All of them, completely regardless of their neighbours, 
Behold Romance 


With a warmth, with a joy overspreading, 
With an eagerness beyond dispute, 

Especially in the case of the gentleman who is treading 
Hard on my boot. 


Holy in his eyes and solemn, 
And written in letters of flame, 

Beautiful at the head of the right-hand column 
Is one great name. 


And I am left out of it and colder, 
Exiled from the world’s hot plan; 

Let me, then, wondering, look over the shoulder 
Of the gentleman— 


Of the gentleman with the face like a gurnard, 
And find out whose name it may be. 
Ah! I might have guessed! It is the name of Sir 
BERNARD 


SPrLSBURY. Evor. 








England 2035. 





PeRnars one of the most pathetic features of 2035 was 
England’s gallant but hopeless struggle for self-govern- 
ment. In mber, 2034, the reins of Empire had been 


_ entrusted to a Commonwealth Council, consisting of one 


Scotsman, one South African, one Australian, one New 


_ Zealander, one Irish Free Stater (under protest), one 


| Indian, one Canadian and one Sarker, under the chairman- 


| the Canni 


| the Empire Air Force,” 


ship of Winston Churchill III., who in some mysterious 
way had got himself elected by the Vegetarian Party in 
val Islands. It was soon evident that the new 
Council did not intend to give England a square deal, and 
the general public in England began to clamour for secession, 


“While we count it a ih to pay for the Navy and 

as The Times remarked in a feeling 
leader, “and while no ony ag Briton can object to the 
cancellation of the few billions of pounds debts due by 
various parts of the Empire to this country, we feel that the 
avowed intention of the Commonwealth 





Council to transfer 




































the seat of Government from Westminster to the Cannibal | — 
Islands is a blow at our ancient privileges that must be 

rried with every constitutional weapon we possess, 

ile deprecating the violent language of some of our’ 
contemporaries and regarding with horror the recent. 
attempt to inveigle Mr. Churchill into the pot of the 
Opposition Party on the island which he so ably representg | 
we shall leave no stone unturned to retain the government 
of England, at least, for Westminster. If Secession is the 
only solution, then we must secede.” 


The spirit of the English was roused, and a thousand } 
evidences of their earnestness and fervour in face of a crisig | 
stirred feelings of admiration on the Continent and in 
America. A Secession League was formed, and office-boys 
and dukes alike wore in their button-holes the badge of 
membership—a pair of sausages, crossed, on a bed of} 
mashed. A crowd of more than five hundred thousand} 
Londoners met in Hyde Park in the pouring rain, and, though } 
they achieved nothing except wet feet owing to the fore. 
sight of the Home Secretary in sending nine extra police. 
men to keep order, there could be no doubt that it needed” 
only a spark to set the whole country aflame. 





The English Prime Minister, annoyed at his exclusion 
from the Council, broadcast a ferocious appeal from the 
B.B.C. on the National wave-length, and if there had not 
been a very good Variety programme on the Regional waver 
length at the same time probably quite a number of peop 
would have been deeply stirred. 


An appeal was made to the Diet of Dictators (which had 
superseded the League of Nations in 2023), but it was held: 
that, owing to Section 9 of Article 166 having been mislaid 
when the Diet House was blown up in 2033, the Diet had 
no jurisdiction. It agreed, however, to appoint a Commis- 7 ~ 
sion of Chinese ex-mandarins to sit, and it was felt that this 
could not do much harm. 


There could be no doubt at all, however, that Secession 
was a live issue. A greyhound named Secession won the 
Greyhound Derby, and a horse named Secession would 
have won the Grand National if it had not been favourite, 
A weekly paper called Death or Freedom was launched by 
supporters of the movement, but unfortunately got into 
financial difficulties and soon contained nothing but 
articles on anti-vivisection by the Countess of Bulrush. 


Luckily, before anything really desperate was done, the} 
Cannibal Islands themselves seceded after the unpleasant. 
ness which followed the disappearance of the architects 
sent out to design the new Parliament House, and 
Commonwealth Council decided that Westminster after all 
was perhaps the safest place, and might be made to servé 
so long as the English themselves were content not 7 
penetrate beyond the Strangers’ Gallery. 








Room for Us Still. 





(In an interview at Pittsburgh Professor ALnert EivsTeie 
said the universe might be infinite after all.) 


EINSTEIN has spoken and we breathe again; 
For, added to the blessings of the year, 
That threatened pinch and melancholy bane 

Of limitation is not quite so near. 


Through far infinity and time and s 
Will echo ALBERT’s optimistic call: 

“Pluck up your spirits and take heart of grace— 
Tie Universe is boundless after all!” K. P 
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COAL FOR CATTLE. 


THOMAS GIVES DE VALERA HIS DUE. 


af “AND A SHORT TIME AGO HE SAID HE WOULDN’T HAVE ANY TRUCK WITH POOR 
OLD JIM.” 
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Wife. “Reatty, Nicer, 1 po THINK YOU MIGHT HAVE WARNED ME 


TO SUPPER.” 











THAT YOU'D BE BRINGING YOUR FRIENDS 


HOME 








Letters to the Secre 
Golf Club. 


XVIII. 
From Commander Harrington Nettle, 


C.M.G., DS.O., Flagstaff Villa, 
Roughover. 


of a 





22nd December, 1934. 

Dear Str,—lI am sorry to hear that 
you have got mumps, but what I really 
want to write to you about is to call 
your attention to the things that have 
been written up in the shelter at the 
10th. 

I spoke to several members of the 
Committee about it last night and they 
agree you must take the matter in 
hand immediately. 

Yours faithfully, 
HARRINGTON NETTLe. 


From Admiral Charles Sneyring-Stymie, 
C.B., The Bents, Roughover. 
22/12/34. 
Sin,—Even though you have got 
mumps that is no excuse for you to 
allow people to write and draw things 
in the shelter at the 10th green. The 
walls there are an absolute disgrace 
not only to the fair name of the Club 





but to yourself as the representative 
of all those unfortunate members who 
rely on you to look after their interests 
on the links. 

I insist therefore that you attend to 
this matter without delay. 

Yours faithfully, 
CHARLES SNEYRING-STYMIE. 


P.S.—I believe I was talking to 
you on the day you discovered you 
had your disgusting disease. If I hap- 
pen to catch it you can look out for 
trouble. 


From General Sir Armstrong Forcursue, 
K.B.E., C.S1., The Cedars, Rowgh- 
over. 

22/12/34. 
Str,—lI hear that there is a drawing 
of me in one of the shelters on the links, 
and although I have not yet seen it, 
owing to my gout, Admiral Stymie 
tells me it is not complimentary. 
What do you mean by allowing this 
sort of thing to go on under your very 
nose! I insist on your reply by return 
of post. 
Yours faithfully, 
ARMSTRONG ForcuRSUE. 


P.S.—In the name of fortune why 





do you want to go and get mumps? | 


always felt you were extraordinarily 
careless over things at the Club and 
this seems to prove that I am right. 
Kindly see that your letter is properly 
disinfected before it reaches me. 


From Julian Square, of Allphlatt and 
Square, Lawyers, Roughover. 


26th December, 1934. 
Dear Pat,—All right; as a pal I'D 


go and make a copy of the “doings” } 


at the 10th shelter, but I can’t manage 
anything earlier than to-morrow P.M. 
However, I expect that willdo. __ 
I was so sorry to hear of your afflic- 
tion. It must be awful not to be able 
to swallow properly, especially at this 
time of year. 
Yours ever, 
JULIAN. 


From Julian Square (address as above). 


27th December, 1934. 
Dear Pat,—Enclosed on separate 
sheet you will find the 
remarks, etc. 
Hope you are getting on all right. 
Yours ever, 
JULIAN. 


P.S.—Three of the four efforts have) 8 


been done in tar, and the fourth (the 
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General) in red oxide paint. Average 
size of all about 2 ft. by 3 ft. 6 ins 





[ENCLOSURE] 
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From Julian Square (address as above 


29th December, 1934 
Dear Pat,—lI have your letter stat- 
ing there are no remarks or drawings 
about yourself on my enclosure and 
asking me to go out to the shelter 
immediately and remedy this so that 
people will not suspect you of being 
the culprit; but, my dear good fellow, 
there happens to be the most appalling 
caricature of you just as you go in on 
the left, and to be perfectly frank I 
thought it much better not to send it 
rather than run the risk of prolonging 
your illness. 
Yours ever, 
JULIAN. 


From John Baggs,Caddiemaster, Rough- 

over. 

30th December, 1934. 

Str,—In reply to yours it is Geo. 
Humpitt that done them drawings 
etc in the shelter, him being the 
caddy what the General shot at on the 
14th tee last May witli the blank cart- 
ridge, and the same that was a pave- 
ment artist until just recent. 

Now, Sir, I forced him to confess 
that he is in the pay of Mr. Lionel 
Nutmeg and that he gets 2/6 for each 
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picture he done and 1/- for writings— 
Mr. Nutmeg telling him what. 

I told Geo. Humpitt that unless he 
stops his goings-on immediate he will 
not get caddying on the links in future. 

Well, Sir, | hope the mumps is down 
and hoping it finds you as it leaves me 
at present 

Yours sincerely, 
J. Baees. 


From General Sir Armstrong Forcursue, 
K .B.E., C.S1., The Cedars, Rough- 
owe? 

1/1/35. 
Dear WuHe_k,—Thank you for your 
explanatory letter about the shelter. 

Adiniral Sneyring-Stymie, Commander 

Harrington Nettle and I are going 

to deal with Mr. Nutmeg this after- 


noon—the gout willing. 


He (Nutmeg) has been piling up 
trouble for himself in form or 
another for over six weeks now, and 
it is time he got it. 

Yours faithfully, 
ARMSTRONG ForRCURSUE 


one 


P.S.—Hope you have a happier year 
than in 1934. 


From Julian Square (address as above). 


3rd January, 1935. 
Dear Pat,—I don’t know whether 
you see the local paper now that you 
are laid up, but just in case you haven't 
I am sending along two cuttings from 
this morning’s issue which I am sure 
will interest you. 
Yours, 
JULIAN. 

















Travelling Vocalist, “ 


Boy. “No, Zun, 


NOT YET. 





aie ne No. 1) 


Extract from “Aunt Bella's Gossip 
Column.” 
“While walking across Roughover 


Golf Links on Tuesday afternoon my 
attention was suddenly diverted by 
three elderly gentlemen (all equipped 
with golf-clubs) in vigorous pursuit of 
another elderly gentleman who seemed 
to be clubless. Being of an inquiring 
turn of mind I stopped and interro- 
gated one of the pursuing party to see 
if anything untoward had occurred, 
only to discover that they were merely 
playing a new game—a sort of golfing 
Hi are and Hounds which has recently 
come to this country vid America, 
British North Borneoand the GulfofOb. 
Although the gentleman I questioned 
was very much out of breath, he seemed 
disinclined to leave off indulging in his 
pactiene, but I managed to elicit from 
tim the fact that the game is likely 
to supersede golf proper in many 
places owing to the fact that the rules 
are less complicated.” 


[ExcLosurE No, 2} 
Extract from “Local Notes.” 


“We regret to inform our many 
readers that Mr. Lionel N sett whose 


It’s Devon! It's Devon! 
Nor UNTIL yor 


distinguished ¢ essay on ‘Malayan Mil- 
dews’ appeared in these columns only 
last die: was admitted to the Rough- 
over Cottage 
evening. 
Although further details are not 
available up to the time of going to 
press, we understand he sustained 


Hospital on Tuesday 


injuries while enjoying a game of golf 


with some friends.” G.C.N. 


As Others Hear Us. 


With the Stranger in Our Midst. 
“On, so you've brought him 
done, John! (How d’ you do, 
Wood?) How did the 

hill, John?” 

“She stuck once, that was all.” 

“Oh, good. J believe it all depends 
on shoving her into bottom gear at the 
start,’ 

“Oh, I don’t. 
do.” 

“Just past the tree where we found 
that poor cat? (This is our ten- year-old 
car, Mn Wood.) Is that where you 
mean ?”’ 

“I don’t see why you call the cat 
poor. It was absolutely all right.” 

“Oh, that’s Mother all over. 
“Yes, that’s Jane all over. 


well 
Mr. 


car climb the 


Halfway up, I always 


Don't 


Ah i 
‘l i) 


Gionious Devon!” 
po CUM TO THE VOUR CROSS-ROADS.” 


<= = 
you remember the fuss she made about 
the what-you-may-call-it that time at 
Frinton?” 


“Oh, that time at Frinton! (This 
was once when we were staying at 
Frinton, Mr. Wood, Do sit down, 


won't you?) By the way, there’s@ 
tele manet message from Sylvia.” 
Good old Sylvia!” 
“T bet Sylvia had a lot to say.” 
(“This is a friend of ours, Mp, 
Wood.”) “She wants some of you t 
go over there for some music 
night.” 
Do you do a great deal in the 
musical way?” 

“Mr. Wood, do have a cigarette, You 
must think our manners dreadful, 
John, where are the cigarettes for Mr. 
Wood?” 

“T really don’t smoke, 
much,” 


efan 


“Father’s got the cigarettes Up ; 


stairs,” 
He hasn't. 
Liar!” 
“Liar yourself.” 
“Children, children! Get the cigar 
ettes, John dear. I told Sylvia some 
of you would go 
"T can’t. { want to listen to the 
wireless concert.” 


“Tl go.” 


They're in the hall, 
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certs?” 
“Can't Miss Muffett and I go?’ 
“No, not Miss Muffett 
to play chess with me.” 


| 
aon : 
| “Do you like the symphony con 


She’s going 


| ‘Now, now, now—(That’s what 
| these children call their aunt, Mr 
| Wood.)—Marion dear, you don’t want 


to go and make a dreadful noise with 
all these young things, do you?” 

| “I say, those cigarettes have simply 
| vanished, I’ve looked everywhere in 
the world.” 

“Oh, John, you know you never se 
anything. (John never sees anything 
Mr. Wood.) Try the Black Hole of 
Caleutta, John.” 

“Or Aladdin’s Cave.” 

Ask Kate.” 

“Ob, yes, Kate knows everything 
Don't you remember when she knew 
where Toosie’s last summer's hat was?” 

Oh, Kate’s marvellous 
| out.” 

“She went her H.H.H.W 
| meeting, complete with black hand 
| bag and the fur collar.” 

“Who saw her?” 
“I,” said the fly, “with my little 


Only she’s 


out to 


x \ 4 7 
Wy) +> 
\ hy, y 


\ 
a» 


Ve 
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The One at the Mirror 
The Critic 


“WR, t1 
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eye (Kate is the parlour-maid, Mr. 
Wood, and quite, quite unique.)” 
“She sounds wonderful,” 
Oh, but you don’t realise.” 
You have to know Kate to under. 
stand in the very least what she's like.” 
It’s quite impossible to understand 
what Kate’s like unless you know her.” 
There are some marvellous stories 


about Kate D’ you remember the 
water-spout time ?° 
Oh, ves And the red vase that 


turned blue ’ 

Kate really is too marvellous.” 
what about telephoning to 
let Sylvia know ?’ 


It's John’s turn to telephone.” 

No, it isn’t; it’s yours.” 

I thought you did it last time, 
didn't you 

“Yes, L'm sure she did. (It's one of 

our funny little family eustoma, I’m 
ifraid, Mr. Wood.) Ask Sylvia about 
those curtains, dear. She'll know what 
I mean 

I say, the cigarettes were in Unele 
Ben's « upboard all the time.” 


‘John hou like you!” 
“Yea, isn’t that exactly like John?” 





How p'you LOKW THE DRESS, DEAR? 


A HIT BEMIND IN 


Deanier cri 
FRONT BUT Qv/Te ADVANCED pHEeHIND,” 


63 


“Tt’s John all over, that is.” 

“The great thing is that they're 
found. 1 always say, Look in Unele 
Ben’s cupboard,’ ” 

“Ts it a very—er 
place ?”’ 

“Oh, well, it isn’t really a cupboard 
at all, We just ca// it that 

“I’m afraid you'll think we're all 
quite mad, Mr. Wood,” 

“Our friends always say we're all 
quite mad,” 

“Quite mad, they always call us 

“Well, anyway, Mr. Weod, do have 
(Are the matches any 

Now, do please make 
thoroughly at home, Mr 

KE. M.D 


capacious hiding- 


a cigarette. 

where, John?) 
vourself 
Wood.” 


Try This on Uncle. 
“ English Spanish Shortham Typish. Pit 
Apply Otherwise.” 
idvt. in Spanish Paper 


cien Useless 


“ Throughout the six montha that I have 
Book Club I have 
received nothing but the utmost considera 


subscribed to The 


tion and courtesy 
T'eatimonial in Sunday Paper 


What? No books? 
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| —which means 35,960 
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Book World; and 
the first count in 
the indictment is 
generally that there 
are “too many books.” 

When this complaint from 
some saddened humorist or columnist 
whose own novels have not done very 
well one understands and sympathises. 
But when it comes from an ordinary 


_ professional journalist who is en- 


deavouring, like the poor novelist, to 
keep the home-fires burning by the act 
of writing, one seratches the head in 
bafflement. For the day may come 
when somebody with the prevailing 
itch for interference may discover that 
there are “too many papers.” 

I have been studying with ill- 
concealed delight and surprise in 
Whitaker’s fascinating Almanack the 
list of papers now being printed and 
published in Great Britain. Do you 
know that there are one-hundred-and- 
sixteen “principal daily newspapers,” 
and two- hundred - and - thirty-seven 
periodical papers and reviews, twenty- 
two religious weeklies and two-hun- 


dred-and-twenty “‘professional and 
trade” periodicals ? 
Let us add them up:— 
Dailies -. 116 
Periodicals asi ee 
Trade &c. periodicals .. 220 


Religious Pe 


595 


Too many? Not for me. But then 
for me, as a citizen, there cannot be “too 
many books,” though it be true that 
fifteen thousand were published in these 
isles last year. As an author—ah! I 


_ deem that there were far too many—to 


be exact, about 14,998 too many. But 
all those fifteen thousand have provided 
employment, if not enjoyment or en- 
lightenment. And the same must 
generously be said for the six hundred 


pa Ts. 

Fifteen thousand books. Too many ? 
Well, what about the daily papers—116 
uly papers a 
year ? Not toomany? Why not? Each 
of those fifteen thousand books had 
something new and different, however 
slight, by way of theme, or they would 
not have been published. But all 
those 35,960 daily newspapers had, 





ex hypothesi, exactly the same theme— 
the news of the day. 

It should be obvious to the ungenial 
commentators already referred to that 
as education increases so will the area 
of printed matter, whether it be 
labelled journalism or books. It may 
be that in both sections there is 
over-production, much work that is 
“ephemeral,” little that will “live.” 
It may be that “rationalisation” and 
standardisation and control would be 
beneficial (though who would be bene- 
fited is not quite clear). But the 
journalist who advocates these meas- 
ures seems to me to be on dangerous 
ground. 

Let us look at the list of papers with 
those blessed words “rationalisation” 
and “over-production” in our minds. 
Towards the end of “ Periodicals” we 
see :— 

Wife and Home. 
Woman and Home. 
Woman and Beauty. 
Woman's Companion. 
Woman's Friend. 
Woman's Life. 
Woman’s Own. 
Woman's Way. 
Woman’s World. 
Woman’s Journal. 
Woman's Magazine. 
Woman’s Pictorial. 
Woman's Weekly. 
Woman's Filmfair. 


And in addition there are Lvery- 
woman's, Modern Woman, Lady, Lady's 
Companion, Eve’s Own, Miss Modern, 
Betty's Paper, Poppy's Paper and Mab’s 
Weekly. 

Now, is it really necessary that so 
many papers should minister to the 
special intellectual needs of Woman? 

ould it not be better, my ungenial 
rationalising friend, to have one grand 
comprehensive, State-controlled jour- 
nal entitled simply— 


WOMAN 


(there is a good precedent, by the way, 
in the paper which is entitled simply 


MAN) 


and throw a great number of our 
colleagues out of work, besides dis- 
appointing all those readerswho happen 
to like their own little paper? You do 
not think so? No. Then how about 
leaving the Book World alone? 

Look rather at this list as I do, de- 
lighting in the variety of the names, 
in the swift picture they give me of the 
manifold activities and interests of my 
countrymen. You wonder, don’t you ? 
that anyone should take the trouble to 
write or —s shall we say, Love's 
Bliss? Then perhaps it will surprise 


and pain you that anyone should care to | 


publish or purchase The Croquet Asso. 


ciation Gazette. But what the deuce | 


has it to do with you? You do not, 


I dare say, read The Hairdresser’s| 


Weekly? You do not subscribe to The 
Fish Traders’ Gazette or take in The 


Locomotive Journal, The Chemist and \ 


Druggist, The Confectioners’ Union or 
The Policy-Holders’ Journal? You know 
nothing of The Nursery World, The 
Cigar and Tobacco World, The Feathered 
World, Cage Birds and Bird World, 


The Laundry World or even The Gag|_ 
World. You cannot tell me the differ. | _ 


ence between The Oil News and The 


Petroleum Times. You have never met} 


a reader of Toy Trader, The Shoe and 


Leather News, Chemical Age, Rubber | 


Age, The Bakers’ Record, Bus and 
Coach or Men’s Wear? 
But do I turn up a superior nose 
at all these unknown Worlds? 


murmur “ephemeral,” “unimportant”? 
Not I. 


Not I. For I know which side my bread 
is (however inadequately) buttered. 
And I recommend you, my ungenial 
friend, to acquire the same informa- 
tion. A. PLE 








“Does the camera really lie?’ asks | 


a correspondent. There is the theory 
that every picture tells a story. 


ae 


“Some expert skaters can go round 
a pond with one leg in the air all the 
time,” states a writer. Novices, on the 


contrary, do a great deal of their} 


skating with both legs in the air. 
x* * * 


An American charged with bigamy : 


was reported to be keeping fifteen 
wives. 
memory for faces. 

x kk 


“The whole of the brain never works 
at one time,” says a scientist. We had 
supposed this on hearing one of the 
latest popular songs. 


xk 


A man who broke a railway cane 
window forty years ago has sent 


station-master five pounds. We under- 2 


stand that the window is to be repaired. 
S 2 ® 


British pigs, declares an expert, ame ! 


unsuited for bacon. The 4 
themselves are said to be warmly sup 


Of course he had an excellent | 


ee 


Nor have Ij _ - 
Do I} 


Indeed I rejoice to see these} 
organs so numerous, thriving and busy,| 
constituent members of the great Gag] 
World to which both you and I belong. | 
Do I murmur, “Too many papers”? } 





ROU bh 





porting this view. 
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More Unsolved Crime. 


On the evening of August 13th, 1909, 
Timothy Thwackpin, manager of the 
Hootle branch of the and Clyde 
Bank, was seen to leave his office at his 
usual hour (5.30 p.m.) after locking the 
main door and rattling it to make sure 
that it was properly closed. No fewer 
than four people saw him perform this 
operation, including a doctor, a clergy- 





man, a justice of the peace and a 


Commissioner for Oaths [~~ 
named Candle. 

Three minutes later a 
Corporal of Horse in the 
2nd Life Guards narrowly 
missed running Mr. 
Thwackpin down with his 
bieyele at the junction of 
the High Street and Great 
Horsemarket Street—a 
dangerous crossing, as those 
readers who know Hootle 
will agree. 


The next person to see 
him was a Mr. Myrtletoe, 
who combined the business 
of granite merchant with 
a local agency for the Can- 
adian Pacifie Steamship 
Company. On this occa- 
sion Mr. Thwackpin was 
studying an _ illustrated 
steamship poster which 
was hung in a prominent 
spot in his window in the 
High Street. In a state- 
ment he made to the police 
Mr. Myrtletoe recalled that 
he had also noticed that 
Mr. Thwackpin was carry- 
ing a cabin-trunk, a pair 
of snow-shoes and an axe 
of the type commonly 
used by backwoodsmen, al- 
though he had attached 
no importance to this fact 
at the time. What had 
struck him as rather odd, 
however, was that Mr. 





T wack) in 


| happened to be wearing a rather 


obvious false beard, blue-tinted spec- 
tacles and a fur-cap with ear-flaps, but 
at that moment a customer came into 
his shop to buy some granite and he 
forgot Mr. Thwackpin completely. 


The village constable next en- 
countered Mr. Thwackpin making his 
way in a northerly direction and wear- 
ing, he thought, in addition to the 
beard and cap, a false nose, although 
in the half-light the constable could 
not be absolutely certain, He hailed 
Mr. Thwackpin with a friendly “ Good- 
night, Sir!” to which Mr. Thwackpin 





replied with some muttered words 
which the constable did not catch. 
Two detectives who were down from 
London on other business also saw him 
several minutes later but failed to 
recognise him. According to their 
evidence the elder of the two detec- 
tives, by name Spaniel, mistook Mr. 
Thwackpin for a pony and trap. The 
younger, whose name was Eggspoon 
and whose evidence may be discounted 
because he was colour-blind and in 
love, was under the impression that 





Weisu Hare To-morrow! 


Mr. Thwackpin was Winston Cuurcn- 
ILL, being misled apparently by the 
curious form of headgear. 

Mr. Thwackpin’s road home lay 
through a copse known locally as 
Speed Copse, and thence by way of 
Yew Wood and Ziegfield’s Folly to 
“The Groats,” in which he resided with 
an unmarried sister. 

Once more we pick up his trail. A 
thatcher who happened to be returning 
to his native village after an absence of 
forty years admitted having seen Mr. 
Thwackpin walking on his hands (the 
italics are mine) through Speed Copse 
and balancing the trunk on his feet. 
He too appears to have attached no 





ia Legion, some pieces of a 


importance to the incident, and only 
remembered it some nights later in the 
bar of the “ Black Bull.” 

Now comes the extraordinary part 
of the story. Mr. Thwackpin did not 
arrive at his home that evening, nor 
yet the following evening. In fact Mr. 
Thwackpin has not arrived home yet, 
He disappeared completely, vanished 
into thin air, and has not been seen 
from that day to this. 


search was made of the bank premises 
without any success. No trace of Mr. 


Thwackpin could be found, 
No trace of anything could 
be found—even the office 
furniture and safe. 
Suspicion immediately 
fell on the unmarried sis. 
ter, a Miss Currant, whe 


Currant because, as she 
stated in evidence, she 
‘thought “the name of 
-| Thwackpin rather vulgar 
anda little fantastic.” She 
was arrested. It was 
| proved that she had been 
|taking secret lessons in 
| typewriting for some time, 
-and indeed a typewriter 
| was found in her room at 
| “The Groats.” 

She swore on oath that 
she knew nothing about 
the disappearance of her 
unfortunate brother, but 
| the police thought other- 
| Wise. 





A detailed search of the 
house and grounds of “The 
Groats”’ was made by the 
police. The lawns were 
carefully dug over and the 
lily-pond was dragged with 
nets. As a result of these 
operations the police dis- 
covered a Roman tile bear- 
ing the stamp of the XXth 





vase (probably Victorian, although 
expert opinion differed sharply over 
this), a number of sodden tennis-balls 
(hidden with great ingenuity in vartous 
parts of the shrubbery) and an eel, 
When Miss Currant was confronte 

with the Roman tile she at first dis- 


claimed any knowledge of it, but later eS 


broke down and confessed to having 
seen “something similar in a museum 
at Bath.” 


If Miss Currant had stood by that : 


statement all would have been ’ 


but she lost her head and admitted that | — 


resent when the XXth 
on the lawn—then an 


she had been 
Legion cam 


rr 


At horough | F 


was really a half-sister and | 
went under the name of} 





open field. Evidence of Roman occupa 


aa 
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ily | tion was proved beyond doubt, and 
he | the situation looked black for Miss 9 aetag 
Currant. i 
rt Fortunately, however, a centurion | 
ot | who was living in retirement at Old cr 
or | Sarum, came forward and volunteered i 
Ir, | the information that he dimly remem- { 
et, bered the tile having been used as a 
ed | stand for cooking-utensils during his 7 
en | service with the XXth Legion. He } 
gh | failed to pick out Miss Currant at an = 
$08 identification parade. She was r — 
lr. leased and with her release ended th« 
id. | search for Mr. Thwackpin. The police 
ld | seem to have grown apathetic over the 
10e | affair and lost interest. 
sly Now let us examine the case from a 
‘is- fresh angle. First we will take the dat 
ho | of the disappearance—August 13th 
nd 1909. Is there anything significant 
of about these figures? I venture to sup 
he pose that there is. 1341909 - 1922 
she What happened in 1922? One 
of hundred-and-seventy inches of rain 
rar fell in Cumberland. Good. We seem to : 
the be getting somewhere. Subtract 10 Ke 
as from 1922. Result, 1912. Excellent , 
on On the 6th September, 1912, I find that Us} 
in a balloonist named Truffle set out from ‘ 
al King’s Lynn in a balloon on a trip to \ 
, 
ter Oslo He must have passed over Hootle 
at \ ou follow the line of reasoning ! Phe 
balloonist is forced down, having lost 
= his bearings. He catches sight of Mr 
vat Thwackpin and politely asks him the 
aa way to Oslo. Mr. Phwackpin offers to 
al guide him. They both jump into the 
basket of the balloon and in a moment 
a. * they have dwindled to a tiny speck in 
the sky Nobody ever hears anything 
the of either of them again 
rhe And that is my reconstruction of the 
the disappearance. Of course Mr. Thwack 
ee pin may have been spirited away by as 
the fairies or he may have fallen down a NoW WHAT /s THE USE OF OUR FILLING THE FLATS WITH FRIGIDATORS AND 
‘ith deep we il. Not that I care: nor do you MOTHLESS CUPBOARDS AND LARDERETTES AND SNUGFIT WINDOWS AND KOOKS- 
. nee : DELYTES AND PORPHYRENE BATH-TUBS IF AT THE E ‘ ’ rou GOING 
rth I imagine. Doubtless Mr. Thwackpin tn be nel gpasi at asinine aeccleey arlene morgen a Ey ae. Sone 
Be is poy pcre y oer he < ss ICL RMS: ANE REE RE re 
rer I do rather fee , alias 
<th thie ktsd reser forint aro ~ Refuting the official guides And citizens of Athens smile 
fa a complete stranger is not quite the - - Beneventum oF " NOssus, lo note his flawless Attic style 
ugh straight bat, if you follow me Shall K 1A som Sy a Tog =? And when. his soul foredone with 
ver we leave it at that ? or ever on his tearnec lip. ees 
— oceania — his nom to be a butt . His nervous system badly shaken, 
‘or scath a ests j re » rt ‘e wa) f i ” 
oak Day oO RT ey oe ing jest ind pungent ‘ _ once more that haven 
ted They hail him with the Dutch for His word is on occasion taken, 
dis- Au me! in what fantastic ways “mutt. Where he has known it to occur 
re Men misconceive the situation They ask in Spanish where his nurse That one has even called him “Sir” 
ing When, with the passing of the days is af 
‘um The schools close down for their ‘They pounce with confiscating hand With what strange sinkings of the 
vacation Upon his cherished contraband. heart, ; 
hat And from the academic door What dire internal palpitation 
vell, The usher is let loose once more’ The accent that his caustic tongue Must he dilate upon the art 
hat Has seared into his French division Of Rugby or Association 
X th It is supposed that he bestrides \ppears to strike the Gallic young To brats who had the cheek to see 
} an The narrow world like a Coloss) Itself as matter for derision, His dolorous attempts to ski! 
\pa- 
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“Bedlingtons!” I cried. ‘‘That’s the name. Bedlingtong 

Regards to Enticott. Half-size, thin, floppy lambs dipped in soot. You werg | _ 

i — saying?” i ee 

Bee gradually,” said Pinleaf, “is how he does = ““I_ was saying—+"_— 

| it Al alor — mcg like that.” “Tt takes us a long time to reach the root of the matter, 

‘You oda not of course remember, but in these pages And by the way, where does time come in? I thought this 

a few years ago I wrote a harrowing account of an attempt was really all about time?” 

_ by my friend Pinleaf to explain to me Mr. J. W. Dunn's “I’m coming to that. You have to grasp the principle | 
_ theory of Serialism as set forth in the book, An Experiment first, the principle of the regress. If you will keep on about | 
| With Time. This attempt 2 page abortive: but those to Enticott—— . 





: 
a 
$ 
4 


ts 
= 





aay ee 





whom Pinleaf has ever tried to explain anything—he has “A very nice chap,” I interjected, 
a special sort of mind, he says, which grasps theories by “I don’t doubt it; but-—— 
_ intuition almost—will understand what happened as soon “One of the best.” a 
_ as Mr. Dunne published his new book, The Serial Univers: “All right, all right ; only wire ; ; 
Pinleaf began on me all over again. I don’t know what | “ His life was gentle,” I said, “and the elements so mixed 
_ should have done without Enticott. in him that Nature might stand up——” 
I said I was glad Mr. Dunne did it gently and gradually. “Every time,” agreed Pinleaf—‘“every time. But what] 
| “It relieves my mind,” I said, “to hear that he doesn't has Enticott to do with our regress? Now you must} 
expect us all to be as quick-witted as you.” get this into your head. Take A as the first term. Now] 
There seemed to be a tinge of suspicion in Pinleaf's make A——” 
glance as he went on to say a little sulkily that Mr. DuNNE “While the sun shines—to be sure,” I nodded. 
began by explaining what a regress was. It was at this point that Pinleaf began to speak rather 
“I see,” I said hastily, for I well remembered that Pinleaf loudly, is 
himself had made several stern efforts to get this notion “Supposing,” he bellowed, “that the only knowledge we | 
into my head, and I did not want him to do it again. “And have of A is the effect it makes on B. You must see how | 
how does he go on?” that applies. The only knowledge anyone has of anything | 
“I’m coming to that,” said Pinleaf. “ But first it behoves comes through the senses, and taking B’ as an observing }~ 
you to make an effort to grasp what a regress———” entity” se 
“It behoves me?” I said, for this had to be stopped at “It is not now as it hath been of yore,” I said sadly, |” 


all costs. “You gave me no warning that I should be “Turn wheresoe’er I may, by night or day, the things which 
behoved. It takes a skilful man to behove. Not everyone I have seen I now can see no more. And it’s no good even 
can do it. Ah, what a tangled web we wove when first asking me what A should do. I never was up to much at} 


we practised to behove! Let me remind you———” social problems.” 

“He makes use,” Pinleaf went on inexorably, ‘‘of the Pinleaf said he had no intention of asking me any such 
analogy of an artist painting a picture of the universe. thing. “A and B,” he said, “are simply terms in a regress,” | 
The artist paints the picture, but the artist sees he isn’t “You bet they are—and observing entities,” I said. “T 
in the picture himself, so he shifts back and paints himself find it hard to think of observing entities called A and B. “ 
painting the picture. But he hasn't painted himself painting You ought to give them names.” -_: 
himself painting the picture, so he shifts again and does “Names?” = fp 
that. And so on,” “Certainly. Enticott,” I said meekly, “might do for 

“That's a regress?” one.” 

“Yes, you see?” said Pinleaf, implying that it was all Pinleaf looked as if he could do for several, and the 
over and hadn’t hurt a bit. moment seemed opportune for us to part. I had never 

“And how does it apply?” before been so grateful to Enticott. R. M. 5 


Well, the point is that each term of the regress is com- 
posed of an observing entity that is also in due course an 











observed entity.” Elegy. : 
“IT knew a man named Entity once,” I said. “He used 

to breed Sealyhams.” “So the OF Man’s gone,” said Bill—‘‘ol’ Cap'n Warren <r 
“We aren't discussing your friend Entity.” I signed with onst in the clipper Rathlin Head; 2. 
“No,” I said; “and now I remember it wasn't Entity at "E give up the sea after they sold ‘is ship foreign, BS 

all, it was Enticott; funny how one forgets. The iniquity An’ ’e lived to be eighty-odd, an’ now ’e’s dead. ; 

of Oblivion blindly seattereth her poppy. You may have, 

noticed that.” : ’ E was an ‘ard ol’ case, a tough ol’ terror, s 2 
Pinleaf said in a firm challenging tone: “Entity or W’en you felt ‘is fist it was like a kick from an ‘orse; | 

Enticott——” But one thing I'll tell you, an’ no fatal error: od 
“Quite, quite. Exactly. Enticott and his Sealyhams. "E was a grand seaman as ever set @ course. 


Though, again,” I added thoughtfully, “1 believe it wasn’t 
Sealyhams. I believe it was—what do you call those dogs 
that look as if they're made of jelly covered with feathers ?” 
“Never,” said Pinleaf, “in my life—” 
“Now, now, we're getting off the subject,” I pointed out 
sternly. ‘These entities—surely you don’t mean they re 


An ‘ard-’ittin’, ‘ard-livin’, ’ard-swearin’ ol’ sinner— 
That was 'im,” said Bill, and struck his palm on the 
bar; - 
“ But nobody never passed ‘is ship while ’e was in ‘er, ; 
An’ ’e drove ‘er for twenty year an’ never lost a spar. 


facing in opposite directions at once, like Janus?” "E was a tough ol’ nut, an ‘ard ol’ devil &: 
“Janus 18 beside the point. As ever walked the weather side of a poop,” Bill | — 
Not more so than Enticott and his—— If only I said, 4 





could remember the name of those damn dogs “A cross ined ol’ ¢ idn’ ‘ » civil 
‘Bias ‘ om ’ A cross-grained ol’ cuss as didn’t know ‘ow to be civ! 

_ T wish you hadn't got this habit of introducing concrete Either to God or man—an’ I’m kind o’ sorry ’e’s dead.” 

illustrations that are nothing to do with the——” Cc. F.8. 
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Precautionary Measures. 

Emily’s message, delivered by young 
Joe, stated that her mother was stil! 
*“queer-like.” 

“I said she had better stay round 
there to-night,” Pamela informed me 
“So it would save a lot of bother if 
we popped up to Town for dinner.” 

“And the burglar-scare?’’ I hinted 
“They haven’t caught the man who 
broke in at the Martins’ last week.” 

“IT know: but we have got those 
screw-things.” 

The screw-things when screwed in 


| effectively prevent the windows from 


being opened more than two inches. | 
inserted them all. 
“We might leave the hall-light on 
too,” said Pamela. 
4 a * : 
The hall-light was still shining when 
we returned from the haunts of pleasure 
It continued to shine while I discovered 
that I had forgotten the key 
“Never mind. There are always the 


& 


windows,” remarked Pamela _philo 
sophically. 
‘Not in the sense you mean. I refer 


to the screw-things.” 

“Yes, but perhaps you forgot on 
of them too Try the back.” 

I did. Particularly when I landed 
on it after encountering the dust-bin 
Every screw-thing was in place 

“Then we must ask the Harpers to 
put us up,” said Pamela when I re 
ported. ‘We can’t stay here in the 
rain all night.” 

A quarter-of-an-hour elapsed while 
we walked round and ascertained that 
the Harpers were not there 

“IT remember now,” said Pamela 
cheerfully. ‘Mrs. Harper said they 
were going away for the week-end. We 
must go home and break the scullery 
window. You can find a good stone in 
the rockery.” 

Several bad stones in the rockery 
found me first, and by the time I had 
secured a good one my knee was badly 
swollen. I was roused by a shriek from 
Pamela—a quiet shriek, but unmis 
takably a shriek. Limping painfully 
I hurried round to the front-garden 

“Look!” she whispered. 

I could see nothing, and said so 

“That's why I called you. The hall 
light has gone out.” 

“Good heavens!” 

‘Somebody has broken in while we 
were round at the Harpers,” whispered 
Pamela tensely. 

‘In that case,” I said, brightening 
‘we might locate the break and get in 
too.” 

“Don’t be ridiculous They re prob- 
ibly armed.” 
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I patted my portion of the rockery. 
So am | 
Let’s ring the bell.” 

“On the off-chance 
glars will let us in?” 

“If we ring the front-door bell, 
naturally they'll be terrified and dart 
out at the back 

“While we remain here wondering 
whether they have darted or are merely 
about to dart?” 

We shall hear them,” said Pamela, 
advancing on the bell-push. “I heard 
every word when you found the rockery. 
Listen!” 

\part from the muffled pealing of 
bell there was silence 


that the bur- 


the 
Ring again,” I suggested. 
Shush! She clutched me ex- 
citedly by the arm. “I hear footsteps!” 
I shushed Stealthy footsteps inside 
the house were distinctly audible. 


be 








MuMMY 
LARDER GONE, 











A 
- ea 
AND BOUND TO THI 
A CLEAR CASE FoR ScoTLaANpD Yarp.” 


GAGGED CHAIR, 


“They're coming to the door,” 
whispered Pamela, shivering. 

“Stand back!” I commanded, and 
poised my rock. 

Emily opened the door. 

ok a * * 

“Mother was much better, Mum,” 
explained Emily, “so I thought I'd 
come back.’ 

“Yes,” I said, “but how? We've 
been trying to come back for hours 
Every window on the ground-floor has 
a screw-thing.” 

“T didn’t try the windows, Sir,” said 
Emily—‘‘not when I found you had 
left the back-door unlocked.” 


* 





‘The B.N.C, orchestra, under Dr. Adrian 
Boult, will give two serenades and an orches- 
tral concert.”—Daily Paper. 

The authorities didn’t encourage seren- 
ades when we were up. 
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“MUMMY, WOULDN'T YOU LIKE TO PUT THE COSY ON THE EGG?” 
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Kultur. 
Typical englisch Conversations for nordic Students. 
(Made in Germany.) 





XI1.—Tue Rapto Box. 


Lord Smith. 1 am for buying a wireless box. 
also go along ? 

Viscount Brown. Certainly. It is very convenient to 
have the apparatus so that one can plug up and listen to 
at wish. I do enchoy the Regional and the National and so 
on ete, 

Lord Smith. 1t is marvellous what they can do. One over- 
liears all sorts of informations at prodigious distances. 

Viscount Brown. One can listen to the Empire and 
englisch entertainments. [They enter the radio place. 

Lord Robinson. That one looks proficient. 

Lord Smith. It is a bi-valve with a loud speaker. 

Viscount Brown. 1 shall take a look-in to see what is in 
the box. 

Lord Robinson. Come now! One must not be a Noser- 
Parky. It is well to remember that ‘‘Curiousness slew the 
pussy.” * 

Viscount Brown. Goodness gracious! Do not be rude at 
me, I say, or I shall engage with you at fisticuffs and lay 
about me. 

Lord Smith. Lords! Lords! It is the privilege of a gentle- 
man to quarrel how much he likes, but it would be meet not 
to bicker before the shop-person, who now approaches. 

Shop-person. Should I give you a practical demonstration 


Will you 


| of this box, milords ? 








om 


Viscount Brown. Certainly, my good fellow. Go to it. | 


Start it up. [The box gives forth. 
Lord Smith. Oh, this is tikling my fancy! I have heard 
this man elsewhere—on the music-halls. 
Lord Robinson. I know him too. I have seen him per- 


form conchuring tricks and feats of ledgerdemain. He} 


conceals his traces most slyly. He is very dexter. : 
Viscount Brown. It is his comic back-answers which 
please me. Listen! Ho! Ho! 
Shop-person. Shall I put it to yet another station ’ 
Viscount Brown. Do. 
shall follow. [A talk makes itself heard. 
Lord Smith. It is amazing how clearly one hears the fellow 
speak. It is a delightful box. 
Viscount Brown. How interesting is this talk! Attend! 
Lord Robinson. As for me, I have not really much love 
lost for such machines. Iam more addicted tothe pleasures 
of the table, preferring to bib wine in ample doses. 
Viscount Brown. Almost you are not a gentleman! 








“Counsel (in Durban): It has been said, my Lord, that truth is 
stranger than fiction. The Judge: It has also been said, Mr. Blank, 
that truth is stranger than fiction.”—-Natal Paper. 
When Counsel rejoined that it had also been further 
said that truth was stranger than fiction, even the jury, 
we understand, were moved to mirth by this delicate 
symposium of wit. 





“There is now so much business at the police courts in Buck- 
inghamshire and the sittings are becoming so protracted that the 


county Standing Joint Committee are to consider providing cushions |. 


for the magistrates’ chairs,”—Evening Paper. 


I am on tanterhooks to hear what $3 








Surely they mean the Sitting Joint ? 
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MUSSOLINI AND LAVAL 
(together). 











A BRACE OF SHEIKHS. 


AND EUROPE WILL 


BE PARADISE 


“A LITTLE PACT ON WHERE AND WHY AND HOW, 
A SETTLEMENT OF THIS OR THAT—AND THOU 
BESIDE ME IN AGREEMENT MORE OR LESS, 


ENOW.” 
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| still heavily laden with ripe 
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Oh, to be in Britain! 


“The Nook,” 
Little Sweliersham, 
Kent 





To the Editor. 

Str,—As evidence of the unusual 
mildness of the present winter as well 
as of the wonderful climate we enjoy 
in this sheltered corner of England, I 
should like to record that on Christmas 
Day I gathered a large basketful of 
luscious strawberries from an open bed 
in my garden. We had them 
for tea with cream, and my 
Uncle Septimus, who was 
staying with us for the festive 
declared that never 
had he tasted more delicious 
fruit. 

Yours, ete., 
LANDOLPH 


season, 


BUNDLE 


“Poona Cottage,” 
West Dithering, 
Susse a 
T'o the Editor. 

Srr,—With reference to the 
letter from a Kentish corre- 
spondent in a recent issue of 
your paper, may I point out 
that his is not the only 
county to have experienced 
the effects of the prevailing 
warm spell. In proof of this 
I should like to say that my 
garden has been yielding a 
regular and plentiful supply 
of red currants and rasp- 
berries since Mid-December, 
and the bushes and canes ar 


fruit. Incidentally we have 
a wasps’-nest in the refuse 
dump. Once again it is a case 
of “ Sussex for Sunshine.’ 
Yours, etc., 
T. Rumrorp Has 
(Lt.-Col., Ret.) 


E 
rOOTH 


“The Hermitage, 
Bubblecombe., 
South Devon 
To the Editor. 

Str,—On New Year’s Day I dis 
tinctly heard the cuckoo. Unfortu 
nately some village boys who were 
playing hide-and-seek in the copse 
from which the ‘“‘wandering voice’ 
proceeded disturbed the bird and pre 
vented my catching a glimpse of it 
The arrival of this welcomed visitant 
so early in the year is proof (if proof 
were needed) that our West-Countrs 
has nothing to fear from its boastful 
rivals of the South-East coast 

Yours, ete., 
GEORGINA GULL 





“Lotus Villa,” 
Station Crescent, 
North Wembley. 
To the Editor. 

Str,—What about Middlesex ? Strol- 
ling down my garden the other day 
I met my tortoise, Henry, who had 
emerged from his winter quarters under 
the potting-shed and was basking 


luxuriously in the bright sunshine. I 
quickly called to my daughter to bring 
him a saucer of milk, which he drank 
eagerly, giving us a grateful look. I 
have always maintained that, in spite 








AFTERWARDS FOR NOTHING 


of its reputation for fogs, London can 
claim to possess the finest climate in 

the British Isles 
Yours, 
WILLIAM 


etc., 


BIGGLESWADE. 


Nether Throxton Rectory, 
Nr. Melton Mowbray, 
Leicestershire. 
T'o the Editor 
On the afternoon of Boxing- 
Day as I was on my way to a meeting 
at the Village Institute I believe I saw 
a humming-bird. It was hovering over 
a cluster of haws in the hedgerow 
at the bottom of Miss Chickwiddy’s 
orchard. I cannot absolutely vouch 
for the accuracy of my observation, as 


SIR 


unfortunately I had left my spectacles 
on my desk in the study, but if I am 
right surely it is a striking tribute to 
the genial climate of this little Midland 
hamlet. 
Yours, ete., 
(Rev.) AMprose PatTcHert. 


Munchhausen Ness, 
Thurso. 
T'o the Editor. 

Srr,—May I as a resident in the 
Scottish Highlands make my modest 
contribution to the catalogue of natural 
~~) phenomena recorded by your 

jreaders and attributed by 
| them in part to the unseason- 
| able clemency of the weather 
‘and in part to the peculiar 
| merits of their own favoured 
localities ? Last Monday morn- 
ing as I admiring 
the exceptionally fine crop 
of grape-fruit now ripening 


stood 


|on the south wall, my gar- 
dener, McTavish, drew my 
attention to a large egg- 


|like object which lay in the 
| middle of the garden-path. 
| As we regarded it the egg 
(for such in fact I perceived 
it to be) began to move 
slightly, and presently a 
crack appeared in its sur- 
| face. After a few convulsive 
ijerks the shell divided and 
out popped a young ostrich 


chick, which immediately 
=— | took to its heels and, clear- 
i~ ) |ing the hedge at a single 
|bound, disappeared down 
ithe braeside at astonishing 
| speed. 
~~ | McTavish agrees with me 
| that this is a most unusual 
| occurrence for the time of the 
Polifracer, | year a ‘aithness. 
$ SUCH A NICE DENTIST. "E PULLED ovT THE wrona | eo oes, 
FIRST, BUT THEN ‘I PULLED OUT THE RIGHT ON? | rrrvs McOartes. 


| ee (. LM. 
An old-fashioned spinster from Brewood 
Was such an impossible prewood 

That she got in a state o- 
Ver peeling potato 
And serving it up in the newood. 


ATTACK THE Tuck-SHop 
Daily Pape ’ Headline. 


“ HEADMASTERS 


So that’s why Smith mi. found the 
doughnuts were sold out 
“The Malacca contingent for the Austra- 


lian Scout Jamboree, under the charge of 
S.M. K. T. Joseph, will leave Malacca on 
Saturday. Scouter Joseph will take with him 
a consignment of Malacca canes 

Straits Paper. 


Little trouble is anticipated en route. 
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VACATION ’s over. Back goes Master Phil 
To college; his academy embraces 
Young John; another institution still 
Recaptures Pam, and corresponding places 
Absorb their many friends. 
Vacation ends. 


And | half-dead survey my ravished bower 
As one surviving from a four-weeks’ battle 
Marks with incredulous wonder that the shower 
Of missiles falls no more—the roar, the rattle, 
The earth-contorting qualm: 
Sudden is calm. 


I witness too on my domestic staff 
The same bewildered semi-stunned expression, 
As though they doubted should they weep or laugh 
That all our schools are once again in session 
And youth’s dementing mob 
Back to its job. 


No more of “murders” with their noisy rant, 
Or silent “sardines” (mercy, how I hate ’em!) 
No more my red-hot wireless-valves decant 
(Aided by all our records, seriatim) 
That fount of minstrelsy, 
The B.B.C. 


Now can I sit me in my chair again— 
Ay, plump me down with little fear of finding 


A paint-box, aeroplane or fountain-pen 








Or scattered bits of Jeeves (who needs re-binding). 
Unlittered are our floors, 
Unslammed our doors. 


Dear children? Yes, but memory records 
Occasions when, distraught, I watched Cook harden 
her 
Good-natured face to frowns like flaming swords, 
And Alice (housemaid) too, and Simmons 
(gardener), 
And wondered, watching it, 
Will they all quit ? 


With keener moments of acerbity— 
Such as when Phil and Pam were asked out 
dancing, 
Forgot (of course they did) the front-door key 
And knocked us up as dawn was fast advanc- 
ing; 
Or when I sat upon 
Cast sweetmeats (John). 


Ah! then I cursed the name of holiday 
And swore to send the feckless trio packing. . . . 
Well, now they've packed; they’re gone; they’re 

far away. 
peace is back, yet somehew something’s 
lacking. 
Blest peace, seraphic lull, 
But—Lord, it’s dull! 


Peace 





H. B 
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At the Play. 


“Tae Dommant SEX” 
(SHAFTESBURY). 

Waar a relief it is to find an untri- 
angular play about marriage, a play 
which faces the fact that incompat- 
ibility is at least as common as 
infidelity and raises issues which are 





| just as, if not a good deal more difficult 


to resolve. From the dramatist’s point 


| of view the sacrifice of that angle and 
_ all the tension and glamour which it 
| traditionally supplies is surely cour- 
| ageous; and if he is going to hold an 


audience for three hours with the rela- 


| tions of two people and make vital the 


| and obstinate, was too hope- 


| tL), who demanded a vote on 
| their joint board not because 
_ she was an aggressively in- 


question: ‘How much say should a 
wife have in the big decisions which 
mould her husband’s career and there- 
fore her own mode of life?” he has got 
to steer a very cunning course not to 
become enmeshed in the fatiguing web 
of Bloomsbury psychology nor to go 
utterly adrift on the deep blue sea of 
endless discussion. In Private Lives Mr. 
Nort Cowarp managed it with great 
theatrical success, but he was careful 
to select entirely irresponsible char- 
acters, impossible to judge by any 
ordinary standards, and halfway 
through he allowed them to relax in 
a terrific flat-smashing row which 
wiped the slate clean again. 

The main difference between his play 
and Mr. Micwart Eean’s is that 
whereas his characters were living 
exclusively in the present, Mr. Eaan’s 
are anxious—too anxious, probably, 
for settled happiness—about their 
future. Incompatibility (a horrible 
word in any case) is not per- 
haps a fair description of their 
trouble, for their marriage was 
the outcome of a successful 
experimental period together, 
and all the time one felt that, 
although their problem ran to 
the root of things, it need never 
become insuperable. Very 
simply it was that Dick (Mr. 
RicHARD Brrp), not a bad 
fellow but exceedingly selfish 


lessly masculine to concede 
enough mental territory to 
Angela (Miss Diana Cuurcu- 


dependent young woman but 
because, though no one said so, 
hers was much the finer intelli- 
gence. They were deeply in 
love and perfectly faithful to 
each other. 

Dick had invented a marvel- 
lous electric motor, but he was 





Dick Shale 
Angela Shale . 


far more interested in the rotation of 
crops than cranks, and only wanted to 
ria a fortune quickly in order to buy 
back the family farm in Dorset and run 
it. It was the question of how he should 
best market his invention which clari- 
fied the issue between him and his wife. 
She was insistent that, if they were to 
have a child, he must play for safety and 








STUDYING THE MARKET AND MIND. 
ING THE PROPERTY (BABY). 
Dick Shale . Mr. Rienarp Brep. 


sell out for a lump sum ; he regarded his 
business affairs as outside the range of 
her judgment. In order to prevent him 
from entering a doubtful partnership 
she went to the length of admitting that 
his prospective partner had once been 
her lover, and so the see-saw of recrim- 
ination was fairly set in motion, with 
a strong bias of reason on Angela’s side. 





MASCULINE COMMENT ON FEMININE CHEEK. 


- Mr. Ricuarp Bren. 


. Miss Diana Cuvrcuie. 



































As a foil to these two Mr. Ecan algo 
sketches out the contrasted case of 
Angela’s friend, Gwen (Miss E tey 
PoLLocK), a suburban harpy who, 
bored with her mild decent husband, 
Joe (Mr. Henry Hewitt), thought it 
best to continue running his home and | 
children efficiently and deceive him on 
the quiet, until, suddenly awakened, 
Joe decamped with the girl from the 
station bookstall, leaving his wife 
sadder but not very much wiser, 

The Third Act found Dick and Angela | — 
in an ultra-modern house (rather at- {| 
tractive, but, oh! what a colour fora 
hall-door! Anything but that par. |” 
ticular mauve!) in an outlying suburb, | 
having arrived at a modus vivendi by 
which his career should be Dick's 
province and the home Angela’s. Only 
once did she break across the frontier, 
just before her baby was born, to 
insist on Dick selling his motor to a 
firm and accepting from it a good per- 
manent job; and when, at the end, the 
news that the old home-farm (which 
had once again sucked its occupants | 
inevitably down to bankruptcy) was | 
in the market sent Dick racing madly 
to Dorset with flapping cheque-book, | — 
the curtain went down on a strangely | — 
suburban Angela, made _ philosophic 
perhaps by motherhood, asking dis- 
creetly about Dorset’s cinematic and 
shopping amenities. 

Which is the dominant sex? Well, 
which? The obstinate male or the 
adaptable female? And, Dick and 
Angela apart, are men really more 
obstinate, women more adaptable? 
These absorbing inquiries and a host 
more arise from this amusing play, 
which is by no means an in- 
terminable marital argument. 
Mr. E@an’s dialogue runs 
smoothly, he has pretty well 
mastered the trick of giving 
controversy dramatic point, 
and it is possible to believe in, 
if not always to sympathise |- 
with, his characters. His first | 
two Acts are his best. 

Miss CHURCHILL was excel- 
lent; so was Mr. Brrp, exce 
that he seemed to me to ove 
the husky bear business a little; 
it was certainly overdone im 
the part itself. Eric. 


“Tue Brya Boys arE Here” 
(ALHAMBRA). 

The curtain rises at the Al- 
hambra (after as furious a pre- 
liminary bombardment from 
the orchestra as | ever remem- 
ber to have heard) on a typical. 
scene of quiet English country 
life. Into the Market Place, 
Binghampton, already graced 


—— 
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by the presence of The Oldest Inhabitant, 
The Town Crier, and two Yokels, come 
Col. Slasher, Lord Rip, Lady Mayfair, 
Mayor Bing and about a hundred thou- 
sand of theless distinguished. Instantly 
two questions occur to the inquiring 
mind. What means this assembly of all 
that is best and brightest in Binghamp- 
ton?. And (which is more important) 
where is GEORGE RoBEyY—or, as one 
should more properly say, Lucifer Bing ? 
Why tarry the wheels of his chariot ’ 
The answer to the first question is 
quickly forthcoming. This is the glad 
day on which the statue of some local 
worthy—you can see it there, all 
modestly shrouded in the background 
—is to be unveiled. And as to the 
second—well, one has one’s suspicions. 

The moment of the unveiling ap- 
proaches, the fun and frolic on the 





| stage works itself up to an ear-splitting 


crescendo, the fateful cord is pulled 
and it isn’t Grorae Rosey after all. 


| It is simply the wrong statue. Our 
| suspicions were unfounded, and our 
| hands, poised ready for a welcoming 
| Clap, are left waving foolishly in the air 


But the disappointment, grave though 
it is, is short-lived. For the next mo- 
ment Mr. Rospery, unshrouded and un- 
mistakable, is in our midst 
Henceforward it is Roney, Rosey 
all the way. I can find nothing new to 
say about this astounding man. Some 


| people—and one can understand the 


feeling, however far one is from sharing 


it—find him wearisome; but to most of 


| us his mere presence on the stage is a 
| delight. It is a kind of tradition. There 


| is to laugh. 


he is, and the only thing to do about it 
Often one laughs out loud 
—at his songs or at those preposterous 
fingers or when he stuffs his dickey back 
into the top of his frightful trousers 


| with a fork; and for the rest of the time, 


even when he is doing nothing at all, 


one laughs inwardly—partly because of 


what he may be going to do but chiefly 
because even in repose he is so hope- 
lessly and irresistibly absurd. I 


| have seen him in better turns certainly 
! . . . ~ 

| than he has in this show—I wish he 
| would give us the German Professor 


agin 





| me about the green 


of Music again—but the essentials are 
there, and Mr. Ropgy’s least good is 
good enough for me. 

Miss VioLer LoRAINE renews the 
old War-time partnership and is as ever 
clever and gay and good to look upon. 
But I wonder if she would agree with 
(or greenish) 
creation she wore in the third scene? 
I believe, nay, I am almost certain 
that her own sex would have called it 
“messy.” 

To move on to less dangerous ground, 
there was some pleasant dancing, par- 


ticularly by the Barry Twins, who 








have learnt the invaluable art (or it 
may be natural) of always looking 
happy while they are on the stage, 
and some remarkable acrobatics and 
convulsions from DrEWo.rr, METCALF 
and Forp. Which of these was which 
I had no idea, but I do know that one 
of the two girls can spin round on the 





PRINCIPAL 
Lucifer Bing 


Emma 


ONLY BOY ”"—AND GIRL. 
Mr. Georae Rosey. 
Miss Viovtet Loraine. 


back of her neck in a way which I have 
not so far thought of emulating, and 
that the masculine member of the trio 
takes full advantage of an obviously 
complete lack of bones between the 
ankles and the neck. They might call 
themselves the Three Fillets. 





BING BALLS. 


Oliver Bing . 


. ReBLa. 


I thought very little of Resa as a 
comedian. It is probably not much fun 
in any case to be second comedian 
when Grorce Rosey is the first. 
But as a juggler he is in his element. 
Lend him your opera-hat and your 
umbrella and a tennis-ball, if you 
happen to have one about you, and 
I can assure you that a good time will 
be had by all. 

And that is really that, though I 
should perhaps have mentioned that 
there is a tuneful number in this show 
which you will want to try out on the 
pianola. It is called “If You Were the 
Only Girl in the World.” H. F. E. 


“ For’ard !” 


Over the hill-top stealing, 
Out of the fern you leap, 
Scaring the feeding seagulls, 
Packing the startled sheep; 
Crossing the plough at the corner, 
Halting to listen, and then 
Loping along by the paling 
And stopping to listen again. 








Haining a mile behind you, 
Hermiston Glen in front, 

And faint in the fields of Headshaw 
The far-off cry of the Hunt. 

Drooping and draggled and weary, 
With mask to the fir-wood set— 

Courage, O little red rover! 
For’ard! You'll beat them yet! 


Oft I’d have helped them follow, 
Oft, with a hat held high, 
Wakened the hills with a holloa, 
But somehow to-day—not I. 
A shrouding mist as of sadness 
Has hidden the skies of blue; 
To-day my heart’s with the hunted 
And my “For’ard!”’ is all for you. 
W.H. O. 
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Late News from “The Angler’s Rest.” 


“Mutiurvers Earn More.” 
Daily Paper Headline. 
An Appeal. 
“We will highly esteem your favor to pro- 


pagate in these improvements. Please do us | 


the favor of including notice of the follow- 
ing: Breakfast: 2 plates, bread and butter 
tea.”—Manchurian Paper. 


We have declined this invitation. 





*Rovat CHorar Socirry. 
MESSIAH. 
HANDE.” 
Announcement in Daily Paper. 
No L! NoL! 
“Mrs. ——— opened the programme with 
foul folk songs.” — West-Country Paper. 
Our representative immediately with- 
drew. 
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Unnatural Selection. 


| [ ‘Lions are a drug in the market.”-—Report on the value of animals 
| in the Zoo.] 


—_ 


Scensr—The Zoo. 


Chorus of Animals. The air is still and the night lies deep, 

And, glad of a winter coat, 

We who are commonly fast asleep 
Come out of our dens to vote ; 

For the date has come and the hour is here 
When we must decide anew 

On a chief-elect for the new-born year, 
King uncrowned of the Zoo. 


The Camel slopes forward. 


By virtue of a haughty mien 
I am your rightful chief; 
Were it not actually seen 
It would surpass belief; 
My wealth of stomachs might impress 
The common vulgar throng, 
But calm unruffled loftiness 
Is where I come out strong. 


Camel. 


Chorus. His feet are four cold poultices, he’s mangy in his 
hide, 
His face is set,in a chronic sneer that’s far from justified ; 
He shuts up wrong, and he’s just a slave to the twopenny 
human brat; 
We don’t ask much in a general way, but we won't have 
a king like that. 
Camel (with dignity). I scorn ye. 


The Elephant follows. 


Elephant. How would you like me? Not to advertise 
My worth unduly, some account me wise ; 
I can tear up great elm-trees, but I don’t; 
I could descant upon my years, but won’t; 
If you select me as your head, you may; 
If not, there’s no ill-feeling either way. 
He turns away, but adds as an afterthought : 
I ought to add, perhaps, on general grounds, 
That I’ve been acer fa £800. 
| This is received with some favour till the Indian Rhino- 
ceros, feeling jealous, shoves in his oar. 
Indian Rhinoceros. If you’re thinking of pachyderms, 
though I’m a late arrival, 
| offer myself for election as an interesting survival: 
After all, elephants are commonplace, but I’m exceed- 
ingly rare, 
And, if he’s worth eight hundred, I’m valued at a 
thousand. So there. 
Chorus. Talking in your own coarse way and regardless of 
metre, 
We turn you down at once without any misgiving; 
Our old friend we chuck with regret, but unluckily he’s 
a ten-seater, : 
And, as gentlem>n of leisure, we can’t have a king 
who works fu. «is living. 


[A loud kiss is heard as Moina and Mok, the celebrated 


{Secorns them. 


Gorillas, approach hand-in-hand. 
| Mok. What do you say to a pair on the throne, 
| Moina and I— 
| Moina. Mokey and me ? 
Mok. Money can’t buy us, our value’s unknown, 
Needn’t say why; 
Moina. Easy to see; 
Mok. Built on a highly intelligent plan, 
| Moina. Link between old and new, 





Both. 
Chorus. 


We are the nearest approach to Man— 
Nearest to monkeys, too, 

Munch your bananas and search for fleas, 
Monkeys you are, that’s flat; 

Lurch on your hind-legs, or stick to trees, 
You won’t get away from that. 

Mok. Come, gentle Moina, come; we'll go our ways, 

And steep ourselves in ultra-violet rays. 
[They depart. 

Suddenly to the general consternation, the Lion, with 

an indignant air, stalks in. 


Lion. Scum! Paltry objects of my seorn and hate 
(Except as food), what of my royal state ¢ 
What of the shaking of my kingly mane? 

All. We feel a stab of pain. 

Lion. What of the awful menace of my glare? 

All. It seems to get us there. 

Lion. What of the lashing of my thorny tail ? 

All. We go all over pale. 

Lion. Very well, then. Be careful lest I roar. 


Am I, or am I not your king? 
All (submissively). Encore. 
[The Hyena bursts out laughing. 
Lion. Silence yon ribald. 


Hyena. Rot. [He laughs again. 
Lion. What? 
Hyena. Rot. Talk sense. 


What are you worth? A thousand pounds—or pence? 
The Lion collapses and hides his face in his paws. 
They'd sell his sort to-day for half-a-crown ; 
Give him away for nothing. 
Chorus (with abandon). Turn him down. 
What do we care for his head of hair and the grow! that 
once seemed grim ? 
We've had enough of his clumsy bluff; we won't have a 
king like him. 
[The Lion departs muttering. The Elephant, who has 
strolled away, now returns, and remains an attentive 





spectator. 
Leader of the Voters. But still we have no king. 
Hyena. I don’t agree. 
Leader. I don’t see anybody. : 
Hyena, Why not me? 
Leader. You? That are lowest of the low? = 
Hyena (vulgarly). 


Not half; oe 
I can do one thing no one else can: laugh. : 
You've often seen how woman and man and maybe a} 
child or two é 
Have stood at your cage and laughed Ha! Ha! in a 
maddening way at you; 
You’ve often wished you could answer back but didn’t 
know how to start; 
And I’m the one and the only beast from whom you can 
learn that art. 
For laughter’s the one great boon that lifts 
Man up from the bear or cat, 
And I can teach you the gift of gifts. 
Elephant (unexpectedly). Then teach them to laugh at that. | — = 
[He blasts an entire noseful of nauseous fluid over the} 
Hyena, and all the animals, for the first and only time} 
in their lives, burst out laughing. Except the Hyena, 
who is covered with confusion. Dom-Dvum. 














“The bull placed second was an altogether better bull than the 
winner, but he had a black switch to his tail and this was so untypi 
and undesirable in the breed that he was an aged merino ram 
in South Africa.”—Kast African Paper. 


Or a young billy-goat, say, from Bechuanaland ? 
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“I'M CHOOSING A HAT AS A SI 
MARKED DEGREE.” 








A New Car for Old. 


| HAVE bought a new car—a car this 
time as #8 a car. 

I had just got a nice little windfall 
and so, having satisfied the less gentle- 
manly of my creditors, [ went to Lon- 
don with the express purpose of buy- 
ing @ car more in accordance with my 
dignity. 

“TI want a car,” I said to the man in 
the shop, “costing eighty pounds and 
with things that go up at the side when 
| go round a corner.” 

There must have ensued some pretty 
salesmanship, for 1 remember nothing 
more until I found myself driving down 
St. James’s Street in a magnificent 
saloon which I had never seen before 
A sudden thought struck me and I 
pulled in to the side of the street 
Taking out my cheque-book I turned 
with trembling fingers to the latest 
counterfoil. It was addressed to a 
motor-firm and was for the sum of a 
hundred-and-thirty pounds. How- 
ever, the car did have things which 
went up at the side when I went 
round a corner. I went round corners 


RPRISE 


























GIFT TO MY SISTER-IN-LAW AND 


till I was giddy and it was dinner- 
time 

When the correspondence with the 
bank had died down a little I drove back 
to the country garrison-town where I 
am stationed. I had a little trouble 
getting into barracks as they did not 
recognise me at the guard-room and 
wouldn't believe it was I. No wonder, 
for my cars have not until now come 
up to any standard of respectability. 

My first and original car, for instance, 
became mine for the sum of twelve 
pounds. It was a small two-seater with 
a very precarious dickey. But it carried 
me to and from my yacht and on my 
various lawful and unlawful occasions 
for eighteen months. It had no hood, 
no spare wheel, no tools, no anything. 
As it travelled along it continually 
gave out snorts of blue smoke, and 
superstitious yokels would look appre- 
hensively at it, expecting every mo- 
ment to see little red devils with tails 


and pitchforks come leaping out of 


the dickey. It was that sort of car. 
And I remember once driving a load 
of stores down to my yacht one summer 
morning at about four a.m. As I 
turned a sharp corner past the guard- 


MY HU 


















































SBAND HAS THE FAMILY FEATURES IN A 


me, The back of my car had fallen off 
and an astonished sentry was gazing 
at me, still clutching his rifle, from the 
middle of a motley pile of blankets, 
stoves, tinned food, spun-yarn, bread, 
butter, eggs, tea, sugar and salt, 
the whole made succulently glutinous 
by a blend of paraffin, golden syrup 
and ship’s glue. The guard-room ver- 
andah never quite recovered; neither 
did the sentry. 

Yes, that car led an adventurous 
life. It was caught by the police one 
day when I was driving, and caught by 
the tide one day when I was sailing. 
Finally, it caught fire one day when I 
was smoking, and it cost me a pound 
to get what remained of it removed 
from the middle of the brigade parade- 
ground, I believe it is now in the razor- 
blade business. Perhaps it helped you 
to shave this morning. 

My next car wasn’t really mine at 
all; at least not entirely. It belonged 
to a brother-officer who was being 
sent to some part of Darkest Africa 
for three years, and as | couldn't 
at that moment pay his price (twenty 
pounds) I floated a very limited 
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Temperamental Film-Star (to departing Husband). “ DarnLinc, WON'T YOU s#vek BELIEVE I°M JUST crazy ABOUT YoU? 








liability company. The other share- 
holder was another brother-officer, also 
in lowish water financially. It was not 
a very satisfactory arrangement, be- 
cause it immediately developed into a 
competition for doing the other fellow 
out of his share of the use of the car. 
| took it away on leave with me almost 
at once, but about a week after my 
leave had begun I happened to come 
over to see how everyone was getting 
on without me. I hadn’t been in the 
Mess ten minutes before my fellow 
shareholder sneaked out, and a moment 
later I saw him driving past the window 
in The Car. I asked someone casually 
where he was going, and was told he 
had gone off on a three-months’ course 
somewhere. I forget how I got home 
| in the end; I’m not sure I didn’t have 
to end my leave there and then on 
account of having no means of getting 
away again. 
__ It wasn’t a very safe company 
financially; but then it wasn’t a very 
| safe car. Each in its own way suf- 
| fered from wheel-wobble. In the 
| latter days of the car—we ran it for 


two years—none of the doors would 
shut, so we had to tie them all together 
with string. Consequently the only 
way of getting into the machine, short 
of putting the hood down (which 
couldn’t be done, anyway), was to dive 
in head-first through the side-curtains. 
With five passengers, the fifth and last 
to come aboard used to get a rather 
uncomfortable reception. No officer of 
over five years’ service was ever offered 
a lift. 

As for the safety of the company, 
that at least did not fluctuate. It 
remained to the end as it had begun, 
thus :— 


Authorised Capital (in 

two Very Extraordin- 

ary Shares @ £10 

each). .. £20 
Paid-up Capital fnil 

So last week we decided not to buy 
the car after all, and instead we are 
going to look after it for the officer in 
Africa till he comes back. I can see it 
as I write. It has a strong list to star- 





board and appears to be going down 
by the head. Its original cherry- 
coloured bodywork is now a colour 
which we have decided to describe 
officially as “bruised plum in wet 
weather.” Some little birds have 
made their home there and lead in it 
a joyous and happy home-life. It & 
a very beautiful sight. 

And now, as the bank may arrive 
any day to take my new car away, I 
am going out in it to go round a few 
corners before luncheon. 








Threnody. 


(Founded exclusively on fiction.) 





I HAVE just been informed by a cable 
From Baghdad that MELCHIOR 
Pua, 

While restoring the Tower of Babel, 
Has suddenly vanished from view; 
And, though candour is frequently 

odious, 
I’m minded to lay on his bier 
A meed of regret, not melodious 
But wholly sincere. 
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Native. “Suipron, Zur? Ir BE rowER MILE To Sarpron. Bor yo 
Motorist. Bur tT SAYS TO SHIPTON ON THE SIGNPOST THERE.” 
Native. “ Wet, I RECKON THE WIND BLOWN UN ROUND.” 

Though he never was limned by For we find an admixture of badness 


PIcasso 

Or sculped by ineffable Ep 
He possessed a more powerful basso 

Than ever was heard on the stepp 
Not even when playing Othello 

SALVINI (we take it on trust) 
Had a more Boanergean bellow 

A bulkier bust. 


But, alas! it is seldom, if ever, 
When truth is allowed to prevail 


That the strong and the brave and the 


clever 
Are perfect in ev’ry detail 


In even good clerical eggs, 
And Pucu—lI confess it with sadness 
Was weak in the legs. 


His body was quite Herculean 
And vied, to the waist, with the 
charms 
Of Venus, the famous Aegean, 
Whose beauty delights and disarms. 
But the complex which chastened and 
chilled him 
Afflicts the flamingo and crane, 
For the sight of an elephant filled him 
With infinite pain. 








te ON THE WRONG ROAD 


Yet I miss his magnificent torso 
Which gave out electrical shocks 
When displayed in a car on the Corso 

Or throned in an opera-box, 

For his manner of life was Arcadian 
His morals were those of a monk, 
And, though he was not a Canadian 
He had a Grand Trunk 
C.L.G 


Another Impending Apology. 
“A Recrran or Fryxise Foix Sones 
Translated from the Finnish by E,. Haltia, 


and put into English by G. Sidney Bird and 


Edgar Crowe.”— Wireless Programme 














PUNCH, or The London Charivari 









a ; 


Lez be 


——— a 














PRIVATE, 


! 
MANAGING DIRECTOR! 


| 
} 
| 














: 











, y yy, , V4 
WM ir 
yy Yip Wh 


U frp pyyi ad 
Te Rehan Hance 





Clerk (trying to bar visitor's entrance into sanctum). “Ie you Go IN THERE I'LL GET SACKED.” 
He. “Tuat’s O.K. As A matTrer or Fact I'M PUTTING IN FOR YOUR JOB.” 








Our Booking-Office. 
(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 





The Small Hours. 

\ voLUME variously described on jacket and cover as 
The Story of ° The Times,” The History of “ The Times” 
and “The Thunderer” in the Making (Prixtina House 
Square, 15/-) does in fact detail the inception and early 
development of a certain well-known journal. This first 
instalment, of mixed and undivulged authorship, as well 
becomes the parent of the anonymous apotheosised We, 
covers the period of unbroken progress between 1785 and 
1841, dominated by the second Jown Water and by 
Tuomas Barnes. The milestones on the road varied from 
the attainment of a boasted circulation of nearly three 
thousand copies to the publication within thirty-six hours 
of a speech delivered as far away as Edinburgh, and from 
the introduction of printing by steam power to the definite 
| acquisition of the technique of shocking the Englishman into 
| the painful duty of serious reflection. Before Barnes died 
The Times had become the storm focus of English politics, 
hated or revered as the cloudy oracle, aloof, unbribable, 
glorious in invective, buttressed by its circle of loyal adver- 
tisers. Much of the early history of English journalism is 
in this volume, most of its later developments foreshadowed. 





Goose-Feather Bed. 
Although I have generally found the artistes of Lady 
ELEANOR Smrra’s novels so true to their type in popular 
_ fiction as to be rather exasperating company, I must own 
that Hassina, the gipsy heroine of Tzigane (HutcHinson, 


7/6) has a good deal of fascination. Not that I can believe 
in her or her love for the lion-tamer whom she only saw 
twice before her marriage to a conventional Englishman, 
or in her elaborate powers of adaptation, but then one can 
enjoy a fairy-tale without believing in the princess. Allan 
Brook, the English husband, is very different—so solid 
that it is impossible to doubt him, possessed of every virtue 
that has ever been described as dull, and yet never boring 
for a second. In my opinion, Lady ELEANOR has shown 
more skill in the making of his character than in any she has 
produced so far. The clashes and sympathies between him 
and Hassina during their life together in a country house 
are very well described indeed, though without much 
humour. I enjoyed Tzigane, but I wish the author, having 
shown her subtlety, would leave exotic types for a time 
and write a novel about ordinary people. 








Clio in Slippers. 

It is odd that Mr. Puri Lrvpsay, who is so rapturously 
ecstatic about his hero, Henry V. (NICHOLSON AND WAT- 
son, 10/6), should somehow contrive to diminish him. He 
seems to present a king merciless rather than just (always 
merciless when his personal dignity has been wounded); 
fanatical rather than religious; in the field a gambler on 
chances and blind believer in his star rather ‘than a skilful 
calculating commander; a megalomaniac reaching beyond 
his grasp instead of a prudent consolidator of his gains; = 
diplomacy a consistent failure. This is neither the authors 
intention nor is it in the records. A slovenly method and 
an idiom strangely undignified put other barriers between 
him and his readers. “In each of these niches a tall 


flicked and puffed gold-leaf upon the King. Additional 
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| wenches danced and played on drums 
and gilt viols.” That isn’t an unfair 
sample of his narrative style 


| The World We Have Lived In. 
In Shaftesbury Avenue, Commander 
STEPHEN KinG-HALL entertains his 
thousands. From Portland Place he 
instructs and stimulates his tens of 
thousands. The function which he ful- 
fils in St. James’s Square as an official 
of the Royal Institute of International 
Affairs is neither spectacular nor widely 
vocal, but it is one of quite peculiar 
| utility. Nor can one doubt that it has 
| been as useful to himself as to others, 
that it has helped him to the ability 
to think internationally which is so 
conspicuously displayed in Our Own 
Times, Vol.1.(NIcHoOLson AND WATSON, 
10/6). For a complete absence of nation 
| alistic bias, even unto a suspense of 
| judgment on recent manifestations of 
| nationalism, is one of the most valu- 
| able elements in his excursion into 
that most difficult field of history, the 
yesterday of which most of the prob 
lems must await (it is to be hoped not 
vainly) to-morrow’s solution. After a 
glance at a remoter past and a sketch 
of the Great War reduced to its essen 
tials with classic austerity, Commande 
KinG-HAtt surveys the world, literally 
from China to Peru, as it has wagged 
or violently oscillated during twenty 
troublous years. There is no matter 
of importance which he does not con 
sider, and none, not even the com- 
plexities of currency, which he does not 
help to elucidate. His special thesis is 
the secular conflict between the com- 
petitive and co-operative urges in men 
and states; but his forecast of its out 
come is reserved for his second volume 


we tee 
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A Cruise with Complications. 

Mr. R. H. Morrram is not the first 
to present us with the remainder biscuit 
of a cruise more or less adequately dis- 
guised as a novel; but Karly Morning 
(Hutcuinson, 7/6) has a distinction of 
its own—the graceful presentment of 
an original type of heroine and the sym- IT SEZ ON 
pathetic handling of at least two sub- Pus UES 
sidiary figures. Reina Pallas is the only - 
child of a Levantine merchant-prince, now entrenched 
beyond the ebb (though not, apparently, the flow) of 
fortune in London. She has allowed herself to be despatched 
on a cruise to the minor islands of the Aegean, primarily 
that she may have time to think over Cyril, who, im- 
peccable in a bowler and the consciousness of an English 
escutcheon, awaits her at home: secondarily that she may 
add yet another stone to the edifice of a correct education 
Thanks, however, to the response of her Greek blood to 
| the primitive appeal of the islands, she comes dangerously 
near to impatience with Cyril and civilisation; while the 
islanders, infuriated by her father’s financial machinations, 
| exhibit a similar intolerance of Reina and provide in so doing 
| a pretext for her creator’s entertaining travel-pictures 


| 
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rHIS BOTTLE ‘KEEP IN A COOL PLACE,’ SO WHERE wit I 








Elia Reviewed. 

The view has recently been propounded and has gained 
some measure of acceptance that CHartes Lams only 
turned essayist as a pis aller, that but for thwarting 
currents and the bludgeonings of chance he might have 
been a great romantic poet. Eta, on this theory, was an 
“escape personality.” Miss Eprra Cristina JoHNnson 
will have none of such psychological subtleties, and in 
Lamb Always Elia (MetTuvEN, 7/6), so entitled, I suppose, 
by way of counterblast to Mr. F. V. Mortey’s Lamb Befor: 
Elia, she maintains that those exquisite, inimitable things 
which have made her hero immortal were the natural, 
inevitable and highest possible expression of his peculiar 
genius, and that, late and brief as was the flowering, the 
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seed was always there. This thesis, which seems perfectly 
sound, she supports with many striking parallels between 
the essays pos the letters; while her analysis of the influ- 
— ences which eame to Lame from his reading and his friend- 
| ships (especially with Corertpcr and Tuomas MANNING) 
are acute and suggestive. Her little book is in fact to be 
commended as a sensible and pleasant addition to the 
literature of a most attractive subject, and one which, 
though its author is a professor, has no professorial taint. 


Quest. 

When a man of ex-Superintendent Cornisn’s knowledge 
and experience writes his reminiscences fact is so far more 
exciting than fiction that even the most vigorous of our 
sensational authors will have to look to what may be called 

| theirlaurels. Cornishofthe“ Yard” (Tar Bovey Heap, 18/-) 
is a well-written record of nearly forty years’ service spent 
in the detection of crime. Innumerable cases that have 

_ aroused public interest were handled by him, and in these 
vivid accounts of them facts can be found which throw an 
extremely interesting Rg Nae, See 
light upon the shady | +>. 
side of human nature. It 
is a book that deserves | - = oy 
to be read not only for 4 
its dramatic qualities but | 
also because it cannot 
fail to be useful to all) <2 
who in various ways are 
engaged in thwarting | 
criminals and checking 

| erime. 

A Liquid Lexicon. 

Of the making of cock- 
tails, as of books, there is | #7 
apparently noend. Mr. 
hoe Fixury, who | te 
gives information about | = 
seventeen hundred, | 
claims no finality for his | ¢ 
list. They are, he tells us, | 
being still invented from | 
day today, and his cata- | 
logue, though tolerably 
exhaustive, does not in- 











MOTHER?” 





clude faney drinks such as “Slings,” as that would make his 


book too large. Whether one indulges in this insidious 
beverage or not, 1700 Cocktails for the Man Behind the Bar 
(H&INEMANN, 5/-) is full of matter for thought. Personally I 
have found the “few words of advice” to the cocktail-mixer 
both interesting and suggestive, especially the earnest 
injunction: “Never be drawn into any political or other 
argument, as this will not only be the means of losing 
custom but quite likely your job as well.” A careful study 
of the nomenclature af snditeie fully bears out the wis- 
| dom of this counsel. I failed to find a single one of these 
drinks which was named after a politician ; ‘‘ Cabinet,” 
“Congress” and “Liberal” occur, but the nearest approach 
and it is not very near—to specific personal reference is 
_ to be found in “Simple Simon.” All the same I should not 
_ be surprised if “Belisha Beacon” were to be substituted 
for “Orange Baby” or “Orange Blossom Special.” 


Spade Work. 

I have read all Mr. R. C. Wooprnorre’s books, from 
his most excellent Public School Murder onwerds, and to 
me he has the great merit of not compelling his readers 
to wallow in streams of gore. Additionally his characters 








“THE QUESTION IS, MY BOY, ARE YOU ABLE TO SUPPORT HER IN THE 


STYLE IN WHICH MY FATHER-IN-LAW 


Mr. STacroo.e handles both the lady and her craft. 














































are real people and not merely murderers or victims, 
Death in a Little Town (NICHOLSON AND Watson, 7/6) 
be deficient in sensational thrills, but, after a troubleson 
man had been killed by a blow from a spade, so many of 
Chesworth’s inhabitants are from one cause and another 
mixed up with the crime that their history is well worth | 
following. In dramas of this genre the police, either} 
amateur or professional, are often inclined to overcrowd | 
the stage, but Mr. WoopTHORPE uses them as economically | 
as is possible and never allows them to be excessively clever } 
and intrusive. Mr. WoopTHorpe is still inclined to be 
rather long-winded in dialogue, though signs are not lacking | 
that his recovery from this exuberant malady is imminent, 


Northward Ho! 
Although no advocate of those adventurous stories 
in which the noise of guns (fired as a rule by incredi 
incompetent marksmen) is deafening, I found my 
wondering if Mr. pe VERE STAcPOOLR, in Th: 
shore Girl (Hutcutnson, 7/6), had not reacted almost 
ss ————— _] C00 drastically from te 
ve Teas and blasts off 
~/) 0) |such sensational tales, | 
|| |For after Jill Coker, a 
formidable but attrac 
tive young woman, had 
started in her boat te} 
| hunt forsunken treasure, | 
‘all the signals are down} 
for dramatic disasters 
and nothing with a real 
thrill in it ever happens. | 
True that after the ex- 7} 
pedition returned the 
villains of the piece have 
a brief innings, but this } 
is brought to an abrupt} 
close by a parson wield 
inga mop. I suspect Mr. 
Sracpooie of laughing 
up his sleeve. But if his” 
story is lacking in ine | 
dent I can nevertheless | 
declare that to read of | 
Jill in her boat is to ade} 
mire the way in which 
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Hope for Rabbits. 

Many a man who has striven vainly through the years, 
at great expense of both money and energy, to acquire] 
the secret of success at golf will be relieved to hear that] 
the secret will be available in about a week’s time in handy 
form at three-and-sixpence. I do not believe that anyone 
who has read and thoroughly digested the contents of 
folf Rules and Decisions (METHUEN), originally compiled 
by F. 8S. SHenstone and now revised by J. Bruce KEeRe, 
need ever again fear defeat at the hand of mortal foe. One 
has only to recall the number of matches one might have 
claimed under the rule whereby “if the opponent give 
wrong information as to the number of strokes he has 
played he shall lose the hole” to realise how truly it may 
be said of golf that Knowledge is Power. Essentially @ 
book to be kept to oneself. 








“When you find the big bacon merchants trying to peddle string 
and wrapping paper round their customers, something obviously 
is wrong.”—Daily Paper. 


Some of the customers take such a lot of doing up. 
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Tuts year occurs the centenary of the 
revolver. Hopes are entertained that 
gunmen will celebrate it quietly. 


ad 


“Thieves Surprised b by Junior Clerk 
Working Late,” 
announces a head- | 
line. And who | 
wouldn’t be? | 

| 


* @ 
* 


““RUMPELMAYER 
taught us,” says a | 
woman-writer, 
“that it was of | 
chestnut-cakes | 
that SwINBURNE | 
was really thinking | 
when he wrote: 





‘How madand bad | 
and sad it was, 

But O! how it 
was sweet!’” 


‘i 

4 
e 
4 
= 
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fool 
that 
wrote 


And some 
taught wus 
BROWNING 


+t 
it: % % 
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In the North a 
party of skating | 
enthusiasts re-| 
cently planned to | 
drive a coach on 
the ice but found 





that it was too 
thin. So the whole | 
thing fell through. | 
oe | 

A golfer des- | 


cribes how in South 
Africa he was sur- | 
rounded by _ ba- 
boons with only a 
No. 1 iron in his 
hands. Competi-| 
tors in important | 


often complained | 
of much the same | 
experience. 
*. = 
ce 
And speaking OT, at SAB MOIS 

golf an estimate that there are over 
thirteen million worms on an eighteen- 
hole golf-course has just been based on 


| a computation of the average number 


found in a square yard. It would 
be interesting to have this stated in 
terms of early birdies. 


% & 
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A Californian scientist says that he 
can rearrange the atoms in metals. We 


Wife (inapecting husband's portrait). “No, wE 
BACK THAN THIS FOR ME 





VOL. CLXXXVIII, 


are in favour of letting him do it if he 
gets any fun out of it. 


Two postcards posted in Germany 


in 1914 have just been delivered 
at Weeley, Essex. It is only fair 
to say that they were not marked 


“ Urgent.” 


Burglars at the homes of newly- 
married couples have taken all the 
wedding-presents. They might really 
have been content with the duplicates. 


# & 


A palmist says that a person's future 
activities can be determined from a 
study of his hands. But in the case of 








TO LIKE IT.” 


SHALL HAVE TO GO FURTHER 


lan eye on his feet. 
* % 
* 

“More statues,” 
declares a writer, 
| “*should be placed 
iin the 
jornamental 
|ponds.” But so 
livery few orna- 
mental ponds are 
deep enough. 

% % 

Some plants, we 
are told, derive 
i benefit from the 
ruse of artificial 
| light. The electric- 
ilight plant is one 
| of them. 


* & 
= 





| Domestic  ser- 
|vants are becom- 
= ing taller, we read. 
Pail Gite | But this does not 
its yr ory mean 
that they will stay 

preatny * 3 


| “Gambler 
‘Smashes 


Tape 
| Machine,” reads a 
headline. He was 


lone of those who 
jdon’t believe in 
| breaking the news 
gently. 


= # 
* 


“What really is 
'the function of 
| wall-paper?” asks 
an architect. To 
hold the brickwork 





A train which should have stopped 
at Queen’s Road, Peckham, the other 
evening, went on to Peckham Rye 
instead. The driver seems to have had 
ideas beyond his station. 

‘Men who go about with their hands 
in their trouser - pockets have weak 
characters,” asserts a psychologist. Or 
weak braces. 





/of modern bunga- 
lows together, ‘of course. 


sad 
A Rumanian girl is seven feet high and 


still growing. A successful career as a 
lady-lamplighter seems to be indicated. 


+ & 
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= | 


certain bookmakers | 
| it is wiser to keep | 


middle of | 





Among winter sports casualties we | 


hear of several 
throat. 


cases of yodeller’s 











_ bitterly, “with his 4 
_ about the world like a silly schoolboy. Since then nobody 


_ of world-beaters in 
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Centenarian News. 


Ere that Mr. Joun Brron, of North Bay, Ontario, 
| oat Se one-hundred-and-eleventh birthday by 
giving demonstrations of needle-threading serves once again 
to draw public attention to the unsatisfactory position of 
_ centenarians in the home country. Mr. Sebastian Roup, 
| President of the Centenary Club (the “Old Hundredth ”), to 
whom I s yesterday, was emphatic in his demand for 
a thorough investigation of the whole question, = 

“The prestige of British centenarians,” he said, ‘has 
never been lower. Reports of the activities of hundred- 
year-olds all over the world fill the pages of the news- 
papers day after day, and never a mention—never 80 much 
_ as a word, mind you—of the achievements of our own most 
ancient men. It is deplorable, deplorable!” 

Mr. Roup is a hundred-and-eight, though he looks 
hardly a day over a hundred, and his voice would do credit 





_ to a man ten or even fifteen years his junior. 


“It all began with that Zaro Aca fellow,” he went on 
us claims and his trapesing 


can spare a word for anyone but Turks rowing boats at a 
hundred-and-twenty and Abyssinians marrying again at 
a hundred-and-twelve. I wonder this Mr. Brron got a 
notice with things in the state they are to-day.” 

I asked him whether he could hold out any hope of 


_ British centenarians eventually regaining their rightful 
| position as the spryest men of their age in the world. 


“We could do it,” he said earnestly, his fine grey eyes 
kindling with the flame of true patriotism. “I believe we 
could do it in ten years if only we had the loyal co-operation 
of every man and woman over ninety in the country. But 
can we get it? Can we conquer the apathy and ignorance 
that seem to lie like a pall over the potential centenarians 
in our midst, and force them to realise the grave responsi- 
bility that may soon be theirs? I cannot tell, but I pray 


_ that it may be so.” 


I said that I too prayed that it might be so. 

“There can be no doubt,” Mr. Roup continued, “that 
the standard of centenarian performance has gone up 
enormously in the last few years. Less than a decade 
ago to read a few lines from the morning paper on one’s 
hundredth birthday was enough to secure immediate 
recognition from the Press—not just a line, mind you, 
but a proper interview, with questions on the Modern Gir! 
and the value of hard work. And I’ve known a walk to the 
ost at a hundred-and-two gain double headlines in a 
~ndon daily. But now ! Worthless! Beneath 
contempt! You'll hardly believe it, but the cold bath I 
took on my hundred-and-seventh birthday passed off 
meine eaek co Ue y except for a miserable 
three-line paragraph on t of The Colchester and 
East Essex Oyster-Fishermen’s Gaset . | might as well 
never have had the bath.” 

I said that I had no idea things had come to such a pass. 

“Well, there it is, and there’s no good our shutting our 
eyes to the facts. The position is serious, but there is no 


_ need to despair. 1 believe we have got the right material 


in this country to-day. I believe we have men with the stuff 
‘ —men who might one day, if they 
would only give themselves a chance, be threading needles 
at twice Mr. Brrcn’s age. The difficulty is to get hold of 
them, and to get hold of them in time. What is the use of 
members of this club, for which one hundred is, as you know, 
the minimum age for i hat is the use of them 
coming to me and faving, “Mr. Roup, let me do something 
| for the cause. I learn to skate and be the first cen- 



















































tenarian to cut a figure eight on the Richmond Ice-Rink"?. 
You can’t learn to skate at a hundred-and-six. There isn’¢ 
time. q 
Besides,” he added with a shudder, “I’ve tried it, 
“No, no,” he went on after a while, “you can’t be a first. 
class centenarian nowadays if you wait till you 're a hundred 
before you begin to think about it. It’s the best men in 
the nineties we want to get hold of. Make them 
their responsibility, their duty to their country, form : 
into a team, train them carefully and in ten years’ time 
there’d be no centenarians in the world to touch them,” — 
“And how are you going to pick your team?” | asked, 
He handed me a slip of paper. “I’ve had these questions 
printed,” he explained, “ and I’m going to send them round 
to all the most promising of our younger nonagenariang, 
I hope when I get the answers I shall be able to put my 
finger on the men we want.” ae 
examined the paper with interest. “Do you know,” 
I said, “I think I'll ask Mr. Punch to look at this. He's 
nonagenarian himself; and I think a good many of his 
readers will be interested too.” 
So here (with Mr. Roup’s permission) it is:— 


QUESTIONNAIRE. 


(For CANDIDATES OVER NINETY.) 
. Name. 
. Date of Birth (fer Press purposes), 
Real Date of Birth. 
(a) Can you thread needles ? 
(6) Do you expect to be threading needles at 112 
. Do you remember NaPo.eon ¢ 
. Do you think Napo.gon, if alive, would rememb 
you? 
. Are you (a) married ; or (6) willing to marry, if request 
to do so by the Association in, say, 1965 / 
. Do you have a cold bath every morning ? 
. Why not? 
. (a) Do you think you could walk six miles before’ 
breakfast ? 
(6) Would you try, for the honour of your country? 
11. (a) Have you ever had a day’s illness in your life? 
(b) If so, would you be prepared under certain circum. 
stances to deny it ? E 
12. Do you view with any favour the suggestion that you 
should (a) go up in a balloon on your hundredth” 
birthday; (6) come down in a parachute on ye 
hundred-and-first ? 
13. If not, what is the use of you? 
14. How many descendants have you? [N.B.—Candida 
giving a really surprising answer to this question 
may be excused Question 13.] | 
15. (a) Do you regard the tendency to send people) 
impertinent questionnaires as one of the me 
distressing features of present-day life ’ K. 
(b) If so, good. H 





Prominent Arrivals from the Continent. 


“ Air-liners from the Continent were unable to land at Croydor 
and came down at Biggin Hill, safely discharging their passeng 
They consisted of a West Yorkshire Road Car Co. ‘bus, a hav 
lorry, a light waggon, a light van, and three private motor-cars. 
Yorks. Paper. 





For Bloomsbury Only. 


“Beauty Cuvrure—Hicusrow SHapinc—MAanicvure.” 
Hairdresser's Advt. 










“If you send us a sketch of your dial we will endeavour tok 
you.”—-Answer to Correspondent in Wireless Paper. 
Provided, of course, we like it. 
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The Case of the Pursuit. 


“ Fottow that car!” cried the Great 
Detective, and he made to jump into 
| the taxi. 

The taxi-driver said, “What car?” 

“He’s a detective,” eynicall ob- 
served the Great Detective’s friend, 
J. Smith, ing the taxi-driver 
from the pavement. “You can’t argue 
with a detective.” 

‘Ho yus I can,” declared the taxi- 
driver with enthusiasm, clambering 
out of his seat. 

The Great Detective cried again in 
a loud commanding tone: “Follow 
that car!” 

The car in question was a bright 
yellow sports model, driven by a very 
pretty girl in a red béret, with a middle- 
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cess of copying the picture on to the The Great Detective assumed an 


other is a laborious one. Now the 
device I refer to is a system of pulleys, 
levers and gears, all of hair-trigger 
delicacy, so arranged that when they 
are connected to the stem of the 
painter’s brush every movement he 
makes with it is exactly repeated by 
another brush behind the board he is 
inting.” 

“Well, if you think the piece of fluff 
’as got that perishin’ mangle in er car,” 
said the taxi-driver heavily, “you can 
think again.” 

“No,” said the Great Detective, “all 
I wish to ask her is what she knows 
about the recent theft of the plans of 
the device. The inventor, a Mr. 
Robinson P 

“Good old Heatu! 
was,” J. Smith said. 





I thought it 


ression tous and stern. “Y, 
refusal,” he said, feeling in his poe 
and pulling out a pound-note, “ 
volves you in a very heavy respor 
bility. You saw that the man beside 
was wearing a top-hat. I myself men. 
tioned it. Now what does a top-hat 
suggest ?”’ 

“A bowl of goldfish,” said J. Smit 
“A funeral,” said the Great Dete 
tive in a tone of deep significane 
“ The revolting cynicism of being drive 
to a funeral in —— car will show 
you the kind o 
deal with. Whose funeral were tj 
going to? Can we doubt that som 
appalling thing is about to happen? 
God grant that we may not be teo 
late. Follow that car!” 

The taxi-driver appeared to 





aged man in a top-hat 
sitting beside her. 

The taxi-driver gazed 
after it dubiously. “I 
don’t see what you want 
to follow a car like that 
for,” he said. 

“There’s reason in 
those words, old boy,” 
J. Smith said to the 
Great Detective. “As 
an old but under-valued 
resident of this neigh- 
bourhood I v 

‘‘Nevertheless,” said 
the Great Detective, 
‘that happens to be the 
car | wish to follow. It 
contains a young woman 
whom I am anxious to 
interrogate about the 
case of the Inn-Sign 
Invention. The s 
with which she drove ol 
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Jones (to Verger). “1 say, Stn, DO YOU MIND ASKING MY WIFE IF 
IT'S TIME FOR THE JOINT TO GO IN THE OVEN?” 


Y .) \\\ ‘ 


wavering. ~~ Wadge 
mean —they re off 
do someone in?” 


mR sd 
* 


1 Nh \ 
i “Certainly we can, 
said J.Smith. ‘As anold 
resident, I repeat——” 
“T will give you this 
und,” said the Great 


driver, “if you will 
follow that 
another when we catch 
it.” 

The taxi-driver took’ 


it suspiciously. Then he 
said in a grudging way, 
“IT dessay duty calls,” 
and clambered back’ 
with it to his seat. 
The Great Detective 








when she saw me coming leads me to 
suppose that her conscience is steeped 
in guilt.” 

“Now that is where I have the ad- 
vantage of you, old boy,” said J. Smith, 
“as usual. I know all about her con- 
science. She——” 
|“ Wadger mean, Inn Sign ?” inquired 
| the taxi-driver in the tone of one who 
smelleth the bottle afar off. 

“What I have called the Inn-Sign 
Invention,” the Great Detective re- 
plied at once (for he was always ready 
to instruct), “is a device of considera- 
ble intricacy invented for the use of 
painters of inn-signs. You will have 
_ observed that an inn-sign as a rule 
| bears on one side of its board a picture 
| which is identically repeated on the 
other. A moment's thought will tell 
you that this involves a certain amount 
of drudgery for the artist, because even 
if he paints one side of the board while 
in the full flush of inspiration the pro- 





“A Mr. Evacustes Robinson,” the 
Great Detective corrected coldly, 
“had them stolen from him not long 
——" 

“It was a put-up job,” said J. 
Smith at once. ‘He had them stolen 
purposely. He couldn’t bear the sight 
of them any longer. No man of 
sensibility could. Besides, his wife 
wanted room in the house for a little 
furniture.” 

As it happens, I recovered them for 
him. But by a curious and significant 
coincidence I recovered them from a 
man in a@ top-hat, and I fancy the 
precious pair in that car But we 
are wasting time,” the Great Detec- 
tive broke off to observe; and he cried 
again to the taxi-driver: “ Follow that 
car!” 

“Tt’s gorn now,” the taxi-driver said 
with a fatalistic air, folding his arms 
and leaning against his cab. “You 
shoulda told me before.” 








his arm. 

“You forgot, as usual, old boy,” said 
J. Smith, “to ask for my opinion. As 
an old resident of this district , knowing 


person we have to 


tective to the taxi-| 
car, and} 


the note and crackled | 


flung open the door of} 
the taxi, but J. Smith laid a hand on | 


irl within a radius of five} 
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every pretty 
miles, I could have told you that the 


Ress 
* 


young woman was merely driving her} 


father a few hundred yards to his office, 
and that she would be back in three or 
four minutes.” 

And indeed the yellow car, with the 
girl alone in it, was at this moment 
completing the circle and drawing up 
behind the taxi. The taxi-driver 30¥ 
this as well as the others in the mirror 
beside the driving-seat, and resolved 
to make the best of a bad job. He 
drove off instantly with the Great 
Detective’s pound-note. 

J. Smith took in the situation at? 
glance. ‘Follow that taxi!” he ened, 
pulling the Great Detective after him 
into the car. R. M. 33 
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Graphology for All. 





THERE is no more fascinating hobby 
than the science of graphology. By its 
aid one is able to divine with uncanny 
accuracy the characters of one’s friends 
and correspondents from their hand- 
writing. I am shortly publishing an 
excellent manual on the subject, but 
in the meanwhile the following hints 
may interest the novice. The examples 
are all actual specimens taken from 
letters submitted to me. 


ne tee I ml Me 


An infallible sign of a deceitful 
nature. The writer is also evidently 
prone to idleness. (Obviously writes his 
letters in an arm-chair, balancing the 
pad precariously upon his knee.) 


B. hae “Me 
ee 4 4, i N, pb 


| Another liar, still idler than the last 


(Letter almost certainly written in 


bed.) 
Cc. PKA yore ater 


(This specimen was caked with mud.) 
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FLAT, Miss, I "AVE TAKEN THE LIBERTY OF BRINGING A CHAPERON FOR YER.” 








fadtee ates a lover of country rather 
than of town life. 
the soil, possibly rather uncleanly in 
personal habits 


D. Gy I pay Yr beck af the ramatind. By thy 

eae vw ye rd we 
A careless spendthrift nature is indi- 
cated by this scrawl. The writer is 
probably not too particular about his 
personal obligations. 


cE. This specimen was illegible owing 
to smears of egg and marmalade. The 
writer is revealed as the sort of person 
who is always in a hurry. Perhaps 
somewhat addicted to gluttony. (Does 
not stop eating even to attend to his 
correspondence. ) 


Hout yo got ny weep Fkal¢ 


The handwriting of a good sporting 
type of man, fond of a mild gamble. 
A certain independence of spirit is also 
shown here 

G unless you send by 
eturn a cheque in full pay- 
ment .. « 


A simple son of 


Even typewriting cannot conceal the 
fact that the writer of this letter is 
cursed with a mean, petty and ava- 
ricious spirit. A 
determination to achieve his object 


ws T he London Charivari , Es 89 


certain obstinate | 


despite numerous past failures is the | 


only redeeming trait. 


H. Leave £5000 IN NoTeS. iF NoT 

A very unpleasant type of hand- | 
writing. No intellectual or moral 

stability. The writing of many crim- 


inals and mental degenerates has this | 


characteristic. 


I. The Editor regrets that he is unable 


A harsh and almost brutal nature is | 
Surprising lack of 


shown here. 
artistic sense and judgment, 
larly in the field of literature. 


particu- 


Compare the letters you receive with 
the above specimens and you will 


astound your friends by your estimates | 


of their characters. Indeed it may 
safely be predicted that most of them 
will remain your friends no longer. 








“ ENCOURAGING THE Steam Waaon.” 
Motor Paper. 


With little soft cooing noises, or what ? 
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| Cure for Rheumatism. 
| sat 


Yes, to-day, reader, we are going to 
do you even more good than usual. For 
I gather that you have rheumatism too. 

A slight but obstinate attack in the 
elbow has led me to this fascinating 
theme. The left elbow. Not, as you 
uncharitably suppose, my drinking 
elbow but my telephoning elbow. For 
I always telephone with my left ear. 
I could no more telephone with my 

right ear than I could use a fork in the 
_ right hand. Do you find this too? And 
| what does it mean? 

I had not given much thought to 
rheumatism before, but as soon as I 
began to inquire what one did about it 
I was shocked to find that almost 
everyone I know seems to have 
rheumatism from time to time. And, 
| what is more cheering, everybody, 
' whether he has rheumatism or not, 

knows an infallible remedy for it. 

And so, I say, I gather that you have 
rheumatism too. What do you do 

| about it? 

I will tell you what Ido. The first 
| remedies recommended to me were the 
| simplest. My first adviser said simply, 

“Get a pennyworth of flowers of 
sulphur and sprinkle some in your 
socks.” And he mentioned a number 
of hearty nonagenarians who had 
tramped along the path of life with 
sulphur in their socks and by this 
device avoided rheumatism. 

“This,” I thought, “is easy.” I have 
been walking in sulphur ever since. 
But | still have rheumatism. 

The next remedy sounded even more 
like soreery. Nutmegs. You buy two 
common nutmegs from the grocer, the 
lady said, and tie them round your 
knees. You carry two common nut- 
megs in a trouser-pocket, the gentle- 
man said, It must be t#o—one will not 

_ work. My gentleman friend said that 
he has never had rheumatism since he 
carried two nutmegs. I bought two 

| nutmegs and I have had rheumatism 
ever since. 

Then one day my attention was 
drawn to the iodine amulet or locket, 
which was worn by my son upon 
his chest, next to the skin, and sus- 
pended by a string round his neck. 
In cross-examination he revealed that 
all the boys at his school wear iodine 
amulets by order of the school author- 
ities. The boy was a little vague about 
the purpose of the thing. He said 
simply: “It prevents diseases.” 

No one 1 outdo me in simple 
faith. I borrowed the lad’s lump of 
iodine and wore it for a fortnight. Now 
he has gone back to school and I have 
had to buy one of my own. I still have 











rheumatism; but it is perfectly true 
that I have not had Bright’s Disease, 
pneumonia, synovitis, scrofula or Vin- 
cent’s Itch since I wore the charm. — 

Meanwhile I have met with surprise 
and delight very many citizens who 
wear one too, including two or three 
ladies who “‘swear by them.” In one 
household I know, every living soul, 
including the dog, is unostentatiously 
decorated in this — se I 
su it’s all right; but not so long 
ior ine ladies who recommended the 
poorer classes to carry magic nutmegs, 
iodine or powders on their persons as 
charms against infirmity or pestilence 
would have been burned for witches. 

However, I repeat, once I start 
believing I will believe anything. And 
I too now “swear by” my modest 
prophylactic; for I know that iodine is 
found in seaweed, I am, imaginatively, 
festooned with wholesome seaweed, 
and I keep on telling myself that I am 
as healthy as a Brighton boatman. 
But I still have rheumatism. 

Why, by the way, has no one ever 
called a daughter “Iodine” (‘the 
violet-coloured”’) or written a Tenny- 
sonian poem upon that beautiful name, 
as thus :— 


The lights begin to twinkle from the rocks, 
odine, 
And there are flowers of sulphur in my socks, 
odine; 
Dusky daughter of the sea, 
Thou shalt make a man of me: 
On my breast forever be, 
Todine ! 


But let us return to rheumatism. 

The next thing was the two threads 
of red silk, which one binds round the 
stomach. Not blue silk—not red cotton. 
Red silk. The only objection to this 
cure is that it makes dressing even 
more lengthy and complicated. One 
is always leaving the iodine amulet 
and the red silk in the bathroom, and 
by the time one has retrieved same, 
undressed and put them on, poured 
sulphur into the socks and transferred 
the nutmegs to the other trousers, the 
breakfast has been taken away. More- 
over, with all these new duties one 
tends to drift into bad habits and 
neglect the care of the hair. 

The next lady who knew about 
rheumatism said that people who are 
constantly stung by bees are delight- 
fully free from rheumatic affections. 
Bee-keepers, she said, thrust their 
hands into the hives in order to pro- 
voke the healing attentions of the little 
creatures. And she mentioned a faint 
rumour that some Harley Street man 
was at work upon a bee-sting ointment. 

Meanwhile I have ordered a bee. 
But I am not sure that I would not 
prefer to go on with the rheumatism. 















































I hear too that the poisonous bites | 
of the Black Mamba and rattlesnake | 
make one forget all about rheumatism, 

After these remedies it was an anti. 
climax to be told that I have only to 
eat a great quantity of celery and take 
continual Turkish baths. I have ne 
had time to try these yet. Some people 
seem to think that a rheumatic sufferer 
becomes automatically a man of leisure, 
able to spend the whole time dressing 
himself up like a cannibal totem of 
sitting in a steam-bath masticating the 
tougher roots of the earth. One 
told me that I could easily do my w 
in a Turkish bath. Ha! That will show 
you the sort of place which is held by 
the profession of letters in our land. — 

I still have rheumatism. And I have 
now reluctantly turned to the more 
orthodox purveyors of balm. That is 
to say, on the advice of friends I have 


rubbed into the affected part Acidici 
Alko, Urico, Rheusol, , Onzie 
Kilrume. I am ing regularly Filk, 


Areuma, Twingo, Uridel and Flithane. 
I dissolve several sets of salts or 
powders in my tea and thrust the 
elbow into a gas-fire or oven for ten 
minutes before bed. 
I still have rheumatism. & 
The latest information is that rheu- 
matism can be cured by a serum pre- 
pared from the poison from a bad tooth, 
My informant did not know whose tooth 
it had to be. I have far too few of my 
own to dedicate one of them to a mere 
left elbow. 
Failing all else, 1 propose to try a@ 
little magic of my own. I have a 
mysterious conviction that a j 
door-key hung down the back w 
be beneficial. Cloves, I believe, have 
healing properties, and, wrapped 
gauze and worn behind the ear, might 
easily, I feel, do the trick. Or the olf 
of a Brazil-nut carried in the waistec 
pocket ; or a few pages from Bradshe 
Railway Guide soaked in milk 
swallowed at midnight; or a twig 
two from an old Christmas-tree boiled 
in brandy and twined in the back hair, 
I have hope still. But I still have 
rheumatism. What do you think? — 
A. P. H. 


P.S—I forgot to say that some 
extraordinary fellow said I ought 
make drastic alterations in my dé. 
Ridiculous ass! $ 





“ The celebrated Dying Swan was executed | 
by Sheila Carroll, aged five years, and 
very charmingly done.”—Australian F 


A coup de grace in fact. 


“I will allow no one to say a word ag 
Admiral Beatty. A of superb flavour ane 
sturdy habit.”—Daily Paper. 


At its best when shelled. 
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Author, “No, 1T’S ONLY THE KNOCK AT THE DOOR AT THE END THAT’S MINE NOW.” 











Impromptu. 





A FEW months ago I made an “ im- 
promptu” speech at our Literary 
Society that caused rather a furore. 
Not that it was a particularly remark- 
able speech, but the other members 


| were so surprised to hear me speak at 





all (I have the reputation of being 


| one of those strong silent men) that 


they all nudged one another and said, 
“ Hidden depths” and “ Fancy old Boko 
coming out like this!” and that sort 
of thing. They didn’t know that the 
speech was not impromptu at all, but 
that I had spent three weeks rehears- 
ing it in front of a looking-glass. They 
did not know that behind my slightly 
cynical smile lurked fear, or that my 


| heart, after turning into a pat of butter, 


had slithered into my shoes. 

So it was unfortunate that I should 
sit next to Jones at the Old Boys’ 
dinner and that he should bring up 
the subject of my Literary Society 
success and ask me if my speech had 
been impromptu. I told him that it 
was. 


“I’m supposed to be speaking to- 





night,” said Jones, “ but I can’t stand 
up, so you will have to do it.” 

“Certainly,” I replied graciously. 
“ Always glad to help a pal out of a 
hole.” Which just shows that I was 
pretty far gone. You know what 
these old school dinners are like. The 
chaps you knew in their beautiful 
youth have grown up into such a col- 
lection of calf-heads that you’ve simply 
got to forget somehow. 

With a vague idea that I must clear 
my head a bit if I were to do myself 
justice, I ordered a large black coffee. 
It was good coffee and it cleared my 
head. Unfortunately it cleared my cour- 
age away as well, and five minutes later 
I was staring glassily in front of me. 

Then I remembered an adage I heard 
years ago: “If you can’t think what 
to talk about when you rise to say a 
few words, tell a funny story.” 

I smiled again, but not for long. 
tack my brain as I would, I could not 
think of a funny story. I could think 
of the beginning ofa lot of funny stories, 
and the end of a lot of other funny 
stories, but I couldn’t think of a com- 
plete funny story. I tried fitting the 
end of one of the funny stories I couldn’t 





think of the beginning of to the begin- 
ning of one of the funny stories I 
couldn’t think of the end of, but the 
effect was perfectly foul. 

Then I got another idea. Why not 
a bit of poetry? After all, whatever 
people may say about poetry, it is jolly 
useful for speakers who can’t. I made 
up my mind just to say a word or so 
about how glad I was to have the 
privilege of speaking to so large and 
distinguished a gathering of Old Boys, 
and then quote the whole of the old 
school song. I didn’t know the words, 
of course, because they are Latin, and 
I got over that complaint a long time 
ago, but the song was printed in full 
on the back of the programme. 

I perked up a good deal. Just about 
time, too, because the principal speaker 
was running down. 

“I mustn’t keep you any longer,” 
he concluded, “ because there are other 
speakers, so I will finish by quoting the 
words of a song that is very dear to 
all of us... .” 

I crept out into the night. Not until 
a week later did I hear that Jones had 
never been asked to speak at all. He 
was thinking of some other dinner. 
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“ AH, YOU NEVER WAS IN SERVICE, WAS YER? Wet, I Was, AND IT'S A PLEASURE TO BE CURSED BY A REAL GENTLE- 
MAN AGAIN.” 








With empty boasts, I faintly whisper ‘ Pish!” 

















Ballade, Inspired by a Remark Overheard Then leap upon him with the angry roar: 
at a Party. “I once saw Eprru Srrwe.t buying fish!” 
I've had a thoroughly exciting time Envoi. 
With sport, Society, politics and war, Prince, I am happy in the deep heart’s core, 
Few were the mountains that I did not climb Fate brought me butter in a lordly dish, 
Before I took to aviation more ; Forgive me if I’ve mentioned it before: 
But, though my claims to fame none could ignore I once saw Epira Srrwett buying fish. J. 0.8. £4 
And though I’ve satisfied my every wish, . ee 
I’m proudest of my literary lore: ee 
1 once saw Eprra Srrwev buying fish. As Others Hear Us. 4 
I’ve scattered many a rouble, mark and dime Discussing the Fiancée. es 
In towns from Brady’s Gulch to Bangalore, see 


i idni “WELL, what did you think of her?” 
And, having heard full many a midnight chime, i “Aetpe Cat 
Of anecdotes I have a pretty store; h wah tc they 've all got this terrific poise nowadays, 
Lord’s still discusses my tremendous score ; aven t they t 


Re ’ . . va “Yes, I noticed that too. But I quite liked her.” 7 | 
we [saw Brisa plains, Hox “Oh, I quite liked her too. The hat was a mistake.” || 


. : “The hat was a mistake but the frock was good. Would | 
I oP sw Evita Strwei buying fish! you say it was a perm. or natural when she took off her] — 





All things considered, were it not a crime hat?” 
Did I not share my knowledge? What's it for “A frightfully good perm.” eg 
But to enlarge man’s grasp of the Sublime ? “Well, dear, I can only say that poor Tony won't be | 
So when I hear some fat portentous bore able to afford things of that kind when they ’re married, and | 
Making a ring of victims almost snore I only hope she understands it, that’s all.”. + 


—— ~~ -- -— —_——+ ‘ 




















| older than dear Tony.” 


| at all strong, and I never think it 
| does for husband and wife both to be 


| tall, isn’t she?” 


got good eves. 
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“Oh, Aunt Catherine, did you hate 
her?” 

‘“‘Aunt Catherine thought she was 
utterly mouldy. I’m certain she did.’ 


“No, dear, I haven’t said that I j 


didn’t like her. On the contrary. I 
dare say she’s a very nice girl indeed, 
though I think she looks a good deal 


‘Six months.” 

“Is that what she says, dear’ I 
hope she’ll lose that irritating little 
cough of hers. It quite got on my 
nerves. 

“It would be a great mistake if she 
were delicate. Poor darling Tony isn’t 


delicate.” 
“Mother, Tony’s perfectly strong.” 
“Darling, you’re too young to re- 
member what a time I had with him 
when he was cutting his second teeth.” 
“TI must say I never thought Tony 
would choose that kind of a wife, did 
you? I mean—well, she’s so sort of 


“Oh, huge. Though I must say she’s 
Did you hear what she 
said ¢”’ 

“Which ?” 

“About wanting to be near the fire 
I thought that was rather funny, I 
must say. Tony does so hate a hot 
room.” 

“1’m thankful to say that I brought 
up all my children to like the fresh air.” 

“She wasn’t an only child or any- 
thing, was she?” 

“No, because she said ‘My little 
niece,’ or something. I didn’t much 
like her voice—did you?” 

“Oh, my dear, they all talk like that 
nowadays. In that sort of voice, I 
mean, so that you can't hear a single Book 
word, and when you do it’s all Ameri- 
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can slang.” 

“What's that, what’s that ! 
to be married to an American!” 
“Oh, Uncle Tom, are you awake? No, it’s all right 

we're only talking about Tony’s fiancé 

“Is that the girl he used to go to all those concerts with 
before Christmas ?¢” 

“No, no, no. That was all over ages ago, Uncle Tom 
Besides, there was nothing in that at all. This one is terri- 
fically good at games. Nothing to do with concerts.” 

“Oh, nothing to do with concerts. Well, that’s a good 
thing, anyhow. Where’s the newspaper, somebody?” 

‘Naturally, Tony’s my only son and | feel very, very 
anxious about the future. I’ve always said that my 
children must go their own way; no one can ever say 
I’ve interfered with them, and I’m not going to say one 
word now.” 

‘‘Mother, d’ you think she’s frightful ’”’ 

‘No, dear, I don’t want to say that. I’m old-fashioned, 
I suppose. To my mind a man must choose his wife for 
himself, without advice from anybody. As I said to Tony 
before he ever proposed to this girl: ‘Make sure that she’s 
good, and a lady, and healthy, and intelligent, and that she's 


Don’t tell me Tony’s going 








going to get on with your friends and relations, and you 
with hers—and then, my dear boy, if you feel that you can 
afford to marry —then I suppose there’s no help for it.’ ” 

“Well, they won’t have a bean between them, that’s 
one thing.” 

“T shouldn’t have thought—I daresay I’m quite wrong 

but I shouldn’t have thought, somehow, that this was 
quite the kind of girl to manage on a very small income.” 

“Oh, she doesn’t know a thing about housekeeping. She 
said so. I must say I thought it was frightfully funny.” 

“Oh, the whole thing’s funny.” 

“Yes, that’s what I thought. 
altogether.” 

“Well, dears, we may not quite understand what poor 
dear Tony sees in this poor girl, but at least we can 
welcome her and make her feel how ready we all are to 
make the best of it.” KE. M. D. 


I thought it was funny 








A Tale of Old China. 


“We were also pleased to see Mrs. ——, who had charge of the 
tea for years, doing her best to help.” 
Notice of Sale of Work in Welsh Parish Magazine. 
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At the Pictures. 


“Drery Work” (New GALLERY). 

Norutne will induce me to speak of 
the new Ben Travers adaptation at 
the New Gallery as “another triumph 
for the old Aldwych gang.” It may or 
may not be a triumph, but it certainly 
isn't the work of the old Aldwych gang. 
Not, at least, as I unders the 





phrase. Of the original five only Mr. 


tatpH Lywn and Mr. RopEertson 
Hare (so inappropriately named) re- 
main; and though Mr. Tom WALLs is 
intimately concerned with the film as 
Director, what, to your old Aldwych 
fan, is the use of that? His place 
should be on the screen, not behind it 
or in front of it or wherever else you 


like to imagine a director taking up 


| his position. 


His absence means not 


| only the loss of his own rich personality 
| but also a definite diminution of the 
_ effectiveness of Mr. Lyny’s absurdities. 
| Together they made so admirable a 
_ team that one was hard put to it to 
| decide which of the two was really the 


life and soul of the party. Apart—well, 
watching either of them one is troubled 
by the conviction that it must after all 
have been the other. 


Most of the action of Dirty Work 
takes place in a Bond Street shop, the 
management of which have been mis- 


_ guided enough to give employment to 
| Messrs. Lynn, Hare and (shades of the 
| Aldwych!) Gorpon Harker, Jewels 
| disappear from the shop 


| the part of a burglar—a 
| business which necessi- 


| trying-on of a number of 


and many strange things 
happen before the thieves 
are finally brought to 
book, through a mixture 
of luck and complete lack 
of judgment, by thedaunt- 
less Three. Mr, Ropert- 
son Hark, for instance, is 
prevailed upon” to play: 


tates the removal of his 
cherished moustache 
(‘My heart is in it!” he 
cries pathetically) and the 


wigs, in each of which he 
contrives to look more 
ridiculous than even he 
has ever looked before; 
and Mr. LYNN assumes 


an unwonted and prepos- PIPE Se Se J. Ropertson Hare. 
terous majesty as a bogus 5 ag pate CO oo eee Gorpon James. 
police . \ | that NE Pi aes ei Oe i Gorpon Harker. 


is, a8 he remembers to keep his eyeglass 
out of his eye. 

There are in fact plenty of farcical 
situations in this dim and enough 
amusing dialogue in the genuine Ald- 


wych manner to make it a ig ory 
entertainment. But it is far, I think, 
from being one of the best of the series. 
Mr. Gorpon HarKER seemed somehow 





JAD. 


THE CORRUGATED PANTS. 
Guy Holden Frep ASTArRe. 


a little out of place and not his asual 
satisfying self, while there are a number 
of colourless and slightly tiresome 
minor parts, which it must es been a 


thankless task to play. And of course 





A BIG FOUR. 
Ratpx Lynn. 


—and this is really the corner-stone of 
my complaint—no Tom Wa Ls. 

ere is, however, a night-watch- 
man (Mr. Gorpon Jamxs) who should 
be seen. His eyes will thrill you. 

















“Tue Gay Divorce” (Cartron), 

Slick and accomplished dancing, ; 
some good tunes, a moderately amusi 
story and visions of a Brighton that | 
never was-on land or sea are what the 
visitor to The Gay Divorce at the} 
Carlton may expect to see. Those who | 
like musical comedy on the screen | 
should enjoy the film; it is one of} 
the better examples of its kind. But 
personally I am entirely unable to 
appreciate this type of entertainment, 
When the day of the coloured film at 
last arrives, then, perhaps, yes; but in | 
black-and-white, definitely no. Even 
when all the beauty of Hollywood ig 
arrayed before my eyes doing the} 
“Continental” —what a splendid tune | 
that is!—I get no thrill; it all seems too 
artificial for words. Which points, no} 
doubt, to the lack of something in} 
myself rather than in the performers} 
or their producers. The fault, dear 
reader, lies not in our stars but in our : 
selves. j 

Frep Astaire has a lot to do and} 
does it more than competently, while 
GincER Rogers of the beautiful figure 
shows that she can dance “Contin 
entally” and con brio. Mr. Epwarp} 
Everett Horton and Miss ALICE] 
Brapy are funny at times, and would | 
have been much funnier if they had 
been given more promising “lines” to} 
work with. But this is a musical] 
comedy, and one has no right, I dare} 
say, to expect the comedy to be as} 
satisfying as the music. . 


Ee 


Included in the same 
programme were easily 
the worst and the best 
coloured films I have 
seen. Not To-night, Jos- 
ephine baffles description 
for sheer stupid vulgarity. 
Baby Blues achieves some | 
perfectly lovely effects im | 
colour composition. en 
there is a cartoon, called,j 
I think, A Dream Walk | 
ing, which, though not @ 
Watt DISNEY, is extra- 
ordinarily funny. 





“Mr, Registrar Friend: 
Well, don't you think you owe 
something to the name? 
Haven’t you heard of Oj 
blesse obilge ? "—Daily Paper. 
We haven't, but we know 
what he means. 








“*The Iron Duke.’ Historical picture of 
George Arliss at Waterloo.” 
Advt. in Evening Paper. 
With the Duke of WetiinaTon in the 
name-part ? 


a: 
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“] HEARD THE DEAR CHILD SOBBING DURING MY DEATH-SCENE.” 
“Yrs, SHE FOUND THAT HER CHOCOLATES ALL HAD HARD CENTRES.” 








Super Sales Resistance. 

HostiLitizs opened three months 
zo when, on rushing off to keep an im- 
portant business appointment, I found 
. keen-faced stranger on my door-mat. 
| was in a hurry, but he didn’t let that 
bother him. He led off with the 
weather, the state of business, and the 
fact that his name was George J. 
Wilson, and had seeped into the hall, 
still busily talking, before it came out 
that he was a representative of Messrs. 
Deskdelighte, Ltd., who sold files, 
rulers, rubber, pens, ink, paper—in 
fact everything necessary for the busy 
man-about-desk. Could he interest m« 
in something? Would I care to . . .? 

No, | was sorry; I had all the desk 
requisites I needed. Wouldn’t I just 
look at——? No, I was in a hurry. 
Then might he show me——? No, he 
might not, and I should be terribly 
obliged if he would tell his boas—(Mr. 
Scrunchhammer was the Managing 
Director, he interpolated respect- 
fully)—that, quite apart from wasting 
my time, which I could see meant little 
to him, he was also wasting his sales- 





man’s, because I didn’t want to, never 
should want to, and darn well wasn’t 
going to buy desk requisities. On that 
note we parted. 

The next skirmish occurred a week 
later. Just as I had settled deep into 
the day’s work in my study I was told 
that a Mr. Carruthers wanted me on the 
ahone. He would not tell his business 
Reina that it was important and 
yersonal, but I learnt that he had given 
his name with all the flourish and 
assurance of a life-long friend of the 
family. Knowing how easy it is to 
acquire life-long friends of the family 
when a cocktail-party gets going good, 
I hurried down to the phone, Mr. 
Carruthers, it seemed, was also a 
representative of Deskdelighte, Ltd. 
His Mr. Scrunchhammer, he said, was 
terribly grieved that I hadn’t been 
interested in the line of goods his firm 
were putting out. He had felt that 
they ought really to have explained 
to me at a proper interview and that 
the speaker, Mr. Carruthers, was the 
fellow to do it. When would it be 
convenient .. .? 

Well, we had a nice long argument 
over the phone, as a result of which I 





they spent a pleasant hour-and-a- 


meee 





= : SS <a 
was unable to do any work that morn- 
ing, but I think I impressed on Mr, 
Carruthers that any visit would be 
quite useless. 
It didn’t, however, stop him coming 
next day, and, though I didn’t buy 80] 
much as a piece of rubber, I lost nearly 
another morning’s work over it. 
During the following week I got 
letters every other day from Mr, 
Carruthers, and when I had finally 
disposed of him I began to get mesages, 
letters and phone-calls asking when & 
Mr. Shaw could call and see me about 
fitting out my desk with all that @ 
writer of books should have. All this } 
took up a good deal of my time, and 
incidentally I lost a job owing to being 
very rude to another Mr. Shaw, an 
editor, who rang up to ask about @ 
short-story. d 
It was because I told my wife of this 
misfortune that I found one afternoon 
a stranger having tea in my drawing- 
room. [twas Mr. Scrunchhammer’s ow? 
Mr. Shaw. On getting his name my 


7 


wife had refused to allow him to 0 Es 


without seeing me. As this seem 
te fit in perfectly with his ideas too, 


. 
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together, talking, I gathered, about 
short-stories and india-rubber alter 
nately. I wasted a lot more time get 
ting rid of him. 

Finally a week ago, having calcu- 
lated up exactly how much of my 
writing hours Mr. Scrunchhammer had 
been responsible for taking from me, I 
decided to sacrifice a few more on my 


| own account and went to see him in his 


| office 


I chose what I had ascertained 
privately was his busiest time and by 
refusing to tell my business to anyone 
but Big Shot Scrunchhammer himself, 


| at the same time hinting that it was to 


do with a large order, I at last attained 


| The Presence 


Mr. Scrunchhammer didn’t seem 
very pleased to see me. By the end of 
five minutes, when [ had talked about 


| nothing but the weather, he was getting 


pretty restless By the end of ten 


| minutes, when in true Oriental fashion 


I had got no farther than crops and the 
state of the Theatre, he was just 
exuding hate, I skilfully threw in a bit 
about desk requisites, as if from a fellow 
who owned hundreds of desks all as 
bare as a bishop's skull, to calm him 
down, and then went off on another 


| tack 


At the end of an hour I was still 
there—though only just. He had had 
secretaries in, bogus messages and fak« 
phone-calls, but I had circumvented 
him every time, even following him 
into two other offices and back again 
Finally, rather purple about the edges, 
he started to shout at me to the effect 
that if | didn’t want to give an order 
I was to get out. 

No one was then more surprised than 
I at this little misunderstanding 

But I don’t want to buy anything 
[ said. I opened a 
rapidly began: ‘I write books for a 
living, and I have here copies of all the 
books | have everwritten, No business- 
man should be without his hour of re 
laxation and books such as | write will 


suitcase and 


| supply your long-felt want. And, mor 


over, at reasonable prices. Now here is a 


| light humorous volume that will make 


no demands upon the brain. Tastefully 
bound in red—should be at every bed 
... Here is a detective yarn—my 
very first book. A thrilling tale of plot 


side. 


| and counterplot in the underworld, in 
| which the evil machinations of an un 
| scrupulous gang of criminals are at 


last foiled by the clever wit of John 
Harrison, pigeon-fancier and private 


| detective, at once places its author 


| in the 
| novelists. 


front rank of present-day 

That last, by the way, 1s 
the considered opinion of The Kirkeud- 
brightshire Beacon. Now this one is an 
epic of the soil, redolent with the atmo- 
sphere of the farmyard, ‘A masterly 
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KNOWS THEM AS ISN'T. 
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dissection of the soul of a cowherd,’ his minions had to waste mine, that 


‘Immense!’ 

a 
Month-End Review. * 7} x 5}, 
says The Times 


says The Daily Suppress 
says The Old Statesman 
s iVs The 
252pp. 7s. 6d. n.,’ 
Literary Supplement 
Well, I kept it up till he looked like 
having a fit and was only just able to 
ask me what I meant by wasting his 
valuable time like that. So I told him 
that I had as much right in this free 
country to waste his valuable time as 


even though he was still several hours 
to the good I was prepared to call it 
quits, and that anyway Life was just 
a bowl of raspberries. I then left by 
the emergency exit. 

Nobody has tried to sell me desk 
requisites since. A.A 





“To Trade—A nice practice Piano for a 
Jersey Cow.” -—Adet. in Canadian Paper 


No, thanks; our cows don’t play 














| gambling about in the sunschine. 
| Spring shortly. 
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Kultur. 
Typical englisch Conversations for nordic Students. 
(Made in Germany.) 





XIIl.—In Park anv Zoo. 


Lord Smith. 1 have much pleasure in this brisque strol in 
the Park. 
Viscount Brown. What is so nice of a real englisch Park 


| is how citizens are allowed to take steps on the grass. That 
, is indeed amenable, eh ? 


Lord Robinson. So. Yes. 

Lord Smith. Lo! There are urchins in recreation. They 
play at Rogby. They scram down. Play up, I say! 

Viscount Brown. | am fond of perceiving the young 
It is a reminder of 


Lord Robinson. Now we are arrived at the space for 


_ keeping live beasts in good preservation to be looked at. 


| I tell you! 


A menadgerie. Shall we pay each a schilling in full and 
stare at the collection ? 


Viscount Brown. Oh yes! Do let us! 
Lord Smith. 1 interest myself no end in the zoological. 
[They pay over and pass through the turnkey. 

Lord Robinson. Over against us is the shed of apes. 
They prank about. Behold the Orang-utan! 

Viscount Brown. No, no, my friend, I pray, admit that 
you are rong. You are barking at the rong kettle of fisch, 

at is a Chinpanzee. There is the certifikate. 

Lord Smith. Cast it a monkey-gnut. But it will not take 
it. Very well then, I have here a grape. That will be a 
luxury indeed for the quaint creature. 


Lord Robinson. Look, I say, it snivels the gorgeous morsel : 
to test whether it shall be bona-fide or no. a 
Viscount Brown. Here on this side sits a mandrill. 
Lord Robinson. Gracious me! How grotesque is ite] 
nozzle! : 
Lord Smith. Indeed yes. All coloured very flaschily. It} 
has a ferocious outlook. I say, what if such a one were to} 
squeeze between and place us all in jeopardy? Oh! =f 
Viscount Brown. Come! That is enough of apes for just) 
at the moment. They are not altogether pleasing ani 
Let us emerge. 
Lord Smith. Which are those noises? I am convineed “ 
that something horrible has been loosed and is laying | 
waste. os 
Lord Robinson. Stupid! It is but the sealions blurting | 
for their repast. We are now approaching their bath. "| 
Viscount Brown. Oh my! Great Scot! Did you also see? q 
The sealion plunged from the cliff and munched the fiselt | 
in middle air! 
Lord Smith. 
much praise. 
lithely. fs 
Lord Robinson. No wonder—note how they are slippery! Pe 
Viscount Brown. Come, we are pressed for time if we 
would fain see all the show. Let us look towards the 


The natation of these beasts is liable @ ” 
They plunge with grace and swim most 


a8 ccatctae. cra” 











penguings. [They continue to inspect. | _ 

“It was amusing en passant to observe how the Queen's t@@ e 
just one poured-out cup of tea with a plate of sandwiches, Was) 
taken into the presence by an elderly man, like Palmerston, im ®j— 
white tie supported by three gorgeous scarlet footmen.”’ oa 


a 


From a Periodical. | 
Ties were ties in those days. 
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“Wat's THE MATTER wire 
“SPRAINED HIS WRIST 


The Beginnet’s Guide to 
Ski-ing. 


Outfit.—According to all the books 
about winter sports no clothes that you 
have ever worn before will be of the 
slightest use to you. You must equip 
yourself with such things as: 


1 pair of horse-hide mits 

2 pairs of goat-wool socks. (Query 
Do goats have wool !) 

3 pairs of horse-hair shirts. 

4 pairs of snake-fur braces. 


And so on to the finale of a rucksack 
which contains an ice-axe, a sextant, 
theodolite, illuminated compass, slide- 
rule (or logarithm tables), thermos 
flask, dog-biscuits (for rescuing St 
Bernards), bandages, splints and a pair 
of crutches. 

A special paragraph is always de 
voted to boots, It is generally agreed 
that these should be square in the toes, 
parabolic at the heels, and at least 
three sizes too large, They must be 
dosed with bear-fat and shark-oil to 
make them snow-proof (it is well known 
that no shark ever lets the snow in) 
and lined with uncured skunk to make 
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YOUR UNCLS, GBoRGR? 


IN ONE AND CAN'T SHOW 


them pinch-proof in hotel corridors. 
Double reversible two-ply welts, of 
course; and lace them with plaited 
iguana strippings. (Any of your old 
iguana strippings will do for this.) 

Now there is no doubt that this sort 
of list is very unnerving to the novice, 
It must make even the most thoughtless 
pause and consider whether after all 
life in the Alps is not likely to prove 
altogether too complicated an affair, 

But then, on the other hand, there is 
your friend Davis who used to live in 
Switzerland and who says this is all 
nonsense, Gym shoes and an old pair 
of grey flannels were what he wore for 
ski-ing. All very confusing 

But do stop a moment to let me get 
a word in edgewise and say what I 
think about it all. Now then. 

Your friend Davia is not to be relied 
upon. Old grey flannels may be all 
very well for an old hand like him, but 
then he doean't go slithering down 
mountain-sides on their venerable seat 
as you would do, No, you must put 
grey flannels right out of your mind, 
You must not even toy with the idea 
of Harris tweeds, In fact you must 
shun Harris tweeds as though they were 
the plague. There is no material to 
which snow clings more readily, thickly 
and persistently than it does to real 


ANYONE HOW 





THE SHOT WAS MAD? 


rough tweeds. So if you wear them 
you will come in from a run looking 
ike a snow-man and soaked to the 
akin in spite of all your horse-hair 
shirts and snake-fur braces. 

Yes, the books are sound enough on 
the outer garments question. The 
swine-skin suit they recommend 
(gadarene) is just what is needed for 
rushing down steep places. But not 
enough emphasis ia laid on colour. 
scheme. You should be very careful 
about this and limit your choice to the 
following :— 


1. Black. 
2. Blacker 
3. Blacker still 


The funereal note is the only one to 
sound, Gaily-coloured scarves and 
pull-overs would be like the ribaldries 
of a saxophone breaking in on some 
majestic symphony, 

Before we finally abandon the im 
portant trouser question there is one 
really useful tip I want to give you. 
No amount of bears’ fat and sharks’ oil 
will keep out the snow if you don’t 
strap the bottoms of your trousers over 
the tops of your boots, Or is it tuck 
them inside the boota! I always forget 
which. Anyhow, do one or the other, 
You will quickly discover which is 
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It HAS COME AT LAST—THE APPLICATION OF THE AUXILIARY MOTOR TO THE 


SHIP OF THE DESERT. 








right and which wrong after a few 
minutes in deep snow. 


\s regards the other things on the 
ist the books are not so reliable. 
Rucksacks, for instance. All you will 
ver have to take in your rucksack is a 
hard-boiled egg and two hotel sand- 
viches. And if you bring a rucksack to 
1ccommodate these you will find you 
have also to carry the hard-boiled eggs 
ind sandwiches of the rest of the party. 
Now one hard-boiled egg and two sand- 
wiches make no very great burden, 
but ten eggs, twenty sandwiches, three 
ameras, two cardigans and Miss 
Simpson’s overcoat, which she brought 
by mistake, add up to something very 
considerable. And when you finally 
‘tagger on to the top of the mountain 
ifter a four-hours’ climb you will find 
that somebody’s lunch is missing and 
you have to give them yours instead. 

So my considered opinion about 
rucksacks is: Don’t bring one. Some 
illy fellow is sure to have one, and you 
can give him your egg and sandwiches 
to carry. And if he loses them, eat 
nis 

There are other items too on the list 
which may be omitted or at least 
fashioned on more familiar lines and 
from less fantastic materials. Those 
boots, for example and those plaited 
iguana lacings. But as you have 


already decided long ago to borrow 
everything from a cousin who is not 
going this year, I will leave it at that. 


Arrival at Port. 





THE wise man who is timing an 
obstacle race between tortoises will 
not expect to be astonished by an ex- 
hibition of speed. Nor will he antici- 
pate a rapid disembarkation at the port 
of Alexandria. 

It is not the first time that Monsieur 
Fracas has landed at Alexandria. Nor 
is it a foolish and incorrigible optimism 
that has induced him to arrange an 
important business appointment in the 
city for the very morning of his arrival. 
But it is the maiden voyage of the ship 
upon which Monsieur Fracas is travel- 
ling and Monsieur Fracas is aware that 
the port authorities no less than the 
shipping company itselfare determined 
that the occasion shall be marked by a 
disembarkation of record efficiency and 
speed. With the honour of the auth- 
orities themselves at stake, Monsieur 
Fracas has deemed it inconceivable 
that there should be any delay. 

As the ship approaches the quay 
Monsieur Fracas leans over the side 
and notes the preparations that have 
been made. The ship is a large ship— 
a vessel of a luxury unparalleled—and 





as the quay itself is somewhat small two 
pontoons have been made fast before 
it upon one of which the passengers 
will descend while the porters ascend 
from the other. Behind the pontoons 
stand the porters, marshalled in an 
orderly and expectant company, and | 
behind the porters wait two hundred 
cabs which will convey the passengers 
and their luggage to the Custom House. 
Monsieur Fracas surveys these arrange- 
ments with satisfaction tempered by 
a mild regret that a sudden strike of | 
the taxi-drivers should have necessi- 
tated the presence of cabs on an occa- 
sion in other respects so auspicious. | 
As the ship is made fast he takes up | 
a position favourable to an early 
descent. The last rope is secured and 
the two gangways are lowered with 
military precision. The passengers, 
headed by Monsieur Fracas, surge 
eagerly toward the forward gangway, 
while the porters, uttering cries of 
enthusiastic cupidity, make a rush for 
the aft pontoon. But, incredibly, it 
appears that the captain has made a 
miscalculation. The gangways, instead 
of resting on the pontoons, lead into 
the sea. 

The representative of the port 
authority who is waiting on the quay 
is overcome with indignation. The 
baffled porters are enraged. Even the 


passengers show signs of impatience. 
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“Move the ship!” shouts the repre- 
sentative of the port authority. 

“Move the pontoons!” shouts the 
captain. 

It seems that a deadlock has been 
Monsieur Fracas looks im- 
patiently at his watch. The captain 
and the representative of the port 
authority glare at each other. 

However, it is found to be impossible 
to move the pontoons. The ship is 
pressing them against the quay. Being 
left with no alternative, the captain 
reluctantly agrees to move the ship. 
The ropes are cast off, the engines are 
started, the ship moves, the engines 
are stopped, the ropes are re-secured and 
the gangways are once more let down 
with military precision. Once more 
the passengers, headed by Monsieur 
Fracas, surge eagerly forward. Once 
more the porters make a rush for the 
aft pontoon. But, incredibly, it appears 
that the port authority has made a 
miscalculation. The aft gangway still 
leads into the sea. The captain is 
furious. He flings his cap into the sea. 
Uttering cries of rage and dismay the 
porters make a rush for the forward 
gangway. By the time that Monsieur 
Fracas is halfway down the first porter 
is halfway up. 

“Go down!” 
severely. 

“Go up!” shouts the porter, driving 
his head into Monsieur Fracas’ waist- 
coat. 

It seems that a deadlock is about to 
ensue. Monsieur Fracas grows des- 
perate. Aided by pressure from the 
rear he strives valiantly with the 
porter. But the porter is reinforced by 
other porters, all of them men accus 
tomed to moving heavy weights and 
urged on by the prospect of immediate 
gain. Monsieur Fracas is forced to 
beat an honourable retreat. 

Meanwhile the two hundred cab- 
drivers have been watching the strife 
with increasing dismay. Excited by 
the thought that the porters are in 
some manner conspiring to deprive 
them of their fares, they simultane- 
ously seize their whips and converge 
on the quay at full speed. Wheels inter- 
lock, shafts are propelled violently 
through hoods, horses rear, and reins 
are woven into intricate patterns. By 
the time that Monsieur Fracas has 
gained the quay he finds not two 
hundred cabs but a composite vehicle 
with two hundred drivers and eight 
hundred wheels apparently designed to 
proceed in all directions at once. 

Rejecting with a frenzied calm the 
loud solicitations of the two hundred 
drivers, Monsieur Fracas once more 
looks at his watch. It is growing late, 
but even now, if he can arrive first at 


cried Monsieur Fracas 





“I’M SORRY 





I CAN'T COME FoR TEA, Dappy. 
HAVE THIS EGG-BEATER FINISHED TO-NIGHT.” 











I promised Moruer I wou.tp 








the Custom House, he may be in time. 
He looks eagerly for his porter and his 
two suitcases. Porters swarm on the 
quay and more porters still descend 
the gangway like ants. In a corner two 
porters are fighting. They are fighting 
with suitcases. They are striking each 
other on the head with the suitcases of 
Monsieur Fracas. With the just anger 
of a man who, having successfully 
negotiated a glacier, slips at the last 
moment on a banana-skin, Monsieur 
Fracas harangues the two porters. A 
policeman appears. The porters desist 
from their battle and each with the 
vehemence of an innocent man unjustly 
accused claims an exclusive right to 
transport the suitcases. Monsieur 
Fracas with no less vehemence repudi- 
ates the claims of both of them. The 
policeman is disgusted. He arrests 


both the porters. He impounds the 
suitcases. To make the evidence com- 
plete he also compels Monsieur Fracas 
to follow him to the police-station. 


“Deatus Due To SNAKE-BITE. 
A PiLeasant Function.” 
Headlines in Indian Paper, 
For whom? 





“In the evening residents and streets were 
brilliantly ijuminated.”-—N. Ireland Paper. 


“Lit up” is the more usual expression. 





“Supsectr: 
‘Waat Are You Stanpive For?’ 
By coming early you will ensure getting 
a good seat.” 
Notice of Forthcoming Sermon. 
And have the comfortable assurance 
that the address is not intended for 
you, 
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At the Play. 


Tne Ducness or Mairi” (Empassy). 
Mx. Joun Wesster, who wrote this 
play in the reign of the first Jamzs, 
must wonder a little, I think, as 
he reclines in one of the more 
sombre glades of the hereafter and 
looks down at his own name 
blazoned forth by the Swiss Cot- 
tage. For on the face of it one 
cannot help being a little surprised 
that a play which in many respects 
almost a museum-piece can 
draw good houses at a time when 
the reception of the best contem- 
porary drama is a sheer gamble 
unless its backers can afford the 
ruinously expensive insurance pre- 
mium of an all-star cast. It makes 
a nice speculation to wonder how 
GatswortHy, SHaw, MAavuGHAM 
or Cowarp will strike even a 
repertory audience in 2235 a.p., 
issuming that at that date the 
theatre still exists. 
This play of WessTer’s has a 
preposterous plot — preposterous 
only an Elizabethan plot dared 
to be (it was lifted straight from 
n Italian story). Itsaction springs 
from the fact that, although the 
Duchess, a young woman in her prime, 
just been left a widow ruling over 
territories of Malfi, her two wicked 
rothers, the neurotic Duke of Calabria 
und thesinister Cardinal, are determined 
that she shall not make a second 
marriage, and are prepared in their 
free-and-easy Machiavellian way 
to go to any lengths to prevent it. 
Why they should feel so strongly 
bout what seems such a natural 
ourse Wepster does not explain 
beyond some fraternal ramping 
ibout the purity of the Calabrian 
blood (which anybody with half 





need of strong plebeian infusion) 


honour; but it is not difficult to 
issume that they intended some 
pulling kind of crooked racket in 
regard to the lands of Malfi. 
When, however, the Duchess 
takes the first point by marryi 
her steward, Antonio, an excellent 
youth, we settle down to a ee © 
persecution against which the 
Duchess, though a ruling power, 
seems to have no redress at all. 
Neither her army nor her ministers 
nor her citizens weigh in with a single 
word of encouragement. But there— 
Wessrer wanted her at her brothers’ 
mercy, and that she certainly is. 
When her spiritual ies have run 
their course she and her children are 


Duchess of Malfi . 


Antonio Bologna . 


Duke of Calabria . 
Daniel de Bosola . 


strangled; and then, in a final scene 
of high-spirited butchery which for 
a moment was too much for the 
sense of humour of even the well- 
behaved Embassy audience, her hus- 
band, both her brothers and their spy, 





A CALM INTERLUDE. 
. Miss Joyce Brann. 


Bosola, stab one another relentlessly 
to death. 


. Mr. Torr THatcuer, 


that in which the same affectionate 
fellow, asking her to kiss his hand, 
substitutes a wax arm which he pre- 
tends is her husband’s, and goes on 
playfully to show her a wax effigy of 
her husband, over which she actually 
mourns without discovering the lie. 

The reason why we can watch 
all this absurdity with pleasure is 
that WEBSTER was a poet, and a 
pretty good one ; and so, in spite of 
the ranting and the astonishingly 
platitudinous couplets in which 
the Elizabethans, not excluding 
SHAKESPEARE, delighted, he could 
somehow lift his particular situa- 
tions to a plane where they acquire 
universal significance, which is 
presumably the essential job of 
the dramatic poet. As WEnsTER 
conveys them, the Duchess’s un- 
bending heroism as she endures 
the heaviest mental tortures, An- 
tonio’s torment at his powerless- 
ness to protect her, and the serpent 
Bosola’s remorse as he discovers 
too late his love for the woman 
he has been hounding to death, 
are dateless human themes. 

I liked the simplicity of Mr. 
Joun Fernap’s production. He 
has compressed the eighteen 





original scenes into three Acts, | 
each of four scenes, and, although | 
by doing so he has deprived the | 


Wesster’s mechanical tricks are Cardinal of his mistress, the play has | 


tremendous. On the instant they get a 


lost little. My only criticisms are that | 


powerful effect, but they creak terribly several of the cast were occasionally | 





VILLAINS IN COUNCIL. 
Suicur Loss or Nerve or No. 2. 


when you think about them. Take, for 
instance, the scene in which Antonio, 
to take a rise out of the Duchess, steals 
out of her bedroom, leaving her still 
talking to him, when one of the cad 
brothers comes in at the window and 





hears her intimate confessions. Or 


. Mr. Joun Laurie. 
. Mr. Roy Granam. 


inaudible to the fourth row of the 
stalls, that the scene in which 
brother Ferdinand comes into the 
pitch-dark bedroom was far too 
brightly lit, and that the Maniac 
Masque went on too long. Mr. 
BaGNALL HaRRtIs’s set was dis- 
tinctly good and most ingeniously 
varied. 

As the Duchess Miss Joyce 
BLAND gave a very fine perform- 
ance—I cannot imagine the part 
being played with greater sym- 
pathy; Mr. Torry THatcHer’s 


sad intellectual villainy which it 
was a pleasure to meet; Mr. JoHN 
LauRizn’s brother Ferdinand was 
a clever sketch of madness de- 
veloping, and brother Cardinal 
gave Mr. New. Porter a part and 
a dress which suited him to per- 
feetion. 
A very interesting evening. But 
Heaven help anyone who drops in at 
the Embassy for a spot of bright ducal 
entertainment, as, r ace the increasing 
hollowness of his groans and his early 
exit, the man next to me had evidently 
done. Eric. 


Antonio rang truly romantic; | 
Mr. Roy Granam’s Bosola had a | 
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“ Bur, My DEAR Doris, IF WE LIKE IT I REALLY DON'T SEE IT’S GOT ANYTHING TO DO WITH THE Vicar.” 








Letters to the Secretary of a 
Golf Club. 


XIX. 
From’ Fairplay” (Roughover postmark). 
4th January, 1935. 
Dear Str,—I have been told by a 
little bird that you falsified the Club’s 
last balance-sheet and that you bribed 
the Auditor not to itemise a large sum 





of money under “Secretary’s Good- 


Living Account,” demanding that he 
conceal this under the accommodating 
entry of “Sundries.” 

[t is now quite apparent to a great 
many members of the Club how you 
were able to afford your trip to Schnitz- 
wirzel at the beginning of December. 


Yours fai:hfully, 
FarRpLay. 
From “Verité Sans Peur” (Roughover 
postmark). 
5th January, 1935. 


Str,—I accuse you of watering the 
Club whisky. 
Beware the 13th January. 
Yours faithfully, 
Veriré Sans Pevr. 
P.S.—I caught young Pulleork (the 
page) smoking in the staircase passage 


| on Monday. 


P.S. 2.—You have been smelling of 
liquor lately. 

From “Outraged”’ (Roughover post- 
mark). 
7/1/35. 

Dear Str,—The Ground Staff is 
going to the devil. I noticed two men 
leaning on their spades this morning 
at 11.36. 

Your slackness in looking after the 
Club’s interests is becoming more and 
more proverbial. 

Yours, etc., 
OUTRAGED. 


From “Netiled” (Roughover  post- 
mark). 
January 9th, 1935. 
DearSir,—I have heard it rumoured 
that you get a rake-off on all cups and 
trophies supplied to the Club. I can 
well believe it. Things are coming to 
a head. Before the month is out you 
will know a great deal more than you 
do now. : 
Yours anonymously, 
NETTLED. 


From “Casus Conscientie”’ (Roughover 
postmark). 
Wednesday, 9th January, 1935. 
Dear Sir,—I beg to inform you 





that the writer on his own initiative 
had your horoscope secretly cast late 
this afternoon. 

Kindly note that it shows you to 
be a doomed man with but one hope 
for your safety—the very improbable 
chance that four men will come into 
your office towards the end of the 
month wearing snowdropg in their 
button-holes. 

Take warning that it will be to your 
great advantage to follow their in- 
structions implicitly. 

Yours faithfully, 
Casus CONSCIENTLE. 


From Ralph Viney, Captain Roughover 

Golf Club. 

11/1/35. 

Dear WHe_k,—I am in receipt of 
yours enclosing all those anonymous 
letters and asking for advice and some 
solution, etc., but, my dear fellow, 
you must be half-asleep, for at least 
seventy-five per cent. of the Club know 
that they are being written by General 
Sir Armstrong Forcursue, Commander 
Harrington Nettle, Lionel Nutmeg and 
Admiral Sneyring-Stymie with the 
object of so weakening your powers 
of resistance that when they make a 
massed entry into your office on (I 
think) the 13th January you will hur- 
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riedly agree to whatever they ask—in 
this case your immediate resignation. 
Yours sincerely, 
RaLpu VINEY. 

P.S.—I take your word for it that 
there is no truth in the contents of 
those letters. All the same I have 
always maintained that there is no 
smoke without a fire, and under the 
circumstances I think that you had 
better put the accusations one by one 
on the Agenda for the next meeting. 

I am sure you will agree that this is 
only fair to all concerned. 

P.S. 2.—If you resign, remember you 
must give a month’s notice. 


From Ralph Viney, Captain Roughover 
Golf Club. 


15/1/35. 
Dear WuHeEtK,—I note from your 
letter of the l4th that you have 


patched up a temporary truce with 
the Big Four, but consider the promise 


| that you would see that their handicaps 


were all raised by one stroke, provided 
they left you alone for a month, a very 
weak one. 

If you once start that sort of thing 
there can be only one end for you—the 


| Bankruptey Courts. 


Yours sincerely, 
Ravtpu VINEY. 
G.C. N. 





WO WOULD NOT WELCOME 


A MORE DIGNIFIED 
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The Word War. 


Ill.—“ Close to the Wind.” 


WE must be fair, even to Bishops. I 
have received many letters—an en- 
couraging thing, Comrades—concern- 
ing my adverse comments on the 
Bishop of Lonpon’s use of the ex- 
pression “Sailing close to the wind.” 
Most of the writers are mariners much 
more experienced than I, officers in our 
gallant Navy and salts of every age and 
kind ; and I must say that most of them 
defend the Bishop. 

I thank them all, but must continue 
reluctantly to disagree with them—if 
we really disagree, which I doubt. The 
truth is that they and the Bishop and 
I are thinking of different kinds of 
vessels—or rigs. My correspondents, 
being mariners of the Old School, 
point out that in square-rigged vessels 
it was dangerous to sail too close to the 
wind. Correct: I was aware of that; 
but (a) the Bishop did not say “ too 
close,” and (6) I took the Bishop to be 
speaking in terms of fore-and-aft con- 
temporary craft. (In fact, I thought 
he must have in mind the kind of 
14-foot dinghy I have so often navi- 
gated past his Palace at Fulham.) 

I should have made this clear, no 
doubt; and if I did not I confess my 





fault and assume a (rather small) “white 
sheet.” But observe the moral. If I, 
who am both a mariner (of a sort) and 
a conscientious word-monger, cannot 
achieve perfect clarity in such an argu- 
ment, how much more careful should 
shore-statesmen and prelates of the land 
be to avoid these tricky metaphors! 

The real point, mariners, is that the 
public man as a rule has no idea what 
kind of vessel he is talking about or 
what the phrase which he is using 
means. He will for the same cause | 
accuse his enemy of “sailing close to 
the wind,” ‘trimming his sails” or | 
“tacking to and fro,” as if these opera- 
tions were all the same and equally 
discreditable. 

But again I thank and applaud my 
correspondents ; for their number, 
their earnestness and precision show | 
that the Word War is not being waged 
in vain. Let them fight on. ! 

By the way, none of them has | 
answered to my satisfaction the ques- | 
tion, “What was the ‘wind’ in the | 
Bishop’s mind ?” 

Another thrilling battle next week. 
A. P. H. 


“Grip the ankles very tightly with both 
hands, and draw them slowly up the calf to 
the knee.”—Beauty Hint in Evening Paper. 

N.B.—The shin-bones must be re- 
moved before beginning this exercise. 


| 
| 
| 




















METHOD OF MOUNTING? 
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The Skylark. 

Tue poet with his inner soul 
a-throb 

With zeal for acclamation as a 


nob 
Is certain to embark 
On a poem to the lark ; 
If up, as one may put it, in his 
job. 


He takes, of course, a eulogistic 

view ; 

The only line a poet can pursue; 
The man must get a thrill 
From the music of its bill; 

To criticise is not the thing to do 


So out he pours (it really’s not so 
hard 
To crib from SHELLEY) praises by 
the yard, 
Nor hesitates to say 
That its uninstructed lay 
Makes him a better and a blither 
bard. 


The farmer, on the other hand, a 
soul 
Habitually sombre, on the whole, 
Has candidly averred 
What he thinks about the bird 
In terms he makes no effort to 
control. 


It likes, the little twitterer, to eat 
lhe young and tender greenlings of 
his wheat: 
And, brooding on a wrong 
That is more to him than song, 
Hle learns it, given half a chance, 
to tweet. 


So here you have the bird and, I 
suppose, ; 
lwo admirable men, for all one 
knows, 
And one will rhapsodise 
On the minstrel of the skies, 
And one will take the other view, 
in prose. 


And whether, as you wander, you 


rejoice 
To hear aloft that bard-inspiring 
voice, 


Or curse it by your gods, 

To me it makes no odds; 
You pays your money, and you 
takes your choice, Dum-Dum. 


The Grass Widows. 


“Wuen I got the word from me 
_ sister Anastasia,” Mick Doyle’s story 
| begins, “I knowed on the minit there 
| Was some great anon. Didn’t I see be 
| the papers two weeks ago that the 
_ farmers beyant in Gortnabeg was gone 











a kind of uppish in theirselves this 
while back on account of the raids med 
be the Government upon their cattle 
when the boyos wouldn’t pay the rent ? 
Sure thev cut down the threes, no less 
nor, an’ dug stupendous holes in the 
roads, an’ they nearly out of practice 
since the bad times for the like of that 
behaviour: an’ then they took to play 
the harp upon the tellygram wires, 
the creatures, they were that annoyed. 
But little did I think till I went to see 
Anastasia the way things was teetotally 
gone astern, wid all the farmers took 
off to gaol on the head of their depreda- 
tions, an’ not as much as a mankind 
in the whole locality, only old Pether 
Murphy, an’ him on two sticks, God 
help him, for the legs is too proud to 
stay undher him this long time; an’ he 
couldn’t do a gradle of harm even if 
he had the wish to basark around.” 

At this point Mick pauses and lets 
his thoughts go back to the deserted 
appearance of the once-prosperous 
grazing district of Gortnabeg, now 
robbed temporarily of its male popula- 
tion by a Government that believes in 
the payment of rent and of rates, how- 
ever sorely hit the owners of grass- 
farms may be. 

*When I see the way they are down 
there,” he goes on, ‘‘ I was very near fit 
to be sot upon be the Coroner” — 
which, if a trifle involved, is as good 
a way as any other in which to describe 
a hair-breadth escape from “‘death by 
shock.” 

All the time the manner of the story- 
teller is becoming more impressive. 
“When she told me James Hogan was 
gone to gaol wid the rest,” he says, 
referring to the elderly and hitherto 
law-abiding husband of Anastasia, “I 

-was spacheless out an’ out. That I 
may never lie, but the bare notion of 
James pickin’ ochre, an’ him dhressed 
up in the stars and sthripes, is some- 
thin’ owdayshious, no matther if he 
was sthrangled wid taxation itself, like 
every one that’s immersed in land at 
the present time. ‘He only done what 
was per-fectly right,’ says ‘Stasia to 
me; an’ I well remember the day when 
she'd bawl for a week at the mintion 
of a gaol, let alone for the man of the 
house to be in it.” 

Mick smiles a little ruefully. “Them 
Gortnabeg women has words at will,” 
he says; “an’ every one of them 
sthrivin’ to best the other over what 
the husband or the brother done to 
annoy the Government. ‘Didn't he 
take the horse from undher the load 
of turnips,’ says Bridget Tierney about 
her own man, ‘an’ up wid him upon 
ould Charley’s back the day they 
kem to take the few calves? An’ he 
done the charge of the Life Brigade 





through the middle of the polis, an’ 
poor Charley was all element, for he 
thought up to then he’d be dhraggin’ 
turnips for the length of the day, an’ 
he was more nor pleased to find him- 
self so light. I didn’t see it meself,’ 
she says, ‘but the vapour was risin’ off 
of th’ ould horse when they brought 
him back, an’ before very long himself 
was took off in the Black Mar-I.’ ” 
Again Mick conjures up a vision of 
Gortnabeg. “Right enough,” he says 
admiringly, ‘‘you’d want to be one of 
them boomerangs to get along them 
roads nowadays, for you wouldn’t be 
finished leppin’ over one obsthruction 
till you’d have to face up to another.” 
But he does not really mean a 
boomerang, not even as applied to the 
exiles that will surely return. He means 
kangaroo, as his next words make clear: 
“God help the poor kittens them 
things would have in their pockets, an’ 
they leppin’,” he adds sympathetically, 
“for they'd be very apt to be bounced 
to the clouds; an’ where they’d fall 
there they might lie, an’ no re-dhress.” 
Up to this point Mick’s oft-repeated 
history of the implacable farmers of 
Gortnabeg and of their truculent grass- 
widows has varied very little, but this 
week our jobbing gardener has been 
more pensive than usual. ‘TI seen it 
on the paper,” he said moodily, “that 
James Hogan only got three months 
on account of him bein’ such a quiet- 
goin’ man always; but Pat Tierney’s 
afther gettin’ a full year for his acro- 
batics upon ould Charley, for he 





knocked a fella down; an’ Kieran Foley | 


got another year for cuttin’ wires an’ 
then givin’ back-chat to the Judge. 
There isn’t one of them got as little as 
James.” 


Mick dumped an armful of sodden | 


brown leaves into the barrow and 
shook his head regretfully. ‘‘There 
was a time when Anastasia would ha’ 
been glad,” he said, “‘but accordin’ to 
the proud talk them women had she 'Il 
be nothin’ more now nor an Also Ran.” 


D. M. L. 








Up and Down the Garden. 
A Few Timely Little Digs. 





Tue best gardening guide for be- 
ginners who wish to avoid unnecessary 
labour is: ‘Don’t begin!” 


ee. ek 
A back-garden is so called because 
the amateur gardener has to put his 
back into it. 
s * -&® 


The amateur gardener who wants to 
see upon his dining-table plates of the 
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She. 
He. “ WELL, THERE'S ONE YO" 


“COULD YOU CHANGE 








finest vegetables in the world cannot 
do better than tear them out of the 
seed-catalogues. 


* * 
The easiest thing to raise in any 
garden is a thirst. 
hn. Dee 
Any old suit is good enough for the 
garden, but spades are trumps. 
* 


Seeds should never be sown too 


deeply; the great idea is to give the 
| birds a chance. 
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FOR ANOTHER ONE? 


CAN "AVE OVER ‘ERE, MISs. 








WE DON’T QUITE LIKE THE WAY HE BARKS.” 
THE LADY DIDN'T LIKE THE WAY ‘E 


BITES,” 











One of the troubles about gardening 
is that the man who takes pains gets 
such a lot more than he wants. 


An allotment is a-small piece of land 
completely surrounded by pests. 


If a man can’t lie about his garden 
what on earth are the beds for ? 


Weeds may be a nuisance, but some 
gardens would look dreadful without 
them 


It is not really of any great advan- 
tage to the industrious gardener that 
he can always get a stitch in time. 

ee eS 


You should never water the garden 
unless you want it to rain. 





“The horns of the dilemma seemed to join 
and form a vicious circle which went round 
and round in her aching head.”—Serial Story. 
Metaphorically speaking, of course. 








“Augustus Harris, who died in 1896, got 
a letter c/o Drury Lane last week.” 
Sunday Paper. 
By rocket-post ¢ 
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Rustic. “1 COULD TELL EE WOT TO DO IF IT WER A ‘ORSE.” 
Motorist. “Reatty. Waar's tHat?” 


Rustic. “ 'AVE "ER DESTROYED.” 














Our Booking-Office. 
(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 





A Royal Cavalcade. 
Ve. Laurence Housman’s thirty collected biographical 
playlets on and about Victoria Regina (Caps, 10/6) are a 
harming essay in History Without Tears. In our harsh 
modern phrase he debunks in detail but in sum does not be- 
little. The Great Little Queen appears first as headstrong girl 
to be guided by eajolery but by no means driven ; then, after 
a struggle, as subservient adoring wife ; while in widowhood 
the imperiousness reasserts itself and ladies-in-waiting go 
in fear (not unmixed with boredom) of a formidable mistress 
who is rarely amused and never amusing. But there is 
always the alert forceful personality to be respected... . 
How sly is Mr. Housman’s documentation! The sentiment- 
alist will be hurt by much, but he will not be able to 
protest effectively. As for the Prince Consort, he is given 
his due as a man of sound intelligence, consistent industry 
and serious purpose, which is sometimes called priggishness 
and often does indeed give occasion for a smile or two. - 
Other characters—Lord Metpourne, Lord Jonun Russe, 
Pam,” Dean Sranuey. Joun Brown, Disrarii—pass 
across the stage and come to life for a brief moment. And 
Mr. Exnest Sweparp has given of his best with his lively, 
likely, pleasant-patterned drawings. 


The Glory that was Georgia. 
| can see the novel as a work of literary art making its 


_ last stand in America, where, oddly enough, there seem to 
_ be still producers and palates for such distinguished pieces of 





fiction as Melissa Starke (Durron, $2.50). Mrs. ANNULET 
ANDREWS, the book’s author, shares to a certain extent 
the virtuosity of Miss Witia CatrueEr, but the object of her 
refined, meditated yet extraordinarily vital narrative is 
the re-living of an actual past, not a deliberate incentive to 
research. Mel Starke, her gallant and lovable heroine, is a 
child of the Georgia of the '70's, when the culture of the 
South, stripped of its black caryatides, is rapidly crumbling, 
confronting its aristocrats with vestiges of exotic beauty 
and presages of intolerable hardship. Mel, at ten, has wit- 
nessed horror and loveliness on an almost Aeschylean scale ; 
subsequently she faces victimisation from the mean vices 
of her elders, a generation powerless to rise above their 
troubles and jealous of youth’s new horizons. Her harpy 
aunts, her opium-ridden father, her widely-ramified relatives 
and (in time) her suitors are real people in crucial post-War 
situations not unlike our own. Their creator is to be con- 
gratulated on a notable achievement. 


Fighter Goebbels. 

After reading the diary entitled My Part in Germany's 
Fight (Hurst anp Biackerr, 15/-), that is, Dr. GoEBBELS’ 
personal narrative of the events immediately preceding the 
Nazi Revolution, I am astonished that this astute propo- 
gandist permitted its publication. Dr. GorsBEts has in- 
deed avoided making any startling revelations about events 
like the burning of the Reichstag that still await explana- 
tion. Nevertheless his enthusiasm for the cause that he 
has personally helped to triumph betrays him at times 
into significant and curiously naive outbursts of emotional 
excitement. His pen-portraits of the LeapER and General 
GOERING are kind and interesting. Dr. GoEBBELS enter- 
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| of a melodramatic technique, Mr. Gu- 
| BERT 


| able story and a very honest record 


| covers. 
| swing more or less together 


January 23, 1935] 


PUNCH, or The London Charivari 








tains no doubts of the permanency of 
the new governmental system. Per- 
sonally I think he would do well to 
reflect upon one of the many aphorisms 
that he has coined. It runs: “ Ven- 
geance is a judgment to be appreci 
ated in cold blood.” 





A Good Bird Book. 


Birds in Britain To-day is 
As good as it’s new. 
It, | venture to say, is 
The bird book for you. 
It’s by H. Morrey Saumon 
And (a man to be heard) 
Grorrrey C. 8. [NGRaM, on 
All sorts of a bird. 


If you ask them where is it 
That a bird may be found 

A bird on a visit 
Or on its own ground, 

They know all that a-wing goes, 
And they throw in as gifts 

* British”’ birds, like flamingoes 
And needle-tailed swifts. 


r 


Now let me say this: you 
Must read what I'll term 
An outstanding issue 
From NicHo.son’s firm; 
And I court no correction 
When I say that you'll see 
In its pictures perfection 
» As near as can be. 
With a Light-Blue Background. 
Written with deliberate avoidance 


FrRaNKAU's Three Englishmen 
(HUTCHINSON, 8/6)is an eminently read- 


of the Victorian-to-Georgian spell it 
Three Etonians, designed to 
even, as 
the issue shows, through criminal pro- 
ceedings, though not those usually asso- 
ciated with swinging—see 1899 to 1934 


| out together: Jeremy Wainwright of the 


| The college retains Wainwright and Ben- a — | 
ton throughout the Boer War; but Curle wangles his way would be a good plan if the custom were generally followed, | 


| home in Hampshire, is Wainwright's; 
| austerer progress is naturally a one-woman affair. 


Stock Exchange, Maxwell Benton, sur- 
geon, and Andrew Curle of the Hussars. 


to South Africa, leaving an inarticulately disconsolate /ris 
in Axchester Close. Jris, however, is not Curle’s only love, 
any more than Mollie, of the delightfully vulgar “retired” 
though Benton's 
All Mr. 
FRANKAU’S women are drawn from life, and all play exactly 


| the parts you would expect in the entirely typical careers of 





their menfolk. That, I take it, is the best and worst of this 
competent book : it interests from first to last with the most 
commonplace of materials and an almost total lack of 
exaltation in the handling. 


Self-Help That Failed. 
On the title-page of Prophet Without Honour (NeLson, 
7/6) appears, besides the name of the author, which is 
natural, that of the selector, which is unusual. Possibly it 
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“Hetvo, Sammy! Ag see Yo’ pReaKIN’ yo’ Noo YEAR ResoLoorions.” 
“Yeau, put AH AIN'T GONNA HELP YOU TO BREAK YOURS, 80 JEST ‘OP IT.” 








and the name of the publisher's reader were prefixed to 
every new novel, so that we might know who was really 
to blame for some of the worthless books that are pub- 
lished. 
GREEN, who, we are told, left Oxford with a brilliant literary 


reputation, winning, among other distinctions, the Newdi- | 


gate Prize for English Verse; and it has been “ selected” 
by Mr. L. A. G. Strone, who has a certain reputation as 
a novelist. 


Prophet Without Honour is written by Mr. Russeu | 


The book contains one of those careful studies | 
of lower middle-class life in a manufacturing district some | 


fifty or sixty years ago which, personally, I find rather | 
difficult reading. Young George Eyre, son of a carpenter, | 
starts with a creditable desire for learning which is baulked | 
at the outset by his stepmother’s anxiety that he should | 
be earning something towards the household expenses. So | 


’ 


he becomes a “ half-timer” at a cotton-mill, and then 





, 
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inde ¢ r i -mine ioins the house- go back to the beginning in order to savour the full subtlety. 
he id pr pay fornia mg Secnemally he be- But all four stories will repay many readings, especially 
comes a draper himself, with occasional trials as a local “The Salt of the Earth,” the study of an odiously good 
Methodist preacher, and marries a girl who was clearly woman, killed in the end by her own kindness. 5 No short 
| predestined to be his mate from the opening chapter. One review can do Miss West justice, so I will only give thanks 
‘« left with a sense of frustration; but the publisher, or for her gifts of irony-cum-kindness, her wit, insight, logic 
perhaps the selector, holds out hopes of a series of novels and, above all, her craftsmanship. 

dealing with the same characters. I cannot say that the Paarianan. 


prospec s vi h enthusiasm. ° : ° 
prospect Sie ean It is not easy to write with restraint of Grey Ow1, 
Malice . for those of us who know his history and what he has done 
It was just like the author of Elizabeth and Her German for animal life cannot but feel a strong liking for him. 
Cents eae Lady Midhurst’s chef go mad and give her Men of the Last Frontier was a delightful book; Pilgrims of 
week-end guests so great a surfeit of green gooseberries that the Wild (Lovat Dickson, 12/6) is even more charming. 


















all of them might plausibly be x. Se aps aac | In it Grey Ow1, son of a Scot | 
is unpleasant as possible with iva! heli” ed] / and an Apache, tells us of his 
each other and in their own bia A Ni | | marriage with ANAHAREO, a | 
private thoughts and pro- oy t-.| a" oa | direct descendant of hereditary | 
cesses. The Jasmine Farm | | s weak _lroquois chiefs, and of how | 


' under her influence he ceased | 
to trap beavers and became | 
their loyal friend. We can | 
read too of long journeys, 

great hardships, odd charac- 

| ters, and above all of the won- 

'derful affection that Grey 

| Owt and his wife had for their 
beavers and the beavers for | 

‘them. Itisa true tale, which | 

both in its pictures of the re- | 
mote parts of Canada and of | 
lives devoted to one great | 
object must appeal to anyone 
who has even dimly heard the | 





(Hermvemann, 7/6) had been 
given by the late Lord Mid- 
hurst to his bride in a spasm of 
sentimental fervour of which 
the reticences of a naturally 


reluctant lady had = 
cured him. Sedulously wor- 
shipping other less aloof god- 
lesses he had died young in 
; the odour of profligacy. To| 
4 this asylum, then, in the wild | 
/ nterland of the Riviera, fled | 
} poor Daisy when her daughter | 
‘ Terry's brave, secret love affair | 











: with her mother’s elderly = . j 
| retary wasdiscovered, there | a . call of the wild. And it is well 

. » nurse her blind grief and B fill wn gene to know that Grey Ow L's and | 

1] glect her well-made face,and | Be ll un ANAHAREO’s efforts on behalf | 

| CIA a PPPOLPASDPAAIADORBADDDEAD . e | 

thither to be pursued by the of their beloved beavers have | 

retary’s resolute mother-in- . | | met with such complete suc- | 


cess. The volume is illustrated | 
as ably as it is written. 


w bent on a little quiet black- 
Lil on behalf of her beautiful, 
id suburbanised daughter. 
It is a fitting end to this 
tragi-comedy that the abound- 


Rough Houses. 
Although“ Sapper’s ” stories 
i are becoming too stereotyped 
daughter should be left in con- ms || 8 it must still be admitted that 
tented affluence beyond their | ce Wi ihe never fails to give his 
MN 
—— 


| 
ili, 
ae ty 


ing mother and the icily-null| "yy" wi 
UT 








wildest dreams. Everyone else ‘readers an exciting run for 
has a rough deal. their money. In Bulldog Drum- 
mond at Bay (HoppER AND 
|\Stovueuton, 7/6), for in- 





Money Talks. 


PC OI I PITT AP ETE OE TT NT eT TEI 


“I SAY, WHAT A SWINDLE! THE ARTIST CALLS THIS 














i Miss REBECCA West, who,! - Gr. Enrerermec Bars.’” | stance, we find our old friend, 
t as her publishers say, has sadienceaidltien cena babii Hugh, in an apparently hope- 
| never offered her readers an ill-considered page, has now, less position, from which, as usual, he emerges to wreak | 
a under the title of The Harsh Voice (Cape, 7/6), produced vengeance on his enemies. And these enemies lacked | 
four short novels, taking as joint theme (though this is very nothing in viciousness and venom. One of them only | 
variously expressed) the quotation :— committed murder “‘as an absolutely last resource,” but | 
SPD eR oe ee another of these criminals ‘“‘gloried” in killing. Against | 
Me. hear when money talks, or hate, this remorseless gang of ruffians it may be imagined that | 
Then comes the softest answer,” Hugh and his team had to use both their wits and their 
4 aie ase wiles before they could claim to have won the contest. 
| ee of the first—" Life Sentence”—is banal enough to Not for a moment does “SappER’s” hero show a sign of 
make @ sugary novelette—two le separate and then waning resource and energy. 
find they love each other after all; but what a lot of salt 
i — — raphe The second, and I believe it is the best, “ Alice’s glowing eyes watched tl Violet Mostyn in her magnifi | ; 
: . - 2 - : r 8 f y yes watcher vem-—- Violet Mostyn in her m a 3 
i aa — t eae — a dilettante and some- cent amber-gold frock, and Geoffrey, whom she had never seen in | : 
i ‘ o seem im “ to long to the order of women anything but a lounge suit, in dinner jacket and a white tie.” : 


who are accustomed to meet men only once.” I will not From a Magazine. 


| spoil the end for you, though when you reach it you should 
) i 


He would have been wiser perhaps to stick to his lounge suit 
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Charivaria. 

By means of electric welding (instead 
of riveting) the Bank of England is 
being rebuilt in complete silence. It is 

| not believed that the further recon- 
stitution advocated by Mr. Lioyp 
GEORGE could be | 
effected so quietly. | 


x 


“T do not write 
for personal pro- 
fit,” declares a 
novelist. Lots of 

| other novelists | 
have complained 
of much the same 
thing. 





Weare told that 
conscientiousness 
is the main factor 
that helps a man 
to gain promotion 
in his job. We| 
have yet to hear, 
however, of the 
postman who was 
promoted for stick- 
ing to his post. 


& & 


“Every man 
should carry his 
small change in a| 
belt worn next to 
the body,” says a| 
magistrate. At} 
present taxi- 
drivers seem to be 
the only persons 
who do this. 





“No one could 
say that a con- 
verted barn is an 
ideal place inwhich | 
to stay,” writes a/ 
malcontent. We! 
are afraid he has| 
overlooked our| 


house-agents. 





One of our women gossip-writers had 
an aunt who looked like the Duke of 
WELLINGTON. It would be interesting 
to know whether Mr. Grorce ARLISS 
as the Iron DvuKE has reminded her 
at all of the old lady. 

* * 

Sir AMBROSE FLEMING observes that 

even an intelligent child reading the 
| Genesis account of man’s origin asks 
| the question: “Who did Camn marry ?’ 


VoL eLANAVIEI 


| 
| 
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An exceptionally intelligent child says 


“Whom.” oe 
4 


In America two boxers knocked 
each other out simultaneously. We 
understand that the referee counted 
twenty over the two of them, but as 
neither got up he declared a draw. 


The Soviet executioner has been 
driven mad by overwork, and it is 
rumoured that his successor is to be 
allowed his Wednesday afternoons off. 


% % 
% 

Many complaints are still being 

received about the sediment in Post- 

UCR | | Office ink. A man 











| writes from Aber- 
| deen to say that 
the has already 
jruined two foun- 
| tain-pens. 

| % % 

| *x 
Horse-skulls 
| found in the walls 
of old churches are 
| believed to be a 
jsurvival of their 
| use in temples of 
| the Sacred Horse 
|for oracular pur- 
poses. This throws 


j 


| alight onthe origin 
|of the expression 
| “Straight from the 
| horse’s mouth.” 


* 


| 

| 

| In view of the 

| difficulty of defin- 

| ing “loitering,” 
might not a min- 

‘imum speed-limit 
be im posed on 

users of pedestrian 

| crossings ? 


% % 
% 
‘Young men in 
love often forget to 
stamp their love- 
\letters,” states a 
writer. The woman 
always pays. 


e % 
A parachutist 
jsays that while 
| dropping one has 
itime to reflect 

upon the disap- 
| pointments in life. 











DARLING, YOU SEE WE A&s& GOING THE RIGHT WAY.” 





There are two NEVILLE CHAMBER- 
LAINS,” says a politician. In_ the 
opinion of harassed taxpayers this is 
a terrible thought. 


% # 


An Indian fakir is able to appear 
inside a house although all the doors 
and windows have been secured against 
him. No doubt he is inundated with 
offers from vacuum-cleaner manu- 
facturers 


i|And later one 
. nas _jarrives at the sad 
conclusion that it’s a hard world 


A news-item refers to a man who 
collided with a motor-cyclist and was 
hurled into a field of four-leaf clover. 
This is regarded as very lucky. | 


® 
<i. g 
It is said that there are always Civil | 
Servants sleeping at the Foreign Office. 
Even at night? 
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When Television. ... 


We are the wizards. Everywhere 
The Demons of the earth and fire, 
The Djinns of water and the air 
(Granted a modicum of care) 
Serve us with waves and wire. 


We are the Mages. One light touch— 

One single touch of one small hand 
And Heavenly Music leaves its hutch, 
We hear the sounds we love so much 


Of Mr. Hyuron’s band. 


Laughter and tears, the cough, the whine, 
The magic of the spoken word 

Wing to us now by ways divine 

Undreamed of by King CHARLEMAGNE, 
CROMWELL or GEORGE THE THIRD. 


I shall not harp upon this theme 
As many a publicist might do; 
I shall not say life’s present scheme 
Might have appeared one wild bad dream 
To Wang or Ho-ti-foo.* 


Would there were time to ask what gains, 
What huge imperial bliss 

A Casar might have found in ’planes 

Or Pericies from putting drains 
In the Acropolis. 


Would there were space to prove, dear heart, 


But space there is not, no, 
How we should all be in the cart 
If Arri.a, or if BUONAPARTE 

Had used the radio. 


. 


Enough! Enough! It is my choice 
To sound premonitory drums 

On one thing only,—I rejoice 

That, sister to the Electric Voice, 
The Electric Vision comes. 


Soon may it be my chance to see 

The eyes, the teeth, the hair, the smile 
Of crooners when they croon to me, 
Of lecturers at the B.B.C., 

Of men who run the Mile. 


But most of all I long to mark 
The features of the wraiths unknown, 
The ambient spectres of the dark 
Who eall to me, who shout, who bark 
Into my telephone. 


Soon let it dawn the Age of Gold 











This, after some thought, I have decided to describe as 
follows. In place of the figures commonly used to indicate 
the hours (or horary divisions) on the dial appeared repre- 
sentations in relief of objects either essential to or symbolical | 
of activities conventionally associated with the times (or | 
temporal periods) connoted by the respective positions of | 
such objects on the clock-face. A representational sequence, — 
to put it more concisely, was substituted for the numerical 
sequence commonly employed in the spatial projection of | 
time. Thus a cocktail-glass stood for six o’clock, and an | 
opera-hat—or it may have been a Stilton cheese—for eight. 

Now there were two things—apart from the great charm 
of its appearance—which struck me about this clock. In | 
the first place it was a decidedly snobbish clock. A clock | 
for the Upper Ten. A clock that simply reeked of leisure 
and the life of ease. All round its face were strewn the im. | 
pedimenta of the well-to-do, glasses and cards and hunting. | 
crops and high hats—a long gay round of frivolity and fun. | 
But of such things as work and shaving and buying boots, 
the stern realities of life, it gave no sign. 

Secondly it was a twelve-hour clock, and this I thought 
a very serious drawback. Even the Upper Ten must 
sometimes be awake and looking at the time before one | 
in the afternoon, the hour at which this clock appears to 
enter officially upon its pictorial career ; and what, Lask in all 
earnestness, do they make of it then? What of the man 
who raises his sleepless head from the pillow at six o'clock 
in the morning and sees a cocktail-glass staring him coldly 
in the eye? Does he get up and have one? Or does he just 
feel ill? And top-hats at breakfast? Are these the manners 
of the haut monde? 

The clock which I am shortly putting on the market 
will, I think, be rid of these disadvantages. It will have | 
a twenty-four-hour dial and its outlook on life will be strictly | 
middle-class. No hunting-crops or caviar on my clock. 

I should have liked at this point to include a little sketch 
of my clock, but unfortunately the final details of the 
design are not yet settled. Also I cannot draw. So | 
must content myself with a rough description of some of 
the more important objects to be represented. The day will 
begin pleasantly with a boiled egg at eight in the morning 
(more readily identifiable in relief, 1 think, than eggs and 
bacon), followed by the figure of a man running at nine, | 
and a bottle of red ink (symbolising office-life) at ten. | 
From now until one o’clock—sausage-and-mashed, or a 
ham-sandwich on the cheaper models—I find myself in 
something of a difficulty. Those who enter their offices 
at ten o'clock rarely, unless they be managing directors, 
leave them again before lunch-time, yet the repetition of 
the red-ink motif at eleven and again at twelve strikes me 
as inartistic. Possibly a steaming hot cup of Sootho (For the 
Nerves) might, if the manufacturers offer me enough, 

















provide the solution for the former of these two hours; | 
(l thank thee, Science, for this grace) but noon is going to be a problem. 
When the cloud-curtains are unrolled, Two o'clock will be a bag of golf-clubs. It is always | 
| And all wrong numbers can behold oe going to be Saturday afternoon by my clock, partly to | 
i Each other face to face. Evor. avoid any prolongation of the office difficulty but chiefly | 
in order to cheer the hearts of workers during the weck. : 
Round the Clock. “ Aha!” they will be able to say, looking up wearily at the 2 
clock on Wednesday afternoon, “exactly three days from ; 
Recentiy I saw rather a novelty in the way of clocks, "°W | shall be beginning my round with Robinson, or i 
f Not that there was anything very out of the way about PO“e™™s about the garden (three o’clock—a rake), or having ; 
a: it; in fact as novelties go it was a pretty tame affair alto. “ bis of home-made cake (four o'clock—home-made cake) | 
gether. Itwouldn’t boil youanegg, for instance, or ring a bell for tea.” And they will be so elated that even the spectacle | 
: and shave you at eight-fifteen every morning. It wouldn't © 9, bus-ticket (five) won't be able to depress them. 
do anything like that at all. Its peculiarity, as with so, The rest of the evening goes very simply and straight- ; 
; many of us, lay simply in its face. ’ ei Ng IR with er at nine, a yaw at 
. - n, a cat—just as a reminder—at eleven, and for twelve | : 
* The well-known Chinese philosophers. midnight (or, az one should say, twenty-four o'clock) a | 
{ —_—-— reeves nsehattntresneeptesiente siteenam a F nesetemanenpistlaidiiemineeepamnn we 
f 
. 
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AGRICULTURAL CRISIS IN AEAEA. 


Ler’s MAKE A Pic-MarketTinc Boarp.” 


Ulysses (to Circe). “I’vE Gor AN IDEA! 











real downy double-sprung triple-mattressed couch-de-luxe. 
There will be no sitting up into the early hours for pur- 
chasers of my timepiece. 

We are left with the watches of the night, and I must 
confess that the problem presented here seemed at one 
time so insoluble that I was tempted to abandon it in 
despair. But I did not give way. ‘“ What,” I asked myself, 
‘does a man who wakes up in the middle of the night and 
looks at his watch really want to see?” And I decided that 
what he wants to see is something that will send him to sleep 
again as rapidly as possible. So I am using sheep. I am 
putting eleven sheep for one o'clock, twelve for two o’clock, 
thirteen for three o’clock and so on up to sixteen for six 
o'clock; and I calculate that by the time a man has counted 
up one little flock four or five times over, to make sure 
what the time. is, he will be fast asleep again. The later 
the hour the more certain the cure. Will be able to 
resist the only genuinely soporific clock on the market ? 

I am putting a little model of an alarm-clock at seven A.M., 
but without much hope. H. F. E. 








Bless You. 
[“ Sneezing is a talent.”—-A Doctor.) 





THE sneezer to-day is consistently viewed 
With general scorn and dismay ; 
The cries of his victim are openly rude 
When caught within range of the spray; 
The germs he’s accustomed to spread 
(By millions, it’s credibly said) 
Can lay a man low 
In a furlong or so 
And send him in shivers to bed. 





YN 


But mine’s an exceptional sneeze 

That scatters no germs on the breeze ; 
A triumph of skill, . 
Its danger is nil 

Of flu or some cognate disease. 


The sneezer, though innocent wholly of harm, 


No matter what care he employs, 
Is widely regarded with awe and alarm 
Because of his horrible noise; 
His blast, which would detonate rocks, 
Undoubtedly startles and shocks; 
His hiss, which you’d take 
For the threat of a snake, 
Might easily frighten an ox. 
But mine is a musical sneeze 
Of elegance, polish and ease ; 
It brings to the mind 
The throstle combined 
With brooklets and murmuring bees. 
Ho, sneezer, detested wherever you fare, 
Be easy, the remedy ’s plain; 


My method is one, though at present it’s rarc, 


That students can quickly attain. 
Come, join my instructional class 
(You'll practise at home in the glass); 

Make haste to begin; 
You can all of you win 
Diplomas for “honours” or “ pass.” 


For mine is the classical sneeze 

And open to any who please ; 
So this is your chance; 
You pay in advance, 








en AARNE AE. 





But don’t be put off by the fees. Dum-Dum. 











| huge, with green electric-light 
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As Others Hear Us. 


From the Pantomime. 


“I’m afraid I’m an absolute child 
about the pantomime still.” 
“Oh, so am [. Always. Was it 


marvellous ?” 

* Absolutely marvellous. 
the Wood, you know.” 

“Tell me every single thing. Haven't 
they got a marvellous giantess 01 
something ?” 

“Oh, yes; it’s a man really 
seven or eight feet high, I should think 

he’s the nurse. And he has a marvel 
lous duet with the Head Waiter.” 

“The Head-Waiter ?”’ 

“Yes, he’s supposed to be Swiss, 
and he’s in a huge hotel where they all 
go for winter sports; and you see them 
ski-ing and everything.” 

“Real snow ?” 

“Oh, yes, masses of it. At least it 
looked real. And then the Fairy Queen 
comes on in a sleigh drawn by a real 
live reindeer and sings rather a good 
song—‘I’m From the Dear Old South- 
ernStates ’—and you see all the darkies 
working in the cotton-fields, and they 
do a lot of tap-dancing.” 

“Tn the snow ?”’ 

“Oh, it’s a revolving stage. And the 

Jaron and Baroness are too funny for 


Bahe S i 


about 


words.” 

* Who are they ?”’ 

“Oh, just people, you know. They ‘re 
supposed to be looking after the two 
babes, and then they want to murde1 
them. There really was an extraordin 
arily good scene where they all go down 
in a diving-bell to the bottom of the 
sea, and the two babes are thrown to 
the sharks, and the sharks are simply 
eyes. 
They looked absolutely real.’ 

“What frightful fun!” 

“One child in front of us began to 
scream and had to be taken out. I felt 
so sorry for its wretched mother. Well, 
then the babes are rescued by a kind of 
diver. He does a terribly good Russian 
dance in those sort of long boots they 
wear and a fur hat. He takes them up 
to the surface again and they all had 
to look for a magic lamp that the Fairy 
Queen had told them about. So the 
next scene is the cellar of the Baron’s 
castle, and that’s frightfully funny 
Well, they open the casks of course and 
all get drunk, and there’s a very good 
song there—almost the best in the 
show; the chorus has a very catchy 
tune: ‘My Wife tells me I’m Blind, but 
1 say I’m Blotto.’ The principal Robin 
sings it and makes all the audience join 
in. The children adored it of course. 
It went something like this: ‘My Wif 
tells me I’m Blind, but I say I’m 
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, CLAUD, DO You 








REMEMBER HOW WE END THIS Act?” 








Blotto 
But | shall get it later 
of tune that runs in 


It’s the kind 
one’s head for 
days 

Did they do the robins, covering 
them with leaves?” 

“Oh, yes. That was very pretty. 
There were about thirty robins, all 
very attractive,and they wore hunting- 
breeches and scarlet coats and wreaths 
of red leaves and bare legs with green 
sandals. They danced a minuet first, 
. real old-fashioned one—and they had 
rather a good chorus: ‘My Cutie’s on 
the Movies Now,’ and then they covered 
up the babes with leaves and did a sort 
of Japanese fan-dance all round them 
with their hunting-horns.” 

= It sounds too lovely.” 

Oh, it was. And the transformation 
scene at the end was best of all. It was 
called The Home of the Butterflies— 


and the dresses were exquisite. Each Babes in the Wood.” 


No, |’m afraid that was wrong. butterfly wore a pair of wings 


and 
gauze sash and one silver slipper and 
one gold one.” 

‘Was that the end?” 

“They had a procession of all the 
nations for the very end, and every- 
body sang a topical song, and at the 
end the League of Nations came in 
and danced a Highland Fling, and all 
the others joined in.” 

“T must say I wish I’d seen it.” 

“Oh, I wish you had. There was 
some frightfully good crooning too, 
and the Principal Boy sang negro 
spirituals beautifully.” 

“They give you a lot, don't they?” 

“Masses. It lasted four hours. But 
I liked every minute of it. After all, 
a pantomime is such a thoroughly 
English institution, isn’t it?” 

** Yes, and one never gets tired of those 
dear familiar old nursery stories like the 


EK. M. D. 
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Ga\ wa 
Letters to the Secretary of a 
Golf Club. 


XX. 
From Ralph Viney, Captain Roughover 
Golf Club, Roughover. 
10th January, 1935. 
Dear WHELK,—In answer to your 
query, there will be no official opening 
of the new Hard Tennis | Nt ds oi 








Court. Just put up | AY 
NS 


notice calling both the 
men and lady members’ 
attention to the fact 
that it will be ready for | 
play on the 15th Janu- | 
ary, together with} 
charges, length of time | 
court may be occupied, | 
ete., ete. 

We have taken such 
pains to keep the matter | 
hushed up from the) 

Golf Only” squad that | 
it would only irritate 
them to make a song 
vbout it now. In any 
case | expect there will 
be trouble enough as 
it 18. 

Let me know how the 
receipts go. I sincerely 
hope that the court will 
be a money-maker and 
give our revenue a 








true that you are going to allow 
members of the ies’ Golf Club 
as well as men to play on it, for if 
this is so it is one of the most de- 
grading things the Committee has ever 
done, and that, as you well know, is 
saying a lot. 
~ Yours faithfully, 
ARMSTRONG FORCURSUE. 


From Admiral C. Sneyring-Stymie, The 
Bents, Roughover. 
14/1/35. 
Dear Str,—The new tennis court is 
really one of the most appalling 
blunders the Committee has ever made, 
and so far as I can see it is but a step 
now to allowing lady members into 


the bar and the Reading Room and to 








“Count Hervrica Frreprich FERDINAND VON UND 
UND OBER-DAMPFSCHNAPS.” 
“Goop Lorp!—o.p ‘ Farry’ !” 





much-needed leg-up. 
The ladies, I am sure, will be 
delighted. 
Yours sincerely, 
Raten VINEy. 


From General Sir Armstrong Forcursue, 
K.B.E., C.SJ1., The Cedars, Rough- 
over. 

Monday, 14th January, 1935. 
Sir,—I am not in the habit of 

mineing my words, but I feel that I 

am hardly overstating matters when 

| now inform you in black and white 
that you are an unadulterated liar. 

‘or what in the name of fortune do you 

mean, Sir, by telling me a month ago 

that the earthworks going on outside 
the Reading Room window were for 

a new putting-green when you knew 

perfectly well, as ] do now, that they 

were for one of those footling tennis 
courts ? 
And kindly inform me, Sir, if it is 





N 


a 


vote at the annual general meeting. 
In fact I understand they have 
already obtained a footing in the Club 
in that they are now permitted to use 
the old cellar in the basement as a 
dressing-room. 

Kindly see that this ghastly innova- 
tion of turning our select Men’s Golf 
Club into a Mixed Gossip Party is 
stopped forthwith. 

Yours faithfully, 
C. SNEYRING-STYMIE. 


From Lionel Nutmeg, Malayan Civil 
Service (Retd.), Old Bucks Cottage, 
Roughover. 

16th January, 1935. 
Str,—I wish to report that a woman 
was playing tennis this morning on the 
new hard court without any stockings; 
and, further, several of the young men 
were in white shorts. 
Kindly note that if this sort of thing 


occurs again I shall resign from the 


Club. . “ 
Yours faithfully, 


LioneL NurMec. 
P.S.—The giggling, screaming and 
squealing was intolerable. There was 
no room in the Club where these vulgar 
sounds did not penetrate. 


From Mrs. Gopherly-Smyte, “The Cot- 
tage,” Roughover. 
Thursday, 17th January, 1935. 

Dear Mr. WHELK,—It is disgraceful 
that you allow the men to watch the 
tennis-players from the bay-window 
in the Reading Room. 

I was on or about the court for most 
of yesterday morning and during the 
whole time there were never fewer 
sa ~~~} than ten male members 


peering at us. One— | 


| Mr. Lionel Nutmeg—sat 
staring with his nose 
‘glued to the pane for 
_ well over two-and-three- 
| quarter hours. 

| Now, Mr. Whelk, | 
|absolutely insist that a 
pocorn be put up in the 


| give the tennis-players a 
| little privacy. In fact if 
| this is not done immedi- 


Competition in June 
Yours truly, 
KATHLEEN 
GOPHERLY-SMYTE. 


| (Roughover postmark) 
18/1/35. 
Sir,—It is with deep 
satire __| indignation that we call 
your attention to the fact that a tennis- 
ball was deliberately driven from the 
new hard court into the Reading Room 


zu UNTER- 


/men’s Reading Room to | 


| ately I shall refuse to give | 
anything towards the | 
| prize for the Mixed Flag | 


| From the undersigned | 


at 10.47 this morning with the follow- 


ing result :— 


(1) A glass of brown sherry over- 
turned. (Glass, 1/-, Sherry, 
94d.) 

(2) A waistcoat ruined. (Mr. Nut- 
meg’s.) 

(3) A pane of glass smashed  (3ft. 
by 2ft.) 

(4) General Sir Armstrong Forcur- 
sue’s blood-pressure forced 
up from 170 approx. to over 
200. 

We are, Sir, 

Yours faithfully. 
LionEL NUTMEG. 
C. SNEYRING-STYMIE. 
HARRINGTON NETTLE. 
ARMSTRONG FORCURSUE. 
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From Mrs. Gopherly-Smyte, “The Cot- 
tage,” Roughover. 
Saturday, 19th January, 1935. 

Dear Mr. WHertx,—On behalf of 
the tennis-players I have no option but 
to inform you that several male mem- 
bers of the Club have made a habit 
lately of practising approaching, etc., 
on to the 18th green, with the result 
that they deliberately pretend to mis- 
hit their shots on to the tennis court, 
which is, as you know, not fifty yards 
distant from the back of the green. 

Kindly note that unless this childish 
practice is discontinued I and several 
of the younger members of both Men’s 
and Ladies’ Clubs will take legal action 
against certain parties whose names 
you are very well acquainted with. 

Yours truly, 

KATHLEEN GoPHERLY-SMYTE. 
From Ralph Viney, Captain Roughover 
Golf Club. 
22nd January, 1935. 

Dear WHELK,—I have just received 
your letter, but it is entirely your 
own fault that both the tennis-players 
and the non-tennis-players have turned 
against you. 

Honestly, Whelk, I thought you 
had more tact at this stage of the 
proceedings than to go and put up 
notices— 


(1) forbidding practice 
shots on to the 18th green; 

(2) stating that the penalty for any 
tennis-player breaking a Club window 
will be five pounds ; 

(3) making it compulsory that the 
curtain in the bay-window of the Men’s 
Reading Room be drawn while the new 
hard court is occupied. 


approach- 


However, my one hope is that your 
singular lack of foresight will bring 
about a rapprochement between the 
parties concerned and that it will not 
be long now before they will bury 
their differences in uniting against 
yourself as their common enemy. 

In answer to your question, I regret 
to inform you that nothing would 
induce me to interfere on your behalf. 
You have brought the matter on your- 
self and you must just abide by the 
consequences. After all, you are paid 
for that sort of thing. 

Yours sincerely, 
<ALPH VINEY. 


From General Sir Armstrong Forcursue, 
K.B.E., CST. 


22nd January, 1935. 
Str,—Kindly note that a deputation 
of the tennis-playing members of the 
Club, led by Admiral Sneyring-Stymie 
and myself, will make a personal call 














Mr. Hors-Betisua (on holiday), “THE PUBLIC LOVES ME 
ME NOT. . >a 








IT LOVES 








on you at 3.15 on the afternoon of 


Friday, 25th January. 
Yours faithfully, 
ARMSTRONG FORCURSUE. 

P.S.—Please book the tennis court 
in my name for to-morrow morning at 
11.30. I shall be playing with Mrs. 
Gopherly-Smyte against Lady Norah 
Spoon and Mr. Lionel Nutmeg. 
en Mae eh 


“The provinces are under-rated,” 
declares a novelist. We gather that 
this is not the view of the ratepayers. 

x *k* * 

“Live within your income’ is the 
best advice I can offer to anybody,” 
says a business-man. The income-tax 
people meanwhile seem to be doing 
their best to make us live without ours. 


We are informed that a woman is 
intoxicated by a new hat. We have 
noticed how it goes straight to her head. 


te 


Doors which cannot be slammed are 
to be exhibited. Life is being made 
increasingly difficult for the quick- 
tempered. 

I xk * 


The employees in a soap-factory are 
forbidden to smoke, we read. Tobacco- 
manufacturers will no doubt retaliate 
by ordering their employees not to 
wash. 

eo: a: Se 

A man complains that he has found 
several perfectly plain coins in his 
automatic machine. It seems that he 
cannot make head nor tails of them. 
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“No Public Demand.” 


One of the most charming and 
comical of excuses for inaction in 
governing circles is the assertion that 
“ there is no public demand ” for action. 

That is when we want them to do 
something. 

When we want them not to do some- 
thing—when the entire Press of Eng- 
land is shouting that the action they 

sropose to take is oppressive, uncon- 

a itutional, unpopular and foul—the 
answer is very different. We are then 
told that governments exist to govern, 
that strong men in places of power 
must take no account of popular 
clamour, mob violence, Press agitation 
or “organised propaganda,” but decide 
what is right themselves and go fear- 
lessly forward, confident in the ulti- 
mate verdict, etc., etc., et-cetera. 

It will be seen by the careful student 
that these two defences, if employed 
at the same time, would cancel out. 

But the whole art of democratic 
politics is to play the two cards 
alternately. 

Take your pencil, student, and make 
. few notes upon “no public demand.” 

The first point is that rf this had been 
.ccepted as a valid reason for inaction 
very few events of importance would 
ever have happened in the political or 
scientific world. I cannot remember 
that the People rose up and with 
deafening insistence cried out, “We 
want the Wireless—we want the 
Gramophone—we want the Talking 
Picture,” or even Daylight Saving, 
the Underground Railway, the Two- 
penny Tube, or aeroplanes, or “tele- 
vision. 

Nor do I recall that there was any 
loud “ public demand” for the Betting 
and Lotteries Act or the Incitement to 
Disaffection Act. There may have been 
excited meetings and processions bear- 
ing on their banners the message 
“STRENGTHEN THE Lotrery Laws”; 
but, if so, I missed them. 

On the other hand there has been 
for many years an unmistakable 
public demand that certain other laws 
should be amended, and nothing what- 
ever has happened. 

Which brings us, student, to the 
second question. Assuming still that 
“public demand” is a necessary con- 
dition of political action—taking, that 
is, the politician at his word—by what 
means is this public demand to be 
expressed ? 

It may be expressed— 


(a) by Petition to Parliament: 
(6) by letters to Members; 
(c) by newspaper campaigns; 


(d) by letters to the Press; 
(e) by.meetings, demonstrations and 
rocessions ; 
(f) by angry telegrams or polite 
resolutions ; 
(g) by riot and violence ; 
(h) by making disturbances in the 
Strangers’ Gallery. 
And all these methods may be em- 
ployed 
(i.) by individuals or small groups ; 
(ii) by organised unofficial bodies ; 
(iii.) by representative bodies (¢.7., 
Borough Councils). 


When they are examined singly it is 
seen at once that not one of them by 
itself has the smallest persuasive effect 
upon the mind of a reluctant politician ; 
and if they are all used together the 
chances of something happening are 
still about 5,000—1 against. 

The ancient approach by way of 
Petition to Parliament, although elab- 
orately provided for in Standing 
Orders, is no more than a standing 
joke. And the more numerous the 
signatures to the Petition the bigger is 
the joke. As for the anfortunate Mem- 
ber who has to present the Petition, 
he is as much embarrassed as if his 
constituency had sent him a baby; and 
it takes him years, I am told, to live 
the thing down. 

Letters to Members from individuals 
may provoke thought, sympathy or 
indignation, but are no evidence of 
public demand. If, however, many 
thousands of citizens write letters to 
them demanding the same thing, the 
only effect is to infuriate; for this is 
“organised propaganda” and is not 
worth attention. 

The same is true of the papers, 
meetings and demonstrations. Indi- 
viduals who write to the papers are only 
voices crying in the wilderness or 
publicity-seekers and not worth atten- 
tion. Small societies are “collections 
of cranks” and not worth attention. 
Larger societies are “ partisan bodies” 
and not worth attention. And if a 
group or several groups of papers 
should take up the cry and demand 
something in the name of the people, 
then it is a “Press stunt” and not 
worth attention. 

Peaceful meetings are clearly not 
worth attention, for they cause no 
trouble ; large vociferous meetings are 
cunning exploitations of “mass psy- 
chology” and not worth attention: 
while violent demonstrations or riots 
are no evidence of any public demand, 
and, if they were, would have to be 
ignored for the sake of discipline. 

But the really classic example of 
“no public demand,” student, is to be 
found in a recent public document, 





Y 


the Report of the London and Home | 
Counties Traffic Advisory Committee | 
upon the Public Inquiry into the | 
Question of the Provision of a Regular | 
Passenger Service on the River Thames. | 

Do not think, student, that I am | 
going to swing any “propaganda” on | 
you about this Question. I no longer | 
care two hoots what they do or don’t 
do; I give them up. No, this lecture 
is purely acadetnic, so listen. This is | 


good. 

This “Question,” as you must have 
seen, has been popping in and out of 
the papers at brief intervals since 1924, 
when Sir Samvet Instone began his 
long attempt to move the mountains 
of the old L.C.C. The under-initialled 
and others have been at it for five or 
six years. I have seen scrap-books 
containing many hundreds of Press- 
cuttings on the subject—leading ar- 
ticles, short articles, “‘feature’’ articles 
and letters—written not by “propa- 
gandists” or “cranks” but ordinary 
members of newspaper-staffs and the 
public, all heartily in favour, most of 
them indeed going so far as to “de- 
mand” action. And as a result of all 
this clamour some excellent M.P.’s and 
County Councillors showed an interest 
and the Committee of Inquiry was 
appointed. 

This sort of public demand, how- 
ever, is not, we know, worth attention 
for the reasons indicated above. But 
one would have supposed that the 
sober opinions of a Borough Council 
might be considered to be dimly 
evidential of “public demand” in a 
matter affecting its own borough. 

Listen, then. AU (I think) the 
Borough Councils of the riverside 
boroughs (the elected representatives 
of the citizens chiefly concerned) ex- 
pressed an opinion, and the Report 
says that “the representations made 
and the evidence given on behalf of the 
local authorities were generally to the 
effect that the provision of a regular 
passenger-service on the Thames would 
be desirable” (strong language for a 
Borough Council). But the Committee 
go on to say that they “received no | 
representations from organisations or | 
associations representing the general 
public (other than local bodies).” (Is 
there, by the way, any association 
representing the general public other 
than a local body?) And one of the 
final conclusions is: ‘‘We are im- 
pressed with the fact that no evidence 
was tendered to show that there was 
a strong public demand for a river 
passenger service.” 

Well, student, I repeat, I no longer 
care, so I get a hearty laugh out of this, 
wondering the while what evidence was 
tendered to show that there was a 
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“ Yes, A PUNCHING BALL AND AN IDEA OF MINE ATTACHED. 


2. 4. s*bRn,000 





IT MAKES ONE FEEL MORE AGGRESSIVE.” 








trong public demand for the steam- 
ngine, the telephone or the Great 
West Road. 
But for you, student—and this will 
your homework this week—the 


questions are (1) “Exactly what sort 
of evidence should the 


r fools 


terested in this matter have ‘ten- 


dered’ in order to convince the Com- 


mittee that there was a strong public 
demand? * Should they have hired a 
fleet of tugs and lighters, filled them 
with eager citizens, and steamed up 
and down Westminster Reach waving 
flags and yelling: ‘We want the Water- 
bus!’ ? Should they have obtained the 
views of film-stars, boxers, the Royal 
Geographical Society, the Manchester 
Chamber of Commerce, Welwyn Garden 
City, the Birmingham Watch Com- 
mittee, or what?” I confess that this 
question baffles me. 

And (2) the other question is: “As- 
suming that there was tendered con- 
vineing evidence of a strong public 
demand, is there any evidence that 
that evidence would have any more 
effect than the whimpering of a sick 
rat on a dark night in the Sahara 
Desert?” This is an easy one. 

A. P. H. 


Explaining to Elizabeth. 





“HELLO, Elizabeth! I’ve just heard 
a perfectly marvellous thingummy. 
You see, there was 4s 

“Tf it’s one about Mar West, I’ve 
heard ’em all.” 

“Ttisn’t a joke. It’s a kind of puzzle. 
Well, you see ‘i 

“Is there a catch in it?” 

“No, no, of course there isn’t. Do 
stop interrupting. There was a——” 

“T shall scream if it was a man. It’s 
always a man. Why isn’t it ever a 
woman?” 

“governor of a prison 

“I knew it would be a man of some 
description.” 

“All right, I won’t tell it to you. I'll 
tell it to someone who can appreciate 
it.” 

“No, please go on. I’m awfully 
intrigued really. Honestly.” ; 

“Well, this governor had five discs 
in a hat; three were white and two 
were black. He sent for three prisoners 
and fixed a white disc on each. No, 
wait a minute. I’m going too fast.” 

“It’s terribly thrilling.” 

“It’s all right, I’ve got it. This 














governor chap sent for the three 
prisoners and said, ‘I have five discs 
in this hat—three white and two black. 


I’m going to fix one dise on each of 


your backs and send you into another 
room. You are on your honour not to 
let each other know, by word or sign, 
what you see on each other's backs. 
I will set free the first one to come and 
tell me correctly what coloured disc he 
is wearing.’ And he fixed a white disc 
on to each man.” 
“Is that the end?” 


“Of course not; there’s no puzzle in | 


it yet. Well, they went into the other 
room and about five minutes later one 
man came out and said to the governor, 
‘I’m wearing a white disc.’ ” 

“And was he?” 

“I told you, they all were. But how 
did he find out?” 


“Well, obviously the others had | 
broken their word not to tell. I mean | 


you can’t expect prisoners to——" __ 
“They didn’t. This man worked it 
out by himself.” 


“They were all wearing white discs, | 


you say?” 
“e Yes. ” 


“So that 





Well, look here, let’s 
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call them A, B and C. A can see that | 


| 
eae | 
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| two blacks in the hat. 
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B and C have white discs but doesn’t 


| know what he’s got on his own back, 


2o-—— 

“Take it this way. Supposing A 
saw that B and C were wearing black 
discs———” 

“But they’re not, so why suppose 
it? It’s complicated enough as it is 
without your going about supposing 
things.” 

** Do listen for just a moment. Now, 
if A saw B and C wearing black dises 
he’d know that he was white. You 
grant that, don’t you?” 

“No. Why should he think he’s 
white merely because A and—I mean, 
B and C were wearing black discs? 
And anyway they weren’t, so how 
could he?” 

‘‘He’d know he was white because 
he could see two blacks, and as there 
were only two blacks in the hat, he 
knows he must be white.” 

“Oh, I see! I say, that’s jolly clever 
I must see if Harold can solve it.’ 

‘* But you haven't solved it. That was 
only supposing A and B were black, 
which they aren’t. I gave you that as 
something to work on.” 

“Well, I can’t say that it’s helped 
much.” 


“Tl give you a clue, then, Put 


| yourself in A’s shoes and try to think 


what B is thinking.” 

“Oh, this is simply stupid.” 

“No, honestly, it does work 
see, A says ‘If I were black 

‘But we’ve done that before and 
you said we hadn’t solved it.” 

“It’s not quite the same. A says, ‘If 
I were a black, B would see a black 
and a white.’ Got that?” 

“Yes, go on.” 

“A continues speaking: ‘Now, B 
could conclude he must be white, 
would have gone out to 
the governor long ago.’ ” 

“Why?” 

** Because if B was black and A was 
black (which we supposed. at the be- 
ginning), C would naturally conclude 
that he was white, as there were only 
As C didn’t go 


You 


| out, and A was a black, B knows he 
| is a white.” 


**So he goes out to tell the governor ?” 

“No, because it wasn’t B who con- 
cluded that he was a white; it was “4 

“What are you talking about! 
You’ve just said, ‘B knows he is a 
white,’ and now you say rt 

“It was A who was thinking for B 

“Oh, yes, of course. 1 forgot. 


Well?” 


“Now, A says, ‘B could have con 
cluded that he was a white and left 
the room. But B hasn’t left the room 
therefore he cannot see a black.’ ” 

“I think I’m going mad. Do you 
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‘bur WHEN YOU TELL HIM TO 


DOESN'T SEEM TO DO IT.” 
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mean to say that if B had seen a black 
he’d have left the room?” 

“Of he would; 
he’d have seen a black dise on A’s 
back and there was also a black one 
on his own back, C would have gone 
out. But C didn’t go out, therefore 
B must be a white.’ 

“Oh, J see! So as B couldn’t see a 
black, A knew he must be a white, 
nd so he went to the governor?” 

‘That's right.” 

‘Well, I always said these things 
were quite simple if you really thought 
hard.” 


course 


because if 


The Land of the Free. 


“ Little if any credit is given to motorists 


for such courtesies as letting elderly people | 


and children cross the road, but these 
kindnesses are done daily.” 
Letter to the Preaa. 


A New Name for an Old Favourite. 


“ Mr. Horse-Belisha must have overlooked | 


it."—Birmingham Paper. 





“ Cashier, large corporation, retiring small 
pension, Seeks Full or Part-time Employ- 
ment.”—Advt. in Local Paper. 

He must be used to dealing with 
awkward figures. 
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Hostess. “ W-wHat’s HAPPENED? ” 
Colonel (fiercely). “ 1 RETURNED HIS FIRE.” 
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Elegy 


On seeing in a Daily Paper that a post-mortem on a horse in 


the Midlands revealed half-a-hundredweight of sand in th: 


animal’s stomach. 





I. 
Poor old horse! 
What made him do it? Possibly of course 
He may have heard strange tales 
Of ostriches devouring ten-inch nails, 
Umbrellas, golf-balls, glass, without mishaps 
\nd thought: “I'll not be beaten by those chaps. 
What do they not eat? Yes, I have it—sand! 
loo useful to them, as, I understand, 
Great statesmen find it, wisest of the wise, 
For their own heads and other people’s eyes.” 
(nd then, aspiring beast, 
Set himself sternly to the unprecedented feast, 
teflecting, when his gritty task was done: 
‘The ribb’d sea sand,” now ribb’d in senses more than one. 


Il. 


Or, bolting, while the populace cried “Stop! Stop!” 

Did he invade the sugar once in some base grocer’s shop 
And there contract a taste 

For particles from any desiccated waste ? 


Il. 
Or did some Arab strain 
Call his heart home again, 
Vasty Saharas shimmering in his brain ? 


Did he recall MAHOMET 


(To whom the mountain would not come—far from it) 


And seek the ancestral land 
In dear evocative sand, 
As Norman WriuraM fell 


To clutch the earth he loved (and coveted) so well ? 


IV. 


Or, Hist! may it not perchance have been foul play ! 


Say, on a day, 

Some punter’s hireling (so very fleet his paces 
In former steeplechases) 

Stole (as in many a lamentable fable) 

Into the courser’s stable 

And, very crude and rough, 

Disdaining subtler stuff 

Like strychnine, prussic acid, cyanide, 

Doped him until he died; 

Yea, cramming his inside 

With fifty-six pounds of silicon for his dinner, 
Robbed the Grand National of a certain winner, 
Securing to himself, 

The only dangerous rival on the shelf 

(The usual but here suitable rhyme), much pelf. 


v. 

I know not, only I know 

That, safe from every foe, 

Ambition, appetite, dream, sleep here at last he 
must, 

Distinctly dust to dust. 
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One of the minor tragedies of a 
recent removal was the death or partia! 
paralysis of the only three really sound 
clocks that Edith and I possess. In 
the old days we could rely on the black 
marble gaining five steady minutes a 
| day, the cuckoo losing half-an-hour a 
week, and the nearly-silver (presented 
to me on my retirement from the 
secretaryship of the Little Wobbley 
Literary Society) varying between five 
minutes fast and five minutes slow, 
according to the weather. Before the 
removal it was always possible to find 
| out the time by making a rough calcu 
lation with a pencil and paper 

We have hada man in to see to them 
of course, just as a matter of forn 
but as he has so far paid hardly more 
than a dozen visits he naturally hasn't 
made much impression. He took the 
insides of the black marble and the 
nearly-silver home with him and 
brought the cuckoo to a complete 
standstill, but he has not yet started 





on what Mr. Luoyp GEorGE would 
call Reconstruction 
The clocks being silent, we have 


lately been relying on Edith’s watch 
When Edith goes out I generally just 
hope it isn’t as late as I think it is and 
leave it at that. But the other day 
she went up to Town and was most 
particular that 1 should meet her 
at the station at 5.15 precisely as 


she expected to have some heavy 
parcels, 

“You had better leave me your 
watch,” I said. 

“Nonsense,” she replied. “You can 


tell the time by the wireless. We might 
as well get something for our ten shil 
lings a year.” 

It seemed quite a idea I 
settled down with a pipe and a thriller 
to get my brain in tune for doing a bit 
of work, and after a couple of hours 
I threw down the thriller and got 
myself some tea to put the brain into 
the condition of serenity necessary to 
the creative artist. After tea I thought 
I might as well finish the thriller as I 
was a bit doubtful whether the bishop 
or the bed-ridden aunt had murdered 
the man with the gold tooth. Actually 
it was neither the bishop nor the bed 
ridden aunt, but another fellow 
duced by the author in dastardl) 
fashion at the last moment. 

It occurred to me that it must be 
nearly five o'clock, and I turned on 
the wireless. It was some sort of a 
band. I switched the knob a bit and 
found another band. I looked at th 
daily paper and decided that the first 
band was the Hoarsby Frost Orchestra 


got vl 


intro- 
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from Bath and the second band the 
Tewkesbury Light Orchestra. Both 
were due to stop at 5.15, but if I waited 
until they stopped I should be too late 
to meet the train 

Then I saw in the paper that Rustless 
Rudolph, my favourite comedian, was 
supposed to broadcast from North 
Regional at 4.45. The dial thing on our 
set doesn't work since they changed 
the wave-lengths, and if we want 
North Regional we have to turn the 
pointer to Vienna or Berlin or Paris. I 
an never quite remember which, and 
so I just swivel all the knobs until 
something happens 

I chased Rustless Rudolph all over 


the map, seeking him in Brussels, 
Beromunster, Budapest, Cologne, 
Fécamp, Hilversum, Huizen. Even did 


I seek him on the No Man’s Land at 


the end of the dial where we heard 
America (or so Edith says) in "29. | 
did not worry about the time, because 
I knew that if Rustless Rudolph had 
not yet started it could not be as late 
as 4.45. I struck one or two rather 
good things in my wanderings and 
spent a few minutes in most of the 
capitals of Europe. 

I was beginning to wonder whether, 
after all, it was as late as I had 
thought, when Edith came in. Her 
parcels looked heavy, but not so heavy 
as her frown. 

| explained that if anyone was to 
blame it was Rustless Rudolph. She 
seemed unconvinced, and I pointed to 
the published programme. 

“You didn’t notice, I suppose,” she 
sarcastically, “that you were 
looking at yesterday's paper!” 


said 


| 
| 
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cen Ss Sav ie a, 
MEMS. AT ST. MORITZ. 
Tae Farry CHarior. 
Lord Smith. 1 hope it has been instructed to say the 
Kultur. right thing. You never know what sort may have been 
Typical englisch Conversations for nordic Students. speaking with it. : 
Made in G Viscount Brown. It is not in voice today. Never matter. : 
vane ees v) Oh come! These noises appal me. Let us pass out! ; 
aie . , Lord Robinson. There! The lioness sports with her young. | 
XIV.—IN THE Zoo (continued). Lord Smith. Ho! Ho! The young kub munches his | 

Viscount Brown. Now here is the shed of reptilia. mother’s tail! 
Frogues and toads and great snakes. There are also Viscount Brown. She says him nay, but yet he bites | € 


allegators. Shall we look and see ? 


Lord Smith. Will every such creature be firmly re- 
strained that we come to no bodily pain from sting and 
fang? I am nervous of creeper-crawlers. 

Lord Robinson. Take heart! We shall not be attacked. 
it is prohibited. [They view the inmates. 

Viscount Brown. Only see! There is a serpent which 
moves. It must be new. 

Lord Robinson. It bites the glass, thinking to wound us. 
Those stains must be the poison. Ugh! 

Lord Smith. You are right. That is the lethal stuff 
which remains on the pane. Oh, dear! What if it were to 
seep through and envenom us all? What then? 

Viscount Brown. Let us now inspect another species. 

[They step out. 

Lord Robinson. It is patent from these noises that we 
are now in the shed of parots and loud birds. 

Lord Smith. Well then if we address ourselves to yonder 
fowl tings, Bo it will adapt a humane voice and pass a 
remarque = 

Viscount Brown. Pretty Poll! 

Lord Robinson. Good morning, I say! 





on. 

Lord Robinson. Now she has given him a sharp tap. 

Lord Smith. That is by way of saying “See that you do 
not do it some more.” x 

Lord Robinson. The panthre in the next partition : 
does not look so pleasant. 

Lord Smith. No indeed. I do wish it would not look at | 
me like that. It is most disturbing. Oh! 

Viscount Brown. I am reminded that it is almost the 
hour for a good squared meal. What about it? 

Lord Robinson. Agreed. But first I would regard 
elephants. 

Lord Smith. Then let us make some haste. 











“Stop Me Ir You’ve Hearp It! 

‘Am I right for Preston ?’ shouted a man in the train to a | 
porter on the platform of Manchester Victoria station. Imagine | 
his feelings when he heard the porter yelling back from the distance: 
‘Aye, tha'll be all right. Change at London.’ another striking 
example of His Eminence’s gift in foreseeing future developments.” 

Church Paper. 
The ending is certainly new to us. 
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THE FAIRY RING, | 
Onxron (Mr. Hersert Morrison) to Puck. “YOU CAN ‘PUT A GIRDLE ROUND ABOUT THE 
EARTH IN FORTY MINUTES.’ WHY NOT HELP ME TO PUT A GREEN BELT ROUND LONDON 
IN FORTY MONTHS? | 
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| as 
| detailed in the next pee. 
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Drinking. 

I HAVE been making a few notes on 
drinking. They are addressed to the 
novice at the art, but they should prove 
of profit to all. The old hands may find 
one of the recipes included of interest. 

The existing literature on the sub- 
ject does not, I} i 
think, meet the 
case atevery point. 
I refer to those 
erudite little books 
which suppose that 
one naturally dis- 
tinguishes between 
claret and bur- 
gundy and pushes 
on from there. But 
many of us have 
not reached that 
high standard, and 
{ feel there is a 
need for some sim- 
ple remarks on 
when and what to 
drink, and how. 

A great many 
people drink what 
they do not par- 
ticularly like as 
they don’t know 
the names of any- 
thing else. This is 
because they have 
never been taught 
how to overcome 
theirearly nervous- 
ness with wine- 
lists. They handle 
a wine-list as 
though it were an 
explosive bomb, 
getting rid of it as 
soon as possible, 
and they end by 
ordering a bottle 
of the stuff they 
always get from 
the grocer. 





My first note \ i 
deals with this Frank Nit 
wine-list difficulty. Rey 


As I said, I am} 
addressing the be- 
ginner. 

At first you will need a hard-and- 
fast rule for selecting your drink from 
the list, but soon you will be able to 
use your own judgment. To start with 
you must dine alone at a restaurant 
several times to practise with the wine- 
list. It is no bad thing to do a prelimin- 
exercise in your home; a bulb 
catalogue will do excellently for this. 
With the catalogue you should perform 


nearly as possible the actions 





Attendant (to patron who has had to leave early). 
SUPREME SACRIFICE 


You have become seated 
restaurant, have ordered a Chateau- 
briant and the waiter brings the wine- 
list forward. 
both hands, drumming slightly with 
one finger on the cover. As you turn 
the pages slowly you say audibly, 
“Perhaps a little red wine from the 
Bordeaux (Board-Oh) country.” When 


in a 


You grasp it firmly with 


Door).” When you have found the 
burgundies you stop there, for it was 
to them that your remark referred. 
Now you close the book with a slight 
snap and say, “After all, old friends 
are best. Waiter, a bottle of 92.” 

You may think that this rule will be 
expensive. It will be; but if bad for 
your purse, how much better for your | 





















































| body and your 
prestige! To meet 
this added expense 
you can easily give 
up something not 
so essential, as 


food, new clothes 
: or betting. 
From time to 


‘aii =| time, in the course 
of eating your din- 
ners, you should, 
on tasting the first 
glass of your 92, 
call the waiter and 
point out to him 
that the wine is 
corked. There is 
no need for you 
to know what this 
\ means, but if the 
waiter demurs in 
the slightest about 
changing the wine 
| you should not 
| dine at that res- 
fF: j|taurant again; 
'they do not think 
enough of you. 
| Later I expect 
you will want to 
expand your range 
of drinks. This is 
perhaps a mistake 
since you have 
started so well; 
| but you will want 
| to and you should 
have guidance. 
| You could, I 











| know, order some- 
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“AT THE 


AND °E GOES BACK TO "IS MOTHER.” 


you reach the clarets you transfer the 


book to one hand and pull at your 
moustache with your free hand, 

failing this, you can stroke your hair. 
You look towards the end of the 
clarets, at the expensive ones—two 
names to look for are Haut Brion and 
Lafite—and you note 
one of them, say 92. Then meditatively 
you turn the pages again, murmuring, 
‘Perhaps for a change something from 
the slopes of the Céte d’Or (Coat- 





FINISH SHE MAKES THE 


the number of 


ithing different 
| every time you 
|have a_ practice 
|dinner, but I do 


|not recommend 
| this. It is a tre- 
imendous gamble. 
You would not know until it came what 
you were getting, and you would mix 
the most incompatible foods and drinks 
and ruin your chances of developing a 
cultured palate. You should stick to 
a Chateaubriant and a bottle of 92 
until by careful observation you know 
a bit more. 

When dining with friends note care- 
fully what you have to drink and 
whether you like it or not. Here are a 
few pointers to help you to recognise 
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“ ALREADY A MOTOR ACCIDENT AND POLICE SUMMONS. 





THOUGHT YOU'D MADE GOOD RESOLUTIONS? ” 


“ YES, THIS IS ONE OF ’EM, DADDUMS, TO MAKE MY DIARY MORE INTERESTING.” 








what you get to drink. Quite obviously 
| cannot catalogue briefly everything 
you might get, but I will describe one 
or two things you may get. 
Chateauncuf du Pape, when genuine, 
is made from grapes grown in vine- 
yards at Avignon, though it is difficult 
to tell this at a glance. It is red, some- 
thing like claret, and then something 
like burgundy to look at. If the bottle 
you are drinking has “Chateauneuf du 
Pape” on its label then what you are 
drinking is Chateauneuf du Pape, I 
daresay. Remember it is red. 
Y’Quem is yellow but it is called 
white. If you heard your friend say 
“Ikem”’ to the waiter, and you like 
the wine very much indeed, then what 
you are drinking is probably Y’Quem. 
| say probably as there may be some 


_ arrangement between your friend and 


the waiter to bring an unlabelled bottle 
of inferior Sauterne when he says 
‘Ikem.” Try, therefore, to read the 
label, if any. 

The labels on bottles should be a 
great help to you, and also the shapes 
of bottles. 

Now hock is easily recognised by 





the bottle (possible label references— 
Liebfraumilch Auslese and Steinberg). 
The bottles have no shoulders and are 
thin, long and elegant, like some ladies 
in Victorian and Georgian portraits. 

Champagne is also recognisable by 
the bottle. It is rather larger in ap- 
pearance than the ordinary wine-bottle 
and the neck is encased in gold-foil. 
Also the bottle is always placed in a 
bucket of ice by the table; why, I have 
never discovered so cannot tell you. 

I have nothing further prepared on 
the point of recognising wines. I know 
that what I have told you is much too 
sketchy, but I will get out a larger and 
more comprehensive list, which I will 
forward on receipt of a postage-stamp. 


We will turn now to something else 
on which I have made a note. You 
cannot invariably do your drinking in 
public, and will want to buy some 
things for home consumption. Here is 
the recipe for a very nice little cocktail 
for which you can get in the ingredients. 
It is called the “Suicide Club” :— 

Take a bowler-hat, old but of good 
origin—I recommend a Lincoln Ben- 


you should not give an evening party. 


nett, 1919—and pour into it as much 
very old brandy as you have or the 
hat will hold (whichever is the greater). 
Then sprinkle the brandy with red 
pepper and add an inch of cigar-ash, 
(preferably the ash of Encantadores 
cigars, 700/- per hundred). Now that 
all the ingredients are assembled, 
flutter the hat about a bit to effect a 
satisfactory blending. The cocktail 
should be drunk from brandy-glasses 
through a straw. Inserting the mixture 
in the glasses from the hat can be done 
through a funnel, and two inches—or 
more to taste—should go to each glass. 
If on drinking this you are not dead 
in a quarter-of-an-hour, it means that 
you have not put in enough pepper. 
The quantity of pepper will vary with 
the size of the hat, but for 6§ I advise 
one-and-a-half ounces. 


There is another thing I find I have 
commented on. I expect you will want 
to entertain, and you will want to know 
what to give your guests. I advise you 
not to attempt a dinner-party at 
present; but there is no reason why 
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All you want for this is a good whisky 
in your study and a Cup in the dining- 
room. Here is a recipe for a suitable 
Cup—quantities as for fifty persons. 
Squirt fifty soda-siphons into a hip- 
bath and stir. Put in pieces of lemon, 


| orange, banana, some grapes, potato 


peelings, egg-shells, ete. Put in also 
the corks of any empty bottles you have 
lying about—it is safer to omit the 
corks of those labelled ‘‘ Poison.” Now 
stir again vigorously. Add one bottle 
champagne cider and one bottle 
Sauterne or Graves, and stir again. 


| The Cup is now made. It should be 


placed in jugs, and these placed at 


| decorative intervals on your sideboard 


| Cup. 





and dining-room table. This Cup is 
sometimes known as Hock Cup, 
though it is more usual to call it Cider 
The correct way of drinking it 
is with a wry smile, so do not be sur- 
prised when your guests drink it in this 
manner. 


I could say a lot more on the subject 
of drinking, but decency forbids. 








S.0.S. 


Dear Mr. Puncu,—Amongst your 
many readers there must be some wire- 
less experts who can help me. Not 
the type who can explain to me—if 
I am capable of understanding—the 
difference between “super-het” and 
“band-pass.” Nor the type who arrive 
to put the aerial in the loft and “ wire- 
up” the instrument itself, keeping their 
hats on and scraping their dirty boots 
on the drawing-room carpet during the 
process. No! I crave the assistance 
of one of those rarer, simpler yet 
subtler brains which can penetrate 
straight to the heart of a problem and 
solve it with one masterly suggestion. 

My trouble is this. No matter which 
station I want, and by much twirling of 
knobs and totheaccompaniment of con- 
tradictory advice from the whole family 
(reminding me of the “ other lock, Sir,” 
of the garage hand) eventually obtain, 
that particular station chooses to be 
‘broadcasting the very last sentence of a 
particular speech or the final bars of 
a popular melody! This would not 
matter so much were it not that 
this particular item is invariably the 
only one on the entire evening's pro- 
gramme, British and foreign, that my 
wife or Bobby or Betty or Betty’s 
friend wished to enjoy. 

If we get a foreign station we hear 
a few notes of sweet music and are 
then subjected to a really dreadful 
tirade in some indistinguishable and 
possibly insulting language. If we find 
Droitwich, we are just beginning 





to 
y 
2 VORA mt AS 
\ j 2) & ra?) 
nea Pm ht sha a = 
= j / j 
Mis Lf) Bretrv kh & 
YL fl >A 


SARGAIN Sade’ 
Swe prylg kxdithBy 5 
WM SANT. 
Vif, 
Ld / f Vhihy 


a, 






131 
j/ — 
/ | 
J tEafre 
y j 
ef LE ‘ 
LSARGA! 
F 5 © won f i 
ad / f 
i] 
sig Vif, 


L/ fhila; 
gs 
0M 


“ WHAT'S THEE DOING, STANDING OUT ’ERE IN RAIN?” 
“ WAITING FOR WIFE.” 

“ WHERE'S SHE, THEN?” 
“SHOP ENTRANCE OPPOSITE, SHELTERING.” 








to listen to a ditty concerning the 
propensity of smoke for getting into 
one’s eyes when the song ceases and 
we listen to a limpid dissertation on 
the delights of the item we have just 
missed. 

In short, Sir, contrary to what I 
expected when I purchased the con- 
founded thing, I am continually living 
in the past “Might-have-heard” is 
to me the saddest phrase in the tongue 
that SHAKESPEARE spake, 

Will these little hands never switch 
on to something we can hear clean 


through? Can no one help me with 
this accursed spot-tuning? I do hope 
that some of your readers will do so, 
and thus save my sanity. 
Iam, ete., Sincerely yours, 
P. ASTENSE. 

P.S.—Knowing your overwhelming 
humanity, I am sending this to you 
as a last hope; but between you and 
me [ will bet my radio to a radish 
that ninety-nine per cent. of your 
readers would give their own sets to 
have a satisfactory answer to this 


problem.—P. A. 
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ford or Cambridge college, and his age, and the dashing Cassio (Mr. Lro 

tors, including Desdemona’s old GENN) seems absurdly young and 
father. there is no note of mature irresponsible to be in so much au- 

















At the Play. 





married couple is that while one the Cypruscommand. He would ; 
f of the two may be excellent, have been at home in the dug- 
both are unlikely to be. So the out in Journey's End. But what 
Othellos found: and the story of he loses in official a he 
: hei oof tte Sle ak tee, gains as an arouser of jealousy 

cone the Old Vie is i ti in the older Othello(Mr. ABRAHAM | 

d pressive warning that you can- SoFAER). ; 4 
not be too careful, and the more Mr. Sorarnr is full of grave 
\ddicted to blind jealousy the deliberation, a master of the 
head of the household is the slow walk and impressive pause, 

more careful has he got to be. keeping up the struggle to | 

There was nothing wrong with which the playwright compels i 

Emilia (Miss Many NEWCOMBE), all actors of this part to suggest : 
, charming easy-going creature a fixed nobility of character tem- 
and as honest a maid as ever porarily submerged by a new 
f breathed and expired in Shake- and foul passion. It is the more 
F spearean tragedy. She thought difficult when Miss Vivienne 
| so little evil that she made Jago Bennett plays Desdemona; 
f in excellent wife. there might easily be beauti- 
i ful but inscrutable Desdemonas, 
dl Now Jago, considered as an but here she is the embodi- 
i gy, was an immensely bad one, ment of a radiant innocence 
; nd whereas the villains of Vic- which too effectively makes 
( torian melodrama were stamped Othello’s jealousy repulsive. A 
4 with the outward marks of re- further hurdle for the por- 

d probation, evening clothes and trayer of the “dull Moor” is : 

i endless cigarettes, and were con- that in his high moments he 4 

| tinually finding themselves foiled bursts into difficult metaphors, ‘ 

} ain, Jago had none of these comparing himself to the Pon- : 
I lisadvantages. His honest face tine Sea, speeches very difficult 

: und Mr. Maurice Evans lent EXIT CASSIO-—-UNSTEADILY to hold. 
| him a very honest fair-haired ae ae "i ~~, i 

: ippearance, suggesting a decent Pana ag ee a Othello is the least rewarding 
| imple subaltern—made every- ” ee ee of the Shakespearean tragedies 
i body trust him, and he was for the pains that are lavished 

never incommoded, let alone upon it. Mr. McKnicnr Kavr- i 

foiled, by any miscarriage of FER’S settings, now the property : 

his plans. Like Sherlock Holmes of the Old Vic, properly lit, are | A 

in the simpler portions of an admirable background for the | i 

the Holmes saga, he had but pageantry of the perennial wars | 

to foresee and plan, and com- of the Levant, and occasional ; 

; plete and immediate success at- trumpets and flags and glimpses | 

: tended on him. At the very end, of the great business which takes 3 





“Ornetto” (Otp Vic). 
Tue drawback to engaging a 


it is true, he is unmasked and 
Cassio survives his wounds, but 
/ago had by then had a wonder- 














thority and the choice of those 


wise old Venetian oligarchs for | 


Othello to Cyprus give an ex- 
hilarating stir. Alas, that ship- 


wreck destroys this particular 








I ful run, ; Turkish effort and we never see BY 
: As Mr. Evans played him, Othello in his métier or Cassio or 4 
y young, open of countenance, lago stretched in the business = 
- light and gay of speech and step, y of the war. ’ 
a he quiets the usual impatience jj Wy 
a} which Othello’s early jealousy of yj If i ' the 

: , ; ; = Wi there is none of the col- 
i | his igs and blind trust of his sh OR y 1; lective action SHAKESPEARE 
| newly-engaged A.D.C. or secre- UU fp) y Wy could depict with such swing 
iF tary arouses in the onlooke yy, MY YW i 
: 1, Lage i F199 acer 4 es. Yh; Yi when he would, there is no hum- 
i _ Jago is plausible, but his conduct YY eee fi W yj Yy our either. Mr. ALAN WEBB 48 
eras — — to irrespon- VM. TY Y Roderigo, rather as Mr. Wovk- 
; | ee ys - pe 2" and apr Yj Yy “wouse might have conceived 
enough e deep plotting o Yj him, was extraordinarily effec- 
an evil nature to supplant a suc- “ot tod 
; nh ot tive and welcome, but he is in the 
: _ cessful rival for a high office. play as a tool for Iago, not for 
CURTAIN LECTURE BY A HUSBAND. his own sake, and there is no sub- 
; | Preys "ag the excellent Doge, Desdemona... . . Miss Vivienne Bennett. plot to relieve the main action. 
who is like the head of an Ox- Othello. . . . Mn, Apranam Sorarr. D.W. 
iH wie , sbsar dete ae oo a a 
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“APART FROM CLEARING OFF 
“THAT's SPLENDID, Str. Now 
“Tue INVISIBLE BARRIER’ 
(A.D.C., CAMBRIDGE). 
Although it is only a few years 


younger than himself, Mr. Punch will 
always take a paternal pride in the 
activities of the A.D.C., for it was 
founded by his fourth Editor, Franx 
BURNAND; and, if it would be improper 
to congratulate the club on the fire 
which gutted the old Park Street house 
so thoroughly two years ago, one 
offends no underwriters by compli- 
menting the Committee warmly on the 
enviable little theatre which they have 
just built in its stead. 

Mr. Haroip Tomiixnson and Mr 
W. P. Dyson are its ingenious archi 
tects, and they have managed to ob- 
tain a greater seating capacity on the 
identical site while creating an illusion 
of increased space. Concealed bulbs 
reflect on to pleasant rough-cast walls 
and curved ceiling; the proscenium 
“arch” is a concrete oblong; the 
latest type of canvas cyclorama is elec- 
trically unfurled along a half-moon of 
rail, and takes its aurora borealis from 
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‘al Ah? 


TO THROTTLING ME!’ 











designed by two undergraduates and 
is operated from a switchboard which 
I suspect to have been stolen from a 
battleship; and, crowning delight, the 
fire-curtain ascends pompously from 
the bowels of the theatre, an echo of 
an ancient classical practice which 
gives indescribable pleasure to every- 
one c meerned 

After Miss Exviatinn Terriss had 
waved a large cardboard key at us and 
charmingly declared the theatre open, 
the play began. This was presumably 
chosen for the size of its cast and an 
female characters. Mr. 
Davip MrnLore’s theme is promising, 
behaviour on an island to which, the 
death pe nalty being universally abol- 
ished, the world’s dregs are despatched 
to work out a new existence for them- 
but he develops it on lines 
which sometimes suggest Young Eng- 
land (the head-boy of the island, an 
impeccable sahib reveals himself rather 
nicely as a seventh Baronet) and some- 
times the opening speeches of the 
Headmasters’ Conference. At the same 


absence of 


selves 


WITH THE SILVER, THE SOCOUNDREL CAME PRETTY NEAR 
WE CAN EXAMINE YOUR NECK FOR FINGER-PRINTS.” 
a first-class lighting-set which has been 


time, while he fails to persuade us that 
the marooned pests of five continents 
(of whom a sad proportion seem Eng- 
lish) would fall so easily into the 
mould of Dr. ARNOLD, nobody is actu- 
ally caned and in more than one s ne 
he reaches a level of genuine emotion. 
In a promising and hardworking 
cast Mr. Rosry Durr, Mr. DonaLp 
Barn, Mr. ALAN Jupson, Mr. ALASTAIR 
Mactntyre and Mr. Henry Nasa 
were the best—and Mr. Marcus Ruerr, 
whose fleeting but brilliant French 
Chef deserved a bigger range. Ente. 


Official Recognition for Shanks’s Mare. 

“ A strong body of police mounted on foot 
succeeded in keeping the rival factions 
apart.”—Daily Paper. 

“The striking feature of the Scot is his 
ability to assimilate the spirit of the land in 
which he lives.”—S. American Paper 
We were aware of this. 

“Their voices sweetly blend, and they 
carry off their presentations with eclair.” 

Weat-Country Paper. 


It sounds a trifle sickly, doesn’t it? 
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A Veteran’s Lament. 





Now in the papers every day 
The stay-at-home may see 
Snap-shots of Mr. A 
And Lady B 
Grinning with fatuous air 
Above a pair 
Of very lengthy ski; 
“ And I not there, and I not there.” 


If only I could say 
With any truth 
“IT do not care! 
The English air 
Is good enough for me! ” 


It is not that I would renew my youth 
In winter sporting; I should find no fun 
In the long evening’s revelry, 
The midnight dance ; 

I should not dare 
To risk my bones on a toboggan run. 
And I am well aware 
That my plebeian countenance 
Can never be 
A subject fit for Press photography ; 
My only wish is once again to see 


The sun. H.C. B. 


The Beginner’s Guide to 
Ski-ing. 








Il. 

Skis, Choice and Care of —Now I 
really am in a position to put you right 
about skis. It is an extraordinary 
thing, but all the books by experts 
have completely missed the point 
about choosing them. They fill pages 
with irrelevant details about light skis 
and heavy skis, thin skis for crusty 
snow, wide skies for soft snow, toe- 
clips and alpina bindings, until the 
despairing reader decides that the onl 
thing to do is to hire a bagful as ncn | 
they were golf-clubs. Then the first 


_ thing he sees on the local practice- 


slopes is a fat little Swiss boy tearing 


_ ahead of everyone, executing every 
_ turn known to skiers. And all that he 
| has on his feet is a pair of curved barrel- 


staves tied on with good stout string. 
Well, that makes you think a bit. 

The fact is it doesn’t matter how 
short o long or widé or thick or light 
or heavy your skis are. And as to the 
sort of bindings, you simply want 
some that you can undo with your teeth 
in any position with your mouth full of 
snow. For the rest, notice that the 
great majority of skis are a pale yellow 
—platinum blondes almost. Avoid 
these and hire a pair of brunettes 
instead. For whatever a gentleman’s 
taste in other matters, experienced 
skiers definitely prefer brunettes. I 





don’t know why, but there it is. When 
I hired a pair of black skis my second 
winter in Switzerland I immediately 
became involved in so many exhaust- 
ing and highly dangerous expeditions 
that I had to go back to a very blonde 
pair in self-defence. 

Lastly, a word on the great wax 
question. I know that the books are 
for ever comparing the merits of this 
wax and that wax. Black wax ironed 
on for beaten tracks, white wax 
massaged in for deep snow, green wax 
for thaw, and so on and soon But all 
their advice is based on a futile mis- 
understanding. Wax is slippery stuff, 
and these experts aim at going as fast 
as possible. You, like me, will find that 
the confounded things go much too 
fast as it is. The real problem is how 
to slow them down And the answer 
to that is not wax but sand-paper. But 
use it in private. You don’t want to 
get yourself talked about in the hotel. 

Ski-sticks.—A pair of these are given 
away with your skis, and you must 
carry them wherever you go. They will 
trip you up at vital moments and 
involve you in many extra miles re- 
trieving them when dropped. Further, 
you must never use them— 


(1) to help you round in turning; 

(2) as a brake in times of crisis; 

(3) as anything else useful which 
may occur to you— 


it is all terribly bad style. 

What are they for then? Well, my 
view is that they are just a trial and 
a temptation to which every skier is 
expected to rise superior. And there 
is no doubt that they look very well 
in photos at the top of the climb, just 
stuck carelessly in the snow at hand. 

Kick Turn —When you have four- 
teen feet of skis attached to your feet 
ordinarily simple little movements like 
a right-about turn become quite ardu- 
ous undertakings which call for the 
most careful thinking out. If you 
throw one foot out carelessly at an 
angle as you were wont to do in civil 
life you immediately pin the back of 
one ski down with the other and cannot 
move that foot until you get back to 
the “as you were” position. Now try 
more cautiously. Keep the skis well 
apart and turn the right through a very 
small angle. Now shift your weight 
on to it and then turn the left after it. 
Soon you will get into a steady rocking 
motion, turning each ski just a little 
every time you lift it. In this way you 
will turn round in about ten minutes. 
Always provided of course that you 
do not turn into a slope and move off 
down it backwards with skis diverging. 

This, however, is not the way to 


make a standing turn. Thoughtful 


people have invented the kick turn for 
you, and this is how you do it. 

Kick forwards and upwards strongly 
with the right ski and plant its heel in 
the snow near the toe of the left ski. 
Now keep its heel in-the snow and let 
it fall sweepingly to the right. Its toe 
swings irresistibly to the rear of the left 
ski until they lie parallel on the snow 
but pointing in opposite directions. 
And so are your feet. You never sus- 
pected, did you, that your joints and 
muscles could achieve so contorted a 
position? Very interesting, is it not? 
You have probably strained one or two 
small tendons, ond ihm do not hasten 
to relieve the strain by completing the 
movement more important things will 
start to give and you will be crippled 
for life. So in the midst of your great 
agony try to complete the turn by 
lifting the left ski up and round. You 
can't? Then try to lift the right back 
to its original position. You can’t, 
damn my eyes? No, don’t throw your- 
self down or you will twist your legs 
right round and have to walk back- 
wards al! your days when you come out 
of hospital—that is if paralysis doesn’t 
set in. You can’t move at all then? 
Well, you must call for help now and 
someone will come and unstrap your 
skis. 

Anyhow, that is the kick turn. 








Compare and Contrast. ... 





Ir I were to set my mind to it— 
purely, you understand, in the way of 
recreation—I believe 1 could make a 
fair shot at being a satirist. Yes, I 
believe I could. I know all the rules. 

For the matter of that I know all 
the rules for the writing of short-stories, 
as every newspaper-reader does: A 
short-story is a piece of fiction two 
thousand words long about a man who 
murdered someone, believing he had 
a perfect alibi, and afterwards found 
out there was something wrong with it. 
Something wrong with the alibi, I mean, 
of course ; nothing wrong with the story. 
That goes into print every day. 

But being a. satirist attracts me 
more. One has to think of a new im- 
perfect alibi for every story, and there 
is none of this fatiguing variety about 
the satirical novel. The old familiar 
cases. Singlemindedness, that’s what 
it is—singlemindedness and considera- 
tion for one’s public. 

I may point out that there is a broad 
general similarity, as the circus-man- 
ager said of the twenty-stone twins, 
between writing os short- 
stories and writing satire. I mean that 
in each there are general headings, such 





as “Love,” “Geology,” “Marriage,” 
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“The American Language,” *’ Cricket.’ 
But beneath these, as the circus-man- 
ager went on in some alarm, every 
thing falls apart. 

Take the general heading “Cricket” 
to begin with. There are three further 
sulb-divisions: the Left satire, which 
laughs at cricket; the Right satire, 
which laughs at those who laugh at 
cricket ; and the short-story. The short- 
story would be about a man who mur- 
dered someone at cricket, say by means 
of a small poisoned dart blown from 
the long grass in the outfield, forgetting 


| that he would be visible to the scorer 


when he blew. 

Again, consider the general heading 
“Geology.” The three sub-divisions 
here would be: the Left satire, which 
laughs at those who laugh at geology 
the Right satire, which laughs at geo- 
logy ; and the short-story, about a man 
who murdered a geologist. The point 
of the short-story might perhaps be 
that no geologist dying a natural death 
is ever found in fossiliferous strata 
earlier than Anthropozoic, whereas 
this one was discovered in strata so 
Paleozoic as to be all but flagrantly 
Archean ; thus settling the hash of the 
man who did him in, who had over- 
looked that. 

In the stories, you see, the alibi 
changes each time, even under the 
same general heading. This seems to 
be unavoidable. I have never seen a 
newspaper editor sighing for the prim- 
rose-sandalled moon, but I should 
think every newspaper editor heaves 
that kind of sigh now and again as 
he wishes something—say Relativity 
would make it possible for him to 
print exactly the same story day after 
day—murder, names, alibi and all, and 
yet cause it at the same time to be a 
startlingly different story by a different 
author. I can well imagine a literary 
editor in this joyful position behaving 
like the well-known Merry Peasant or 
Frolicky Landman. But it can never 
be. Even among short-stories about 
a man who murdered an editor only 
one can be concerned with the over- 
sight of this man in enclosing, with the 
manuscript bearing a poisoned paper 
fastener on which the editor is toscratch 
his hand, a stamped self-addressed 
envelope; only one, All the others 
must be about different oversights by 
other men in a similar position. 

But turn now from these distressful 
intricacies to the fair fields (full of 
favour) open to the satirist, where all 
is concord, all is peace; where the way 
is clear and a writer is no satirist 
unless he follows it. Left or Right, 
no matter which, he must satirise 
something that has been 
before, and there are his paths marked 


satirised 
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WHY, BLESS YOUR HEART, WE RE LAWYERS.” 








out for him—paths superlatively well 
and constantly trodden. So well- 
trodden indeed that if the would-be 
satirist puts on a spurt in the path of 
his choice he will undoubtedly soon 
catch up with the writer who pre- 
ceded him along it and do him out of 
. tidy bunch of royalties. The laughter 
at each subject is ready and waiting 
to be touched off by everyone who cares 
to write about it. None of this con- 
founded cerebration, such as would be 
required for a short-story—say for one 
about a man who murdered someone 
he followed along a path, forgetting 
that other people were coming along 
the path too. 

There is even another aspect of my 
preference. Supposing | were to stop 
this article—as I shall be doing 





shortly, never fear—and write a short- 
story dealing with a man who murdered 
a satirist. This man, say, sent the 
satirist some chemical ink which, by 
its action on the metal of the satirist’s 
pen when this was dipped into it, 
released a lethal gas not immediately 
noticeable but effective in two or three 
minutes ; forgetting of course that what 
the satirist would first write in this ink 
would be: ‘‘ Dear So-anp-So,—Thank 
you so much for the ink.” 

If | know you, reader, you are 
already asking why the man should 
have given any indication who sent the 
ink. Now that is precisely what I 
mean I expected that. That is the 
sort of thing the short-story writer has 
to take from his public. The satirist’s 
public knows its place. R. M. 
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“WHAT roc NEED, MY LAD, IS A ‘PERM.’ ” 
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|! Hope I Know My Pigeon! 





THEReE’s trouble in Paraguay,” said 
the man from Geneva. 
Then leave it there,” said I. “It’s 
not my pigeon.” 
‘They're killing one another,” he said. 
‘What a lark!” said 1. 
Your fellow human beings.” 
Don't crow,” said I. “They’re 
yours as well,” 
‘It’s a serious matter.” 
“Not to me,” said I. “They like 
playing ducks and drakes out there.” 
* All right,” he said. “Don’t say I 
didn’t warn you.” 
“You're a cuckoo,” said I, 


* * & 


There’s unrest in the Balkans,” 

said the man from Geneva. 

“Come, come!” said I. ‘Is that my 
pigeon ?” 

It may lead to war.” 

“Oh, they’re always going off half- 
cocked down there,” said I. 

“We shan’t be able to keep out of it.” 

“Tut, tut! Do you expect me to 
swallow that ?”’ 


“It’s the cockpit of Europe.” 
“And I’m one of the spectators,” 
said I. 


co tk * 


“They 're mobilising in Russia,” said 
the man from Geneva. 

“Whose pigeon is that?” said I. 

“It may be yours,” he said. 

“Pooh, pooh!” said I. “Are you 
trying to make my flesh goosey ?”’ 

“Our frontier’s the Rhine.” 

“Tweet, tweet! Parrot-talk!’’ 

“You're burying your head in the 
sand, like an ostrich.” 

“Oh, tell it to Turkey, do!” said I. 


ok 


* What did I tell you?” said the man 
from Geneva. ‘The feathers are flying 
now all right!” 

‘Not from my pigeon they aren't,” 
said I. 

“What! Aren’t you going to join in, 
then?” he said. 

“Certainly not!” said I. “My nest 
needs feathering.” 

“But if humanity calls?” 

“Get on with your goose-stepping, 
do!"’saidI. “I hope 1 know my pigeon.” 
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“They're over-running Belgium,” 
said the man from Geneva. 

“What! Poor little Belgium?” I 
cried. “ But there, what about it? It’s 
not my pigeon.” 

“The fox is in the hen-run now,” he 
said. 

“But none of my eggs are in that 
nest,” said I. 

“They'll be through to the coast 
very shortly,” he said. ‘Europe will 
be theirs and England will stand 
alone.” 

“Thank God for that!” said L. 
We ve been gulled by those foreigners 
long enough as it is.” 





of 


“They're sailing up the Thames,” 
said the man from Whitehall. “It 
almost begins to look as if they're 
heading for London.” 

The Thames is a free river,” I said. 
T shall not interfere.” 

“They’re firing on Westminster. 

“That's not very sporting,” | said, 
“when Parliament’s sitting.” 

“They're shelling St., Paul's. The 
poor defenceless pigeons are dying in 
scores, 








‘atieh leash bpire’ 








sits 


seme 


et, 


2 pitch Ray a cigabaes Savane Sis 











Ne 


eg ee ee 


ig 


ae 








January 30, 1935] 

















* "ERE, 
“You ’RE wrone! 


yot 





“That’s unfortunate for them,” I 
said. ‘‘ But they ’re not my pigeons.” 
“They ’re firing on Fleet Street.” 

‘So I see,” I said, for at that moment 
a shell burst right under my nose. 


“You must be tired and hungry 
after your journey,” said Saint Peter 
at the gate. “If you'll step this way I'l! 
have lunch served immediately.” 

I followed him into the public dining- 
room, where a great many foreigners 


| were waiting for their lunch. 


TWO CAN T GO HALF. 
I'M NOT FOURTEEN TILL NEXT WEEK, 
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You "RE OVER AGE!” 





“Here,” I said, 
same table with all these—vultures.” 
“T’m sorry, Sir,” he said, “but I’m 
afraid we've only one dining-room, 
and this is it ; 
“Oh, all right,” I said. “Hurry up, 
and let’s get it over with.” 
I turned to the waiter. 
I have, waiter?” I said. 

“It’s table d’héte, Sir,” said the 
waiter. ‘‘Pigeon-pie. I'll serve you in 
a minute.’ 


“What can 


* * oe 






































AND MY BROTHER IS SIX MONTHS YOUNGER.” 





“I can’t eat at the plate. It had a smear of grease right 


across it, but was otherwise empty. 


“Here, you fool!” I said. “What's | 


this you’ve brought me?” 
“That’s your pigeon, Sir,” he said— 
“all that’s left of it.” 





From Our Outsize Correspondent. 
“TI saw the match, and I would have said 
that was the limit of the ground’s capacity.” 
Daily Paper. 


“Firemen are here seen playing on the 
ruins.”"—Caption in Sunday Paper. 


Hours later he came back with a Have they no hearts? 
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AS YoU "RE SUCH A TIRESOME CHILD, JoAN SHALL HAVE FIRST BATH AND THE NICE CLEAN WATER.” 


‘ Iv ISN'T NICE CLEAN WATER ‘cos I ‘VE SPITTED IN IT.” 








A Grammarian’s 


Dream. 


(“Prwoxe, €uodor, Meu Siuxa ; JO OF come — Lidd ll and Scotti.) 


NEEDING a pick-me-up, the leaves of coca 


Exhausted Indians in Bolivia chew, 


While from the aromatic bean of Mocha 


The Arab still extracts his precious brew; 


Some pin their faith to tea or tapioca 


And some on semolina build their hopes, 


Put personally I prefer Membloka 


As far the best of slogans or of dopes. 


Her father Blosko’s ways, I own, were shady ; 


He was irregular in all his moods; 


But she was always quite the “perfect” lady, 


Endeared to purists and unbanned by prudes. 


Ot all ‘‘Mem.-Sahibs”’ quite the most alluring 


To any self-respecting Aryan bloke, 


For three millenniums blest with fame enduring 


Since first in Homer's golden tongue she spoke. 


When Learning kept the classics for its marrow 


Her name was constantly upon the lips 


Ot the ingenuous youth of Eton, Harrow 


And Winchester (including Starrorp Cripps): 





Now, when the rising, younger generations 
Are dominated by Hellenophobes, 
Membloka vanishes in all translations 
And fails to gild the glory that is Lors’s. 


Apt to express the coming and the going 
Of gods and goddesses and heroines, 

She could not brook the mopping and the mowing 
Of smirking stars or mincing mannequins ; 

And thus, discarded by her former lovers, 
To limbo relegated in an age 

Ruled (in both senses of the word) by shovers, 
Discrowned, dishonoured, she forsakes the stage. 


Let WELLS proclaim the wisdom of Asoka 
And bid us take him for our moral guide; 
Let others worship grim TExcaTLipoca, 
Whom the primeval Aztecs deified— 
1 heed them not, the call of pious duty 
Constrains me to extol in halting rhymes 
Membloka, the reduplicated beauty, 
The perfect paragon of paradigms. 


cL. G. 
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| family, she captivated the young king 
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Our Booking-Office. 
(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned 
Clerks.) 





Adventures of a Mazarinette. 

Or all the nieces and nephews im- 
ported by Cardinal Mazarty during 
the youth of Lours XIV. Marie 
MANctnNI deserves, I think, the most 
The ugly duckling of the 


by using her own intelligence and 
arousing his, and, refusing to become 
his mistress, was more or less deported 
to Rome and married to a CoLONNA on 
the arrival of her lover’s Spanish bride 
At this point her story usually ends 
The Cardinal’s Niece (SEcKER, 10/6) 
being a stock figure in the book-com 
piler’s catalogue of houris. But Mrs 
Compton MacKENzIe has handled her 
with more distinction, describing a 
personality so divided against itself by 
this youthful and devastating catas- 
trophe that none of its subsequent 
chances of reintegration was seized 
and Marie, who might have been a 
happy wife, more dubiously a devout 
nun and undoubtedly an honoured 
mother, threw away every card in her 
long suit in a vain dream of recaptur- 
ing her king. Thrust into convents 
which clamoured to get rid of her, 
increasingly less winning and more of 
a virago, she owes her sustained ap- 
peal partly to her biographer's sprightly 
style but a littlke—and justly—to the 
reader’s commis *ration. 








Procession of the Dolls. 
Knut Hamswn, in The Road Leads 
On (Ricw anp Cowan, 10/-), takes the 
entire population of a little Norwegian 
town to play with in a kind of game 
of progressive pawns. There are far 
too many of them for him to keep 
them all going at once, but he faith- 
fully gives each one a push in turn and 
they wait or move forward with pawn- 
like placidity. They go to courtship 
and marriage, or sudden death, or the 
gift of an accordion, or the building of 
a new house, or despair and suicide, 
with equal lack of emotion. When the i pprentice. 

book stops they are still waiting and CANE FOr 





“ Dasu 
HEAP PLENTY JUMP TO IT—TOOT SWEET?” 











Great importance is attached to all officers and engineers learning the native 
language in order to direct the crew intelligibly.” 


Extract from Shipping Company's Regulations. | 
IT ALL, YOU FELLOWS, YOU'RE NOT PLAYING THE GAME. 





moving. There is no central theme to === 
this story, no telling description of the strip of shore isol- 
ated between mountains and sea. The nearest approach 
to a hero is the tiresome old prater, Altmulig, though the 
unpleasant and improbable witch, Aase, is a possible rival. 
Through its many pages, by way of much tedium and 
with no economy of words, there is somehow conveyed in 
this book an impression of medieval simplicity developed 
in terms of twentieth-century existence. 
New Buildings for Old. 

Mr. RaymMonp McGratn’s T'wentieth Houses 

(FABER AND FaBkR, 21/-) is an admirably organised, inform- 


Century 








summary of the aims and apologetics of the new architec- 
ture—which is founded on the fact that there are new 
materials, new apparatus, new habits, new need of economies, 
new riddles to solve and old muddles to unravel. I would 
commend it particularly to those to whom the free plans 
and the unaccustomed elevations and perspectives of the 
modernists move to a sort of strangled frenzy. Text and 
illustrations cover a wide field and a long span of time, for 
Mr. McGratu does not neglect origins. The relevant bio- | 
graphies of pioneer practitioners are summarised well. Points | 
are made with enthusiasm but without fanaticism, perhaps 
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tism, which I assume to be 
the inevitable weapon of youth — solidly entrenched 
eld. The Basic ish on the BenrHaM-OapEN model 
in which the book is written is an interesting demon- 
stration of the intelligibility and essential sufficiency of 
that progressive device. 


At Sixes and Sevens. 

This is a rather peevish quality in Miss Lorna Rea’s 
book of short stories, Siz and Seven (HEINEMANN, 7/6), 
which I do not remember having noticed in any of her 
previous books. Possibly the reason is that most of her 
heroinesare ratherdraband niggling creatures, over-occupied 
with problems of dust, servants, “ commonness” and the 
difficulty of “keeping up ap- [~~ 
pearances.” The result (per- 
haps it is a good one) is that 
the few nice people in the 
book appear to be most ex- 
traordinarily heroic. Oddly 
enough, one of these is a 
murderer—a country prac- 
titioner who killed his wife 
because her socia! ambitions 
interfered with his work 
among poor patients. Another 
is Anne, the young wife who 
celebrated happy poverty by 
living expensively for one 
evening in the year. Miss 
Rea has drawn clever con- 
trast to her in Helen, who 
sacrificed her husband to 
household gods. But there is 
abundance of cleverness in 
this book whose characters all 
find themselves in a world 
that is at sixes and sevens, 
and, though I do not like any 
of them particularly, I can 
at least be grateful to the 
author for her swift study of 
friends and relations awaiting 
their verdicts in a nursing- 
home. 





A Daughter of the 
Horse-Leech. 
When the last of the Conpis 
—the father of the murdered 
Duc p'ENGHIEN—returned 








changing the chop-houses of the Strand for Chantilly and 
the state of a Bourbon, he proved unable to exclude one 
unfortunate legacy of his past. This was a strapping mis- 
tress, the illegitimate daughter of Hampshire fisher-folk, 
who followed him to Paris, recaptured not only him but 
(by his agency) a husband, and was responsible not only, 
it is probable, for her lover’s murder es for that tacit 


_ pact with Louis Paitirre whereby the Orleanists acquired 


his fortune and the murderess immunity and a share of the 
ee So, at any rate, runs The Scandal of Sophie Dawes 
(Lanr, 15/-) as retailed by Miss Marsoniz Bowen, who, 
despite the admitted squalor of her subject, has obviously 
enjoyed penetrating its mystery in the best Baker Street 


| fashion, Whether so much research and acumen have been 


_ tector’s lifetime, Dead and, as her English physician said, 


justifiably lavished is another question. TAaLLEYRAND and 
other astute personages found Soprnte useful in her pro- 





“Yes, our Dramatic CLUB IS 80 HARD UP THEY RE 
HAVING TO DO‘ JuLIUS CASAR’ THIS YEAR IN THE CLOTHES 
THEY USED FoR THE ‘ PrratTes or PENZANCE’ LAST YEAR.” 
from exile in 1818, in ex- . — 


“ game to the last,” she furnishes a elapse pretext for the 
study of an aristocratic underworld. 


A Promising Start. 

Miss Auprey Lvcas is sure of a large public for her first 
novel, Double Turn (Couirns, 7/6) for two reasons: one for 
the evidence she provides of hereditary talent, and the other 
that her book deals with that perennially alluring subject, 
the stage. The hero of her long, crowded story, a charming 
young actor, makes a foolish marriage, sacrifices himself for 
the sake of his little son, and finally wins through to new 
happiness with a girl who really loves him, and prosperity, 
doing a “double turn” at the halls with a faithful little Jew 
who has always been his friend. Obviously Miss Lucas knows 

“lar an : | the world of which she writes 

and knows men and women; 
and, though she is inclined to 
stress an aspect of love which 
ean generally be taken for 
granted and her book is a 
little uncertain in its plan, 
there is every indication that 
she will shape into a very in- 
teresting novelist. Her char- 
acters live for the reader, and 
that is the root of the matter. 


The Old and The New. 

A House Divided (Metiiven, 
7/6) follows The Good Karth 
and Sons, and closes the tril- 
ogy. From the outset Mrs, 
| Pear. S. Buck stages the con- 
test between those who cling 
to ancient ideas and those who 
are sick and tired of them. 
At once we see Wang the 
Tiger, old but still fiery, try- 
ing to impose his will upon 
his son, Wang Yuan. The 
latter is not without loyalty 
to his father, but cannot face 
the prospect of submission to 
him; so he leaves his home 
and lives for a time under con- 
ditions that give him a chance 
to develop his character. Then 
he becomes mixed up with 
revolutionaries and escapes to 
America, where his reactions 
to a strange people in a land 
————— | strange to him are most sig- 
nificant. This is a story which makes a worthy end to 
the history of the Wangs. 








Gentle People. 


Towards the close of T'aken by the Hand (HoppEr AND 


SToucuton, 7/6), an observant lady expresses an opinion 
with which I find myself in complete agreement. “ It is 
seldom,” she says, “that things work out so pat, but very 
pleasant when they do.” After Beatrice Dobie had left her 
quiet home in Glasgow to live with fashionable relations in 
London she was, for a few weeks, unhappy. But she soon 
escaped to some friends in the country, and after that only 
the mildest of ripples ruffled the placid stream of her daily 
life. In these times of high tension this tale may seem to 
move too sedately, but it is refreshing because Miss O. 
Dova.as never forgets that kindness, in the promotion of 
happiness, knocks cleverness to the back of beyond. 
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| jazz-band member 


| SAYS a gossip. 


| a husband 
| days?” 


| resounded through the ages,” 
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Charivaria. 





NorrrnGHaM PaGEANT is to be held 
this summer. In cricketing circles con- 
jecture is rife as to whether it will 
include a Triumphal Carr. 


#9 [ 


The recent out- 
break of hostilities 
between the Jap- 
anese and Soviet 
rebel troops has 
resulted in a rush 
of American news- 
paper - correspon- 


It is believed that 
these are known 
locally as Peiping 
Toms. » » 

Da 


“One American 


now plays a harp,” 
We 
are not told who 
slew him, 





“How can the| 
modern woman of | 
twenty - five find | 
these | 
asks an | 
evening paper. By } 
looking behind the | 
newspa per, 
often as not, 


as | 


% 4 


“My wife often 
bangs me on the 
head,” said a man 
in court, “but she 
always does it 
kindly.” We un- 
derstand that she 
invariably asks: 
“One lump or two, 
dear?” 


; 
* 





PUNCH, 


knocked off his pedestal by some 
And we always 
thought it was an accident on the 


malicious critic.’ 


housemaid’s part. 


* & 
x 


“Where does one find the good old 
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result many volumes have been re- 
turned to their owners, 


* & 
x 
has ad- 
moon is 
He is said to speak 
of our twin-lumin- 


Dr. Lerrirres, of Vienna, 
vanced the theory that the 
composed of salt. 


oe Nes aries as Sol and Sal. 


2 


A burglar, itwas 
stated in court, 
opened a window 
witha safety-razor 
blade. Doubtless 
the police in their 
official report re- 
ferred to it as 
“some blunt in- 
strument.” 

* & 
* 

We understand 
that owing to an 
unfortunate acci- 
dent recently, all 
gold bars travel- 
ling by air will in 
future be fitted 
with parachutes. 


* * 
* 


“A squeaking 
sound from under 
the carshould warn 
you that some- 
thing is wrong,” 
says a writer on 
|} motoring matters. 
But it may only 
be a pedestrian. 

* % 
* 

Fashionable 
dogs are undergo. 
| ing weekly mani- 


cure treatment. 
Unfashionable 
dogs have only 
Fee 

” 


“What is the 
best way to serve 





We hear that “FROM WHAT YOUR FORM-MASTER TELLS ME, SIMPSON, YOU SEEM TO HAVE trine?” asks a 

. BEHAVED LIKE A BIG BULLY, WITH A COMPLETE DISREGARD FOR LIFE AND PRO- fr 2 

the latest subject sane. Gien tm emae paseehoren.” lady-reader. Many 

for the slow-motion ' siclitiindain people find it pro- 
camera is a City-bound train ona foggy British Bulldog face to-day?” asks a_ fitable to dish it up as novels. 


London morning. It is an all-British 
production. "ag A 


“The patter of children’s feet has 
Says a 


writer. And the patter of music-hall 


| comedians is equally old. 


“one 
being 


“Every day,” 
or other of the 


SAYS a reviewer! 
Victorians is 


VOL, CLNXXVIII. 


weekly journal. Just between the ears, 


as hitherto 


It isn’t wrong,” says a writer, “for 
a man to take a girl out and not spend 
her But it’s very, very 


money on 


difficult 


\ publisher puts a postcard in every 
asking the reader where he ob- 
We understand that as a 


book 
tained it 


* % 
* 
A poultry expert says it is bad for 
pullets to lay double-yolked eggs. 
what else can they do with them ? 


= * 
» 


After serving ten years of a life- 


<1 





But | 


sentence a New York song-writer was | 


set free. We can only hope that he is 
thoroughly cured. 
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More Trouble in the Art World. 


Anp now they have been trying the grandson of Miter 
in Paris on the charge of faking hundreds of masterpieces 
and selling them to millionaires all over the world. What 
a pity it is to rake these things up! And how much happier 
millionaires would be if they were allowed to go on thinking 
that their prepay oe were worth the price that was paid 
for them! Or so I always think. 





“Oh, this is sorrow’s crown of sorrow! 
I seldom made a worse mistake ; 
They tell me that my genuine Conor 
Is nothing but a goldarned fake!” 
This was the song I heard him sing— 
Our most important Lumber King, 
Elihu Hake. 


But hope returneth on the morrow; 

He sold it to a man named Budd 

And bought another genuine Coror, 

And then they told him “That's a dud!” 
And what was worse, the experts swore: 
“This was the one you bought before!” 

He felt like mud. 


How different from his wild impatience 
The conduct of that Beef-King who 
Had several REMBRANDT imitations 
Which he imagined to be true 
Hung up inside the little shacks 
He kept in the Adirondacks 
For playing Loo. 


On hearing that the stuff was phoney 
He hired a connoisseur to say: 
“The news from Europe was boloney ; 
Your goods are perfectly O.K.,” 
And swapped them with a lifelong friend 
For jute-shares, which began to mend 
From that same day. 


But best and in the right tradition 
I count the English peer who said, 
On finding that his famous Trrtan 
Was made by fraud at Berkhamsted: 
’ All British manufactures are 
Better than —— goods by far,” 








And bowed his he Evor 
Kultur. 
Typical englisch Conversations for nordic Students. 
(Made in Germany.) 





XV.—A WaLkK 1s Lonpon. 


Lord Smith. Here we are at Trafalgar Square, which 
commembers a contest all at sea, in which milord Nelson 
was he who gained. 

Viscount Brown. It is said that Horatio remained on the 
bridge until a bullet arrived and did him for. There is a 
piece of verses about it all. 

Lord Robinson. 1 know, yes. He is one of the most 
famous englisch heroics, 

Viscount Brown. There is Nelson’s Colon in the middle 
of the square. 








Lift the wardrobe off the face and repeat. 


Lord Smith. How there are pigeons! 
Lord Robinson. Let us go down to Westminster on foot- 
ace, 
. Viscount Brown. Oh my hat! Which is yonder peculiarity ? 

Lord Smith. It is a pedestrianist beacon. 

Lord Robinson. To what end? 

Viscount Brown. To this, that it marks the studs between 
which the footpacer shall not be vulnerable. Without, he is 
vulnerable. It is therefor the wiser course to keep between. 

Lord Smith. Who chose to place the signs by ? 

Lord Robinson. Some department of government or other. 
I am ignorant of policies. 

Viscount Brown. Ho! Ho! The Ministry of Agriculture, 
I should say! Ho! Ho! 

Lord Smith. Ho! Ho! 

Lord Robinson. Ho! Ho! 

Viscount Brown. Let us essay the transition. 

[They step off the kerber. 

Lord Smith. Fi! That was a narrow squeal! I nigh came 
a-tumble! 

Lord Robinson. Never mind, I say, my good chap, we 
are now safely overcome. 

[They reach the paving and step on it. 

Viscount Brown. See! The houser of Parliament! 

Lord Smith. Majestic! 

Lord Robinson. Prime! That must I say! 

Viscount Brown. List! Large Ben boombs the hour. 

Lord Smith. It is a typically englisch scene. Charming! 








Ballade of Narratory Frustration. 





Mucnu have I travelled in the realms of gold, 
Nor am I stranger to the Muses’ grot, 
And many a decent tale have I been told 
Of vital point and neatly-rounded plot; 
But when my worthy self have had a shot, 
With diction perfect and with gestures pat, 
Have people laughed? Sweet reader, they have not. 
My choicest stories fall completely flat. 


Yet lesser men than I contrive to hold 

The listening floor with tales of heaven knows what, 
Though some have left me miserably cold 

And some, I fear, uncomfortably hot; 

I have known Jones and Anderson and Sprott, 
1 have known Green and nincompoops like that 

To spin their yarn, and none has answered “ Rot!” 
My choicest stories fall completely flat. 


Ay, should my motor—for her brakes are old— 
Send some obtuse pedestrian to pot, 
And should the island princes, overbold, 
Despatch a Robert to my humble cot, 
What refuge could I find, poor helpless sot— 
I that am plain and middle-aged and fat? 
They would endorse my licence on the spot; 
My choicest stories fall completely flat. 
Envoi. 
Prince, have you heard that one about the Scot 
Who thought he saw a curious-coloured rat 
Well, this old chap, you see——— But I forgot; 
My choicest stories fall completely flat. 








_“ Lie flat on the back, with the feet tucked under the wardrobe. 
Keep the hands at the sides and the back straight and raise the legs 
until they are vertical. Very slowly lower again.” 

Beauty Hint from 8. Africa. 
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THE KNIGHT-ERRANT. 


“UNHAPPY CREATURE! ONE BY ONE I PROPOSE TO SEVER THE BONDS OF YOUR 
MISERABLE ENSLAVEMENT 
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“ YEs, 


1 KNOW, OLD MAN—I’LL CATCH UP IN A MOMENT. 








Mr. Shagreen’s Revenge. 





‘““Oncn,” said Mr. Shagreen, ‘I did 
ertainly succumb to the lust for 
revenge. When I was a_head- 
master——” 

| interrupted in great surprise to say 
that I never knew he had been any- 
thing of the kind. 

“Oh, yes,” he said. “It was about 
the time of the Balkan War of 1912— 
it least this incident was; though I 
need hardly explain that the juxta- 
position was fortuitous. The school 
was not a large one; it was in fact a 
preparatory establishment near a place 

iiled Shouting Upwards, and at the 
time of which I speak I had been head- 
master for something over a year. But 
| was not comfortable in the job, which 
called for bounding energy—I have 
always been lacking in what Mr. WELLS 

»0 happily calls individual Woosh—and 
for long I had meant to leave as soon 
as | made any money by what I may 
laughingly describe as literature. The 
chief fly in the ointment was my 
Second Master.” 

An unpleasant character ?”’ 

Most. My feud with him, for as such 





it must be described, was largely con- 
cerned with the subject of the kind of 
novels with which I had for some time 
been storming the embattled publishers 
of London. He had by some doubtless 
discreditable means discovered my 
secret, and he let slip no opportunity 
of declaring that mystery stories and 
stories of crime were instrumental in 
corrupting the minds, if any, of the 
young; not to mention the minds of 
the old. I, on the other hand, contended 
that this was not the case. He went 
so far, I fancy, as to say even that they 
were to some degree responsible for 
the Balkan War, which had not long 
ceased to rage ; and, although I pointed 
out to him that at the Peace Con- 
ference, held in London a day or two 
before our Speech Day, there was no 
mention of such fiction—at least I saw 
none in 7'he T'imes—he refused to dis- 
abuse his mind of this odd idea.” 

I began to make some sententious 
remark about the entertainment of 
prejudices, and Mr. Shagreen said: 
“Exactly—they make themselves at 
home. As a matter of fact this was 
merely the final and most bitter argu- 
ment I had with the man; though all 
our arguments were exceedingly bitter, 


for I was not one to mince my words 
and he refused to eat his. The thing 
by this time had grown, as I say, to 
the proportions of a feud. Each took 
every possible opportunity of annoying 
the other.” 
“Being Headmaster, you, I suppose,” 
I said, “were able to let yourself go?” 
“So one might have thought,” said 
Mr. Shagreen, “but actually he, being 
only Second Master, could indulge in 
pranks that would have been beneath 
my dignity. I remember on one 
oceasion he painted a ribald design in 
green on the back of my gown. Natur- 
ally this was lost in the folds before I 
put it on, so I did not see it; nor 
did anyone else. But when I did put 
it on—when the folds of the garment 
were removed by the breadth of these 
magisterial shoulders—ah, then!”’ 
“Ah,” Lagreed, “then!” and I asked 
what the ribald design had been, but 
Mr. Shagreen would not tell me. 
“Suffice it to say,” he declared, 
‘that repayment in kind would have 
been impossible, for it was of such a 
nature that I should not have retained 
my position if I had been believed to 
understand it. And again: soon after 
this the round-about route by which 
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| go on for? Surely the atmosphere of 


| success with a mystery 
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news travels in such a community 
brought to my notice the fact that the 
Second Master was actively encourag- 
ing the boys to call me ‘Fish-face.’ 
Now if it had been made clear that he 
referred to some majestic and not un- 
prepossessing fish, such as the tarpon, I 
should have felt no resentment; but it 
was emphasised, on the contrary, that 
the fish all had in mind was the cod. | 
was put out at this; I felt this deeply.” 

“But how long,” I asked, “did this 


your school must have been lacking, 
shall I say, in repose?” 

“It went on until I made my first 
novel,” said 


Mr. Shagreen, “‘and felt that I could 


| justifiably leave my uncongenial job. 
| I determined to go out, if not precisely 


in a blaze of glory, at least in what I 
may describe as the glow of satisfied 
revenge. As I told you, our last argu- 
ment took place just before the school 
Speech Day, and it was for Speech Day 
that I reserved my parting shot. | 


| had already prepared my address; but 


I scrapped that and wrote another, 
over which I took the utmost pains. 
It was in fact an address into which, 
by the exercise of much care and in- 
genuity, | managed to introduce a 
categorical denial of practically all the 
Second Master’s views. In particular 


| it expressed a very strong approval of 
| crime novels as things no young gentle- 
| man’s library should be without, and 


| did not hesitate 


to characterise those 
who objected to such fiction as kill- 
joys, spoil-sports, saps and mutton- 
headed puritans of the most repellent 
kind. And on Speech Day it was duly 
delivered.” 

“That was the revenge ? 
appointed. 

“It was.” 

* But I should hardly call that a very 
subtle revenge,” I said. “It may have 
conflicted with all his views, but surely 
he had grown to expect that from 
you?” 

“You misunderstand me,” said Mr. 
Shagreen—‘‘or rather I was not ex- 
plicit enough. I said it was duly 
delivered; what I omitted to say was 
that on the day itself I arranged to be 
confined to my bed with a chill. He, 
being the Second Master, had to take 


” T said, dis- 


| my place and read it himself.” R. M 


| chemist to hold it at an angle 








asked the 
that would 


. he borrowed a mirror, 


| reflect a ray into the sky, and then, by using 


| a book over the lamp, flashed, 


*Snegness’ in 


|; morse. 


*O.K. Thanks,’ was the reply as the bom- 
ber made off in a south-westerly direction.” 
North-Country Pape } 
“No K. Thanks,” 
more suitable. 


would have been 
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“Dasa rr! 


Sport MY BREAK!” 





As 


| LEFT the office on the stroke of six, 
As usual; 
I made my way from Messrs. Jones & 
Hicks 
Down to the corner, where I caught a 
bus, 
As usual, 
And I got saf ly to the station, thus, 
As usual, 
And by that hair’s-breadth caught the 
‘twenty-four, 
With the dreadful travellers it 
bore. 


same 


As usual. 


Then, thirty minutes later, I got out, 


As usual; 
There, on the station platform, turned 
about 


To trace my weary steps away from 
people 
As usual, 


Passing the local landmarks, pub and | 


steeple, 
As usual, 
I soon arrived at my abode once more 
And turned my latchkey round inside 
the door, 
As usual, 
I went into the hall 
As usual; 
I gave my wife a call. 
No answer; she was out (it proved), 
As usual. 


Then I remembered that we’d moved: | 


This was unusual. 





“Bacon Pia Contracts.” 
Daily Paper. 


It must be the cold weather. 
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Hats. 





Nor long ago a man wrote to me and 
urged me to “use my pen” against the 
“ disgraceful and selfish habit of wear- 
ing no hat,” which was spreading ruin 
in the hat trade. 

For once I was unable to leap into 
the breach to succour the oppressed. 
[ could not even write man & nice 
letter, for I should have had to con- 
fess that I am myself guilty of the 
abominable thing, dislike all hats (at 
least all the hats that I possess), and 
never wear a hat unless I must. 

| am sorry for my hatter-friend and 
all his trade, if indeed the new habit is 
spreading ruin (as to which I timidly 
express doubt and demand statistical 
proof). I am sorry too for actors and 
musicians who have been hit by the 
movies ; and I am sorry for those in the 
book-selling trade who have been hit 
by the recent crop of libraries; but I 
don't suppose that the hatter gives 
them a thought as he prances into the 
cinema or the new penny library. And 
he must not expect the hat-haters to 
modify their wicked habits purely for 
love of him. 

Nevertheless I do love him and wish 
to help him, So here is some good 
idvice. 

First, his “propaganda” is bad. I 
read the other day a long lecture by 
some well-known gentleman on the 
moral duty of hat-wearing, together 
with an account of the economie ruin 
which waits for the young man who 
fails to wear a hat. A hatless man, he 
said, never gets a rise—is never pro- 
moted—is distrusted by his superiors 

is unlikely to do his job efficiently 

and as a rule drifts gradually into 


‘ 


embezzlement and jail. 


There was a lot more which I forget. 
\nd I should like to say that since I 
read it I have only worn a hat once 
(the day it hailed). My hatlessness, 
which had been only a spasmodic habit, 
was by that well-intentioned address 
converted into a principle. 

No, no, that is not the way to per- 
suade a free-born Englishman (of Irish 
birth, with a dash of Scot). But then 
the gentleman who made the speech 
was, if | remember right, a “ publicity 
expert ’’; and “ publicity experts” seem 
to know less about the working of the 
public mind than almost anybody. 
Your trouble is that we who dislike hats 
see no particular reason why we should 
wear hats. And you must provide a 
good reason, however nonsensical. It 
is No use appealing to our moral, civic 
or business sense. But start talking 
about our health—or even beauty— 
and see what will happen. : 





Take me. Of all the five thousand 
people who have told me how to cure 
my rheumatic elbow not one has said 
“Of course, if you won't wear a hat, 
what can you expect!” There’s a line 
for you! If I was confronted every- 
where with a poster of an old man 
doubled up with rheumatism and wear- 
ing no hat I should begin to take a more 
serious view of my conduct. For I am 
one of the innumerable mutts who pay 
no attention to the ordinary advertise- 
ment but swallow avidly everything in 
one which tells me how to avoid some 
frightful ailment or infirmity—whether 
I have it or not. 

And then there is baldness. We 
hatless ones believe that hatlessness 
averts or postpones baldness. But it 


would be quite easy, with a lot of 


money cleverly spent, to make us 
believe exactly the opposite. Just a 
picture of a completely hairless heac|, 
and underneath it— 


Hr Wore No Hat— 
He Wears One Now. 


And if that fails, go further, hatter. 
Put it about that hatlessness is the 
subtle cause of worse evils than bald- 
ness—of the latest kind of influenza, 
of asthma, alcoholism, anzemia and the 
what-is-it complex. You must bestir 
yourself, hatter, if the New Thought is 
menacing your trade, for in these hard 
days you will do no good by sitting 
still and writing deprecatory letters. 

I would tell you more about the 
yoster campaign, but I cannot be 
lathened. Here is another line of attack 
for you. Your worst enemies, hatter, ar: 
the cloak-rooms. Have a go at them / 

Go to the hotels, the theatres, the 
restaurants and implore them to cease 
the uncivilised practice of charging 
sixpence (or fivepence—or anything at 
all) for the care of my hat. Beg them 
to put up enormous placards forbidding 
the customer to tip their servants for 
storing and guarding the hat for an 
hour or so. I go into their places and 
behave myself; I pay what they ask 
for their food or their entertainment. 
Why in the world should I have to 
ransom my hat? While I am eating 
their food or watching their play I am, 
in a sense, their guest. They would be 
horrified if anyone stole my watch, 
removed my trousers or offered me any 
personal indignity; they would apolo- 
gise humbly if such things happened; 
they practically hold tin: 520 re- 
sponsible for preventing such outrages. 
But they can only hold themselves 
responsible for the safety of my 
pathetic little hat if I put it in pawn 
and buy it out again for sixpence. 

Why is this? There is no sense in it. 
And I believe that this barbarous 


——— a = 


We refuse to feel damped. 


ransom-practice more than anything 
—more than my instinctive dislike of 
hats, more than my desire to remain 
unbald, more even than my passionate 
objection to the moral lecture referred 
to above—has put me against the hat. 

My present hat, hatter dear, was 
bought from you, if I remember right, 
for four-shillings-and-ninepence. Since 
then it has cost me about thirty-five 
pounds. Well, hatter, with all respect 
to you, the hat is not worth all that 
money. And in addition to the thirty- 
five pounds I calculate that I have 
wasted about thirteen working days 
standing in queues and waiting to bail 
the ugly object out. Since I took to 
walking the world without it I have 
saved about fifteen pounds in money 
and about a week of valuable time. 

So you see, hatter, the remedies are 
in your own hands. First, if you want 
to sell hats you must sell them—not 
sit about and lectureus. And, secondly, 
you must somehow arrange that you 
are the only fellow in the market, 
As things are, by far the biggest hat- 
sellers are the hotels and theatres. 

(And the extraordinary thing is that 
it is only hats! If you deliver your 
other valuables to the care of the hotel, 
your rings and bracelets, watches, 
diamonds and pearls, they lock them 
up in a safe and take care of them for 
nothing! But Aats . . . One can leave 
a spare pair of trousers in the bedroom 
for a day or two and no charge will be 
made. Buta hat .. .! 

That is about all, I think. Except 
that, while you are planning out the 
campaign, you might as well think of 
a new kind of hat. What about an 
“Anti-flu” hat—a ‘“ Wear-this-and- 
keep-your-hair” hat—a “Kills-all- 
acid” hat; or even a plain but new, 
sensible and nice-looking hat ! 

Say the word, hatter, and (at.a price) 
I will make the country hat-conscious 
again. But I am even less sorry for you 
than I was; for you seem to me to 
have absolutely no ideas. A. P. H. 








Then and Now. 


“The Director of Education recently for- 
bade schoolmistresses in Cyprus to use lip- 
stick or cosmetics while on duty.” 


Daily Paper. 





Wuewn Venus rose from Cypriot seas, 

Seductive floated on the breeze 
Anadyomene’s tress— 

Eheu fugaces! Wretched land, 

Where stern authority has banned 
Any dye on a mistress! 








_ “Humidity is perhaps the distinctively 
Christian virtue.”—Jndian Paper. 
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Face Golf. 
For Gentlemen Only. 


I BEGAN to evolve Face Golf one 
morning about two weeks ago. On 
the previous day I had happened to 
count the number of strokes necessary 
to shave myself, which was eighty- 
nine. On the morning in question, by 
the use of longer, more accurate strokes 


| down cheek and jaw I went round in 


eighty. On the third day I put in 
some better work in the bunker area 
round mouth and chin, and finished 
the course in seventy-seven. The fourth 
day’s score was seventy-four. On the 
fifth I made a hasty slice which drew 
blood. Several extra strokes were 
needed to get away from the hacked 
spot, and the day’s figure was seventy 
eight. 

[ propose to form an association for 
the development of the new pastime 
It will be run along the lines of the 
L.T.A. and the F.A., and its first 
function will be to lay down the law 
governing Face Golf. Three of the 
rules have already occurred to me: 

(1) In Face Golf twenty-four hours 


| growth of hair will be the standard 


requirement, 

(2) A stroke shall consist of any 
single straightforward application of 
the razor in any one direction, on one 
plane (e.g. continuing from the cheek 
over the angle of the jaw will be a dis 
qualification.) 

(3) Freak razors designed to secure 
an advantage over standard articles 
will be forbidden 

The Face Golf Association will an 
nounce local tournaments and cham 
pionships, and annual championships 
will be held in London, at the first of 
which par will be finally decided. (I 
am all on tip-toe to get the par question 
settled. I calculate that with it my 
daily shave will be made three times 
more exciting.) 

I foresee lively times at the tourna 
ments. There will be all sorts of cun 
ning fellows matching wits against each 
other. The man with the soft hair, fo: 
instance, will be chuckling as he con 
siders the beards of porcupine bristles 
which most of his competitors have to 
hack through. He will romp his way 
to the finals, only to come up against 


| some chap who has got over the bristle 


difficulty by inventing a secret hair 
softening preparation. 

Then there will be the man with no 
chin. One man I know ought to save 
seven strokes because he has no chin 
Against this sort of competitor there 
will be the man with a chin like a 
ploughed field. On second thoughts, 
handicapping will have to be brought 
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Il CAN'T 


THINK WHAT MADE MBE 
in. Iam pretty average-faced myself, 
and I myself standing an 
earthly against that chinless chap. 


can’t see 


A noteworthy feature about Face 
Golf, be it noted, is that it will be 
disciplinary as well as recreative. Few 


things could be more calculated to 
induce restraint than the need for 
shaving a face trembling with the itch 
to win a thousand-pound champion 
ship 

One other pomt, and J confidently 
launch Face Golf upon the sport-lov- 
ing public. Face Golf, gentlemen, will 
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THINK YOU BAID FANCY-DRESS, 


be the one sport, the one public insti- 
tution into which the ladies will never, 
never, NEVER have an earthly chance 
to penetrate! Think of that, gentle 
men, and then send your enrolments 
and offers of assistance to me, care 
of the Editor 


‘Coast Tarrstier THAN THE Hicu 
LANDS? 
Kirra Hour Demanp.” 
KE African Paper. 
To give them time, one imagines, for 
their extra | over the 8 
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No Nonsense. 
It is reported that laughter has been forindden in Russia.) 





iw the home of the free-born Russian, where freedom is more 
than gold, 

(nd the meanest walks in freedom to do as he’s darned 
well told, 


Where Virtue alone is rampant, and Vice is crushed from 
the land, 

Laughter, loved of the empty mind, is utterly barred and 
banned. 


| am not wise to the reason; so far as the world’s 
aware, 

There's devilish little to laugh at for most of the bright 
souls there. 


{t may be that, seeing the bourgeois addicted to vulgar 
mirth, 
[was held by the great indecent for the genuine salt of 
. the earth. 


Or did they gather a warning from a purblind race who 
laugh 


Even at their own rulers, and are too dam funny by 
half, ; : 


And say to themselves, ‘No, dash it; if that sort of thing 
begins, 

It might make hay of our public posts, nay, even our 
private skins” ? 


Wherefore they made this order that laughter shall be no 
more ; 

And the Russ that laughs in the future is going to get 
what for. 


No doubt they are wise in their ruling, nor does it matter 
a hoot; 

But what of their wags (if any) who'll certainly get the 
boot ? 


Wot well they will seek this island; from out of their frost- 
bound steppes 

They'll all (unless we can keep them out) be here in a 
brace of leps. 


Here, where something to laugh at is a goodly boon and a 
great, 

And the man who can soundly work it a power, no less, 
in the State. 


And here we will make them welcome, while hoping for 
something rich, 


And pay great sums for the opening night of Georgeoff 





Robeyovitch. Dum-Dum. 
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Fiction 2035. 


Tue Fiction (Increased Production) 
Act of 2035 made it compulsory for 
every man and woman over twenty- 
one years of age to write at least one 
novel every year, and caused a good 
deal of consternation in the minds of 
the few dozen people who had not 
hitherto done so. The motives in- 
spiring the Act were simple. Owing to 
the discovery by the Government 
Phrenological and Psychological Bureau 
that at least one-tenth of the popula- 
tion were intended by Nature to be 
printers, work had to be found for 
the thousands of students graduating 
every year from the National Printing 
College. It was felt too that since 
the Lloydgeorgisation of Industry and 
the introduction of the ten-hour week, 
the populace had too much time on 
its hands and was likely to get into 
mischief. 

Of the twenty-two millions of novels 
published during the year the out- 
standing success was undoubtedly 
Ermyntrude Ghastly’s simple tale of 
village life, Bloody Hearts; and when 
the Government Statistician published 
the figures of best-sellers at the end of 
the year Bloody Hearts was an easy 
first. The critics, who had hitherto 
overlooked it, sought copies feverishly 
and even read parts of it to find the 
secret of its success. At first glance 
there seemed little to distinguish it 
from the millions of other simple tales 
of village life. Perhaps the vicar’s past 
was a little blacker and the garrulous 
spinster a shade more garrulous, but 
these factors seemed hardly striking 
enough to explain its overwhelming 
success. 

The heroine might be an inch or so 
taller and a shade or so more willow) 
than other heroines, and the strange 
young man from London a trifle 
stranger than the strange young men 
from London in most of the other 
books ; the quaint old gabled farm- 
house might be a little quainter and 
a little older than other quaint old 
farm-houses, and the Municipal Squire 
a splutter or so more choleric than other 
Municipal Squires, but all these things 
taken together did not explain why the 
public should have bought such huge 
quantities of Ermyntrude Ghastly’s 
first novel. 

Nor was the style peculiarly bad 
True, the word “ unsophisticated” was 
used three-hundred-and-forty times 
but in thousands of other novels the 
word “ unsophisticated ” was used more 
than five hundred times. True, too, 
that the Municipal Squire’s scapegrac« 
son “looked daggers” with praise 
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A DISTORTING MIRROR AT THE WESTMINSTER FUN FAIR. 


Mr. MAXTON IS FACED WITH SOME PAINFUL REFLECTIONS, 








worthy persistence at the Strange 
Young Man from London, but did not 
the scapegrace sons of Municipal 
Squires invariably “look daggers” at 
the Strange Young Man from London ? 

The mystery of Ermyntrude Ghastly’s 
success was cleared up eventually by 
the authoress herself in an interview 
with an enterprising reporter of The 
Daily Wire. 

“My book was successful,” she ex- 
plained, “‘partly because it was bril- 
liantly written, with deep insight and 
unsurpassed sympathy, but mostly 
because not a single newspaper chose 
it as the Book of the Day, the Book of 
the Week or the Book of the Month. 
Nor was it recommended by the Book 
Sodality, the Fiction Fraternity, the 


Readers’ Rostrum, the Literature 
League, the Bibliophile’s Bureau or 
any of the thousand-and-one societies 
whose business it is to inform the 
reading public what it ought to like. 
Alone among the novels of the year it 
was published without a green label, 
a yellow label or a label of any other 
colour. x 





“May the New Year bring you even greater 
prosperity than the old—in which prosperity 
may we hope to share.”—Undertaker’s Advt. 
You may not. 

“Some of the young guests snapped at the 
tea tables.”-—News-picture Caption. 

They should learn to control them- 
selves. 
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At the Pictures. 


Tue Ricnest Star. 


I wave read lately that Eppre 
CanTor is the richest movie star in the 





OMS... 65. ee Eppre Cantor. 
pk eee pee aia Eve Suny. 


world, and after having been severely 
shocked by the rise in admission prices 
it the London Pavilion during his 
season there I can believe it. But if in 
filmland the corollary of 
riches is popularity, I doubt 
if he will occupy his peak 
position for long: unless he 
vets better material than he 
has in Kid Millions or does 
more with what is provided. 
In England, at any rate, 
where we are not too diffi- 
cult to please, it is not 
enough to-have rolling eye- 
balls and get into tight 
corners from which extrica- 
tion is inevitable. There 
must be fun too. Compari- 
sons are odious, en 1988 
with the dead, but those of 
us who are old enough cannot 
help asking ourselves what 
W. S. Pentey would have 
done in such situations, or 
even JAMES WeEtcn. In 
short, Eppre doesn’t work 
hard enough, relying too 


TS Dowd 


Nor have his authors 


served him too well. There is no 
moment to compare with that, in The 
Kid from Spain, when the bull leapt 
the barrier and pursued and pursuer 
were uproariously confused, or, in 
Roman Scandals, when Eppre sud- 
denly became a target. In Kid Mil- 
lions, which has perhaps the silliest 
plot that was ever devised by weary 
and cynical concocters of beguilement 
and the longest and dreariest songs, 
the best moment has nothing to do 
with the central character at all but 
is provided by the captain of the ship, 
who, having finished his dinner with 
his three officers, pushes away the 
table, which is apparently on wheels 
for that purpose, and says, “Let's 
fight.” The jokes turn largely on poly- 
gamy, a man with only twenty-six 
wives being described as “almost a 
bachelor.” But when frameworks are 
flimsy SamugeL GoLpwyn is always 
ready ~ith his girls, and in the saloon 
of the cruiser there is such a chorus of 
dentifriced teeth and lofted legs as 
never got into the saloon of a cruiser 
before. So all is well, and those who 
ean afford it may go to the London 
Pavilion with confidence. 


For myself, if there were time to see 
the same film twice, the one I should 
choose just now would be Strictly Con- 
fidential, a very well told and very well 
acted story of racing in America 
(where they don’t seem to have the 
most vigilant of stewards), and in 
particular of Broadway Bill, the winner 
of the Kentucky Derby, and his owner, 
Dan Brooks, easily identifiable as 





| much on those swivelled STRAIGHT FROM THE ROOSTER’S MOUTH. 
orbs and that lugubrious Tae Wixwer’s Staste Companton. 
exterior. cette eae . . Myrwa Loy. 








. . Warner Baxter. 


Warner Baxter. I don’t ask you to 
believe in it, but I defy anyone not to 
be excited by the misfortunes before 
the race and not to be moved by the 
race itself, where there are more sur- 
prises. Indeed the surprises continue 
to the last moment. Everyone in this 
film seems to enjoy playing in it, not 
least the noble animal cast for the part 
of Broadway Bill and the gallant bird 





Jx> 
TURF TOFFS. 

Colonel Pettigrew. . RayYMonD WALBURN. 

Happy McGuire . . LYNNE OVERMAN. 


cast for the part of the rooster, with- 
out whose comforting and stimulating 
crow the thoroughbred can do nothing. 
Horses and dogs, admirably trained, 
we have often seen on the screen, but 
this, in my experience, is the first 
chanticleer. The best acting, however, 
comes from “the living wife’s sister,” 
Alice, in the hands of Myrna Loy, 
who is natural and credible. There is 
at the end a big hurdle for the moralist 
to jump, but such is Alice's 
charm and courage that he 
clears it. “‘Wait a minnut,” 
he may say, using one of the 
phrases that now mark ee 
American film, but he will 
add, using another, “ Forget 
ut,” and go home happy. 
E. V. L. 


“ PROBABLE RESTORATION OF 
THe Hapspures.”—Daily Paper. 


The Perhapsburgs ? 





Dr. 8. Warson SMITH, 
speaking at the Bourne- 
mouth commemoration 
dinner, asserted that RoBERT 
BuRNS was a moderate 
drinker. Scotsmen in gen- 
eral resent this tendency to 
belittle their hero. 


“ Blithner Boudoir grand. An 
instrument by this famous manu- 
facturer offered at a price that is 
rarely obtainable.”—Advt. 
Wouldn’t it be wiser, then, 
to reduce it ? 
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“Now I KNOW YOU FOUR ARE ALL 
POLISHED TABLE.” 
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KEEN BRIDGE-PLAYERS. THERE'S A PULL PACK OF CARDS, A MARKER AND MY BEST 








The A.S.-M.S. 


Or late there has been a regrettable 
falling-off in enthusiasm among the 
members of the Amateur Sandwich- 
Man Society, but a recent piece of news 
from New York is bound to give a fillip 
to the activities of this useful organi- 
ation. 

There, it is reported, a local play- 
wright, whose comedy had been re- 
jected in favour of a foreign piece, 
paraded for eight hours outside the 
offending theatre with a sandwich- 
board on which he boldly stated his 
opinion of the management which had 
flouted his native effort. 

Now it may not be true that the 
pilloried individuals as a result suffered 
a change of heart and discarded the 
foreign piece. But the protest is bound 
to have sunk in, and it very probably 
made the unpatriotic producers sorry. 
Indeed they may have said to one 
another, ‘Our next production will be 
one-hundred-per-cent. Yankee Doodle, 
with the Marines landed and the Stars- 


and-Stripes displayed in every Act.” 


It may not be generally known that 
for effective propaganda a solo by an 
amateur sandwich-man is without a 
rival. 

For example, some years ago I saw 
an animated poster passing up and 
down the road outside the Albert 
Hall just as a big meeting was break- 
ing up. The poster bore the striking 
legend :— 

PREMATURE BURIAL 
The Curse of the Age. 


The bearer of the poster—a gifted 
amateur and one of the founder- 
members of our Society—had a high- 
stepping action, which, together with 
his arresting message, drew all eyes 
upon him. And the immediate effect 
was apparent. The attitude of the men 
in the crowd showed only too plainly 
that at a glance they had become, to 
use the modern phrase, premature- 
burial-conscious. In fact one could tell 
from their firm lips and taut eyebrows 
that they were sincerely opposed to 
premature burial—at least so far as 
they themselves were concerned. One 
or two even made a note ir their 





pocket-diaries. They were not going 
to be caught napping, it was clear. 

Nevertheless what we members of 
the A.S.-M.S. are most anxious to 
impress upon the public is the use of 
what may be called the peripatetic 
poster—owner-driven, so to speak— 
for personal propaganda. 

As an instance, a Bag coe 
tailor has learnt that a once-valu 
customer, whose last payment for 
clothes arrived on a bright May morn 
three years before, has seceded to & 
rival firm. He can sue the fellow, of 
course, for the money due. But in 
most cases that will be for exercise 
only. He will achieve a moral victory 
at best. 

If, however, he were to come to our 
offices we should for a small sum 
equip him with a sandwich-board on 
which, back and front, would be 
inscribed :— 

Wuo Owes His TatLor 
£74 lls. 5d. ? 
The tailor would don the boards and 


would set off in search of his client. 
Every time the latter left his home the 
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human hoarding would be waiting to 
escort him anywhere and everywhere 
More than that, the escort would con- 
tinuously, using the right or left thumb, 
point to the delinquent in mute re- 
proach. 

Now I need not say how awkward it 
would be for a man who was offering 
himself as a company director, a Mint- 
supervisor or a Candidate for Parlia- 
ment to have a mobile double-crown 
poster always cheek-by-jow! with him 
and more or less casting doubts on 
his financial probity. People would be 
bound to talk. 

In the end he would pay up the 
money in order to get rid of the menace 
and in a remorseful mood might even 
order another pair of jodhpurs. 

But, as has often been said, what is 
sauce for the goose is sauce for the 
| gander, and the tradesman in his turn 
might find the amateur sandwich- 
board used to his detriment. 

Take the case of a citizen who has 
wasted time, hope and hard cash on a 
sure cure for baldness, with the result 
that at the end of two years not a 
solitary follicle had broken through his 
shiny cranium. 

What is his best method of protest / 
Let me answer. He should station 
himself outside the barber's, with no 
covering on his head, and jacketed 
fore and aft with a sandwich-board 
bearing the following incisive inscrip- 
tion :— 

“ NaPPERO CuRES BALDNESS,” 
says Toor the BaRBER. 
Loox at ME. I Triep Ir. 


That would give Toop something to 
think about. Can’t you see him 
crawling humbly to Exhibit A on the 
pavement and vainly asking him to 
do his spell of sentry-go somewhere 
else? Ultimately, I’m sure, he’d be 
glad to compromise by offering as 
compensation to provide so many hair- 
cuts or so much rough work in 
chiropody. 

The foregoing are but a few of the 
| endless possibilities of amateur sand- 
| wich-board work, and earnest inquirers 

as to this fascinating form of propa- 
ganda are invited to write for Folders 
A and B to the Hon. Secretary, 
A.S.-M. Society, Carboy Chambers, 
Strand, W.C.2., where they will hear 
of something to their advantage. 





Fowl Play from Down Under. 
* Alan , Fendalton, has for exchange 
spare wireless parts for canaries.” 
New Zealand Paper. 
“Vacuum for sale, good condition; also 
Violin in case.”—Advt. in Local Pape: 


In case what? 
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No SMOKING LN THE AUD?rroRIUM.” 
\UDITORIUMS BE BLOWED! TaIs ts 


THE GALLERY, AIN'T rr?” 








My Evil Genius. 


1 sawa beacon 
Gleaming, statuesque, 
Like some beautiful 
Orange ball 

On the end of a stick. 


Motionless, struck 

By its slender beauty, 

I stood still, quite still, 
Devouring (figuratively speaking) 
The stripes 


But my evil genius 
Was at my elbow. 


He insinuated himself 
Into the pure 
Untroubled waters of my soul. 


As in a trance, 

Still loving the graceful 
Beacon, 

I popped it with Algy 
(My peashooter), 

Ruining its perfection. 
Then my spirit failed 

Me. 

| fell sobbing and humbly 
Kissed its pedestal. 
Gently, gently 

A policeman led me away. 
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MEMS. AT ST. MORITZ: CARNIVORA OF THE HIGHER ALPS. 








In Another Country Churchyard. 


Tue curfew tolls the knell of ing day, The Pail to-day: * Mongrelia mobilises.” 
The lowing herd winds alegre the lea What should be done? What is my duty now? 
(Two well-authenticated lines by Gray “The Jinks have battleships of various sizes 
For which no credit can be claimed by me). The Treaty of Versailles does not allow.” 
| think that ploughman was a bit unkind “War must break out; there's ceaseless agitation.” 
Who left me sitting here upon this knol! Must it? How willingly I'd do my duty 
Alone, in darkness, troubled in my mind: To put a stop to this abomination 
| wish that vile monotonous curfew wouldn't toll! For sake of —well, oh, dash it! England, Home and Beauty, 
Twelve more Belicons smashed to smithereens If | knew how. But who’s to give the clue’ 
By yet one more intoxicated ass. Who was it saved the Baby on the Shore? 
Do these men ever think behind the scenes ' The owl around the steeple cries ““To-whoo,” 
Why not use wood or metal? Why use glass? “To-whit,” I take it, must have come before. 
They may have helped the traffic quite a lot I cannot see, the mists of night are creeping, 
As helps the marimer his guiding star: No life here lives, the dead they are at rest: 
But (pardon, Bysswe!) they certainly are not O happy Village Hampdens who are sleeping, 


“ Beacons from the abode where the Eternal are.” Beyond these multifarious problems HAMPDEN never guessed! 


— se = I porate agen : Turmoils andehipwrecks, famines, Five-Year-Plans, 
_Is it peace? is it going up in flames ! Frosts and depressions: what’s the thing to do! 
Young CavrcwiLt, and the solid Mr. Piarr, Bolivias, Pscineve, Chinas and jam" 
And two more men (of course you know their names, All howling like the monkeys in the Zoo! 
I need not mention them)—=still, there are four, The curfew ’s stopped; still on my mound I sit. 
All fired with certainty, to Party true: M.P.’s, why will they put us in this fix? 
Would it be easier were there forty more / The curfew ’s stopped—and what's the good of it ? 
I haven't been to India, what then is my view ’ “The Spotted Dog” will not be open until six! 





J.C.S, 
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Impressions of Parliament. 





Synopsis of the Week. 


Monday, January 28th.— Commons: 
Supply, Gonsidered in Committee. 

Tuesday, January 29th.—Lords : National 
Gallery (Overseas Loans), Matrimonial 
Causes (Amended Procedure) and 
Matrimonial Causes (Procedure in 





/ 

Mr. Otiwer Sranxcer (aimed at from all 
points of the compass). “Ir THIS KIND of 
THING GOES ON MUCH LONGER I THINK | 
SHALL DESERVE TO BE CANONISED 


Suits for Nullity) Bills read Second 

time. 

Commons: Supply, Considered, in 

Committee. 

Wednesday: January 30th.—Lords: In- 
troduction of Lords Rothermere and 
Lyell. 

Commons: Housing Bill in- 
troduced. 

Monday, January 28th.—The 
Commons reassembled to-day 
after the Christmas Recess, its 
pockets bulging with the texts 
of the India and Housing Bills 
and its lungs inflated for a tre- 
mendous bout of oratory which 
will continue, but for the brief 
Easter and Whitsun deflations, 
to the end of July. 

At Question-time it was 
evident that ribbon-develop- 
ment is now regarded as a 
matter of first-class import- 
ance. The P.M. and Mr. Hore- 
BELISHA were roundly heckled 
as to their intentions, and, 
though both denied that as a 
result of rumours of legislation 
there has been a final horrid 
rush to knock up pink villas on 
arterial roads, they promised 
an immediate Bill. 

The Cuurcuite family’s 
trespassing picnic at Waver- 
tree does not seem to be thril- 
ling Westminster so much as 


REMARKS THAT | MADR, 
WITHDRAW A WORD 
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the popular Press would have us 
believe Most people remember a 
similar occasion not very long ago when 
GANDHI had his eye, astigmatically 
and quite unsuccessfully, on St. 
George's; and to-day’s only comment 
in the Chamber was when Mr. CHARLES 
WILLIAMS prettily asked the MINIsTER 
or TRANSPORT whether there were vet 
any double-crossings in Epping. 
Debate on the Supplementary Esti- 
mate of £5,000,000 for the Unemploy- 
ment Assistance Board revealed a 
feeling amongst members of all parties 
that the new regulations are being 
harshly applied and are causing un- 
In explaining the 
Kstimates the Minister pleaded that 
such a vast piece of social machinery 
should be given time to settle down, 
and pointed out that many of the 
reductions in transitional payments 
which had been described as harsh 
were only reductions of payments made 
quite illegally by local authorities out 
of Government funds: and he claimed 
that families without resources had 
ilready gained increased benefit. 
Crities of the working of the new 
system included various supporters of 
The debate continued 
within the bounds of decorum until sud- 
denly Mr. BucHANAN rose and delivered 
a violent and scurrilous attack on the 
P.M... who was not present. Nobody 
and it seems odd if, in 


hecessary musery. 


the Gove rnment 


stopped him 
i 


describin y 


gutter for adjectives and yet get away 
with it. But apparently he can. 





REPENTANCE WITH RESERVATIONS. 


The Culprit (on the penitent stool). “I'm sorry, Simm, For 
puT mucn as I reocret it I can’? 


Sr Dennis Herpert anp Mr. BucnANAN, 


a fellow-Member, a Member 
can rake the Zoo for similes and the 


Later in the evening organised 
hooliganism in the Strangers’ Gallery 
led to its being cleared. 

Tuesday, January 29th.—When the 
Lords met again to-day they gave a 


hit | awk oa 


ty 


my 


ORME bud 


al 
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y 
Eminent but Unemployed Player. “ An, oF 
ONLY THAT PART HAD BREEN RESERVED 


FOR MA 
Mr. GrReenwoop 

Second Reading to a modified Bill, 
brought in by the Government, which 
will permit of pictures being lent 
abroad from the National Gallery. The 
Dominions are anxious for a chance 
to study the works of our greatest 
artists, and the recent generosity of the 
Dutch and the Italians is still unrepaid 
Lord MuNSTER explained that 
by omitting the British Museum 
from the Bill the danger of 
pictures of an earlier date than 
1600 A.D. being lent is avoided ; 
Lord CRAWFORD accepted it 
but reminded the House that 
the risks sustained by Old 
Masters racketing about the 
Continent were immense; and 
Lord Lee concurred. 

Lord MerrIvaLr’s Bill to 
increase magistrates’ oppor- 
tunities for informal concilia- 
tion in cases of matrimonial 
separation was generally wel- 
comed and given a Second 
Reading, although Lord Frver 
SHAM could not promise a safe 
passage until the Home Office 
Committee had reported. 


Plans for the Jubilee. 


In Another Place (a silly but 
nice convention, don’t you 
think ?) Mr. Ormspy-Gore an- 
nounced at Question-time that 
some of our finest public build- 
ings will be flood-lit in celebra- 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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Disappointed Persian Poet. 





“SHE REFUSES TO COME WITH ME.” 








tion of the Royal Jubilee. Mr. P.’s R. 


cannot stifle the wish that by the 
invention of a reverse process to flood- 
lighting the Jubilee could also be cele- 
brated by the obliteration in the day- 
time of some of the worst. He can 
think of several which such treatment 
would show to advantage. 

On the resumption of yesterday’s 
debate Mr. Hotrorp Kwyicut sub- 
mitted to the Committee that Mr. 


| BucHANAN’s language last night had 


been an insult to the House, and asked 
in what way a repetition of it could 
best be prevented; Sir Dennis Her- 
seRT explained that as no appeal had 
been made at the time to the Chair, 
no question was raised; and Mr. 


| BUCHANAN expressed his deep t 


at his inability to withdraw a word he 
had said. So the incident has ended, 
not very gracefully, 

The attack on the administration of 


_ the Unemployment Assistance Board 


was then continued, Mr. Lanspury 
demanding that the Board’s operations 
should be postponed until the appeal 
system had got under way. Mr. Batp- 
wr pointed out that Parliament could 


hardly refuse to vote money for an 
| institution it had only just established ; 


Sir Herperr Samvuet backed the 


| Labour Motion; Mr. Maxton painted 


the working classes as on the verge of 


revolution; and in reply Mr. STANLEY 
denied that the balance under the 
regulations was not on the side of the 
unemployed, and promised immediate 
investigation of grievances. 

Wednesday, January 30th.—It now 
appears that the Treasury’s disapproval! 
of the proposal by British interests to 
buy the Red Star Line was purely 
informal and does not carry with it an 
actual ban. Mr. Durr Coorerexplained 
to Sir HerBert SAMvueEt to-day that 
the CHANCELLOR still disliked the sug- 
gestion, but if the deal were to go 
through nothing would be done to stop 
it. All those wishing to buy the Red 
Star Line, please note. 

Sir Hizton Youne introduced his 
Housing Bill to an overcrowded but 
appreciative House. Points from his 
speech : Campaign to re-house slum- 
dwellers already successfully launched, 
January output for them, 5,000 houses ; 
size of problem could be measured by 
fact that 50,000 families lived four or 
more to a room, and 180,000 three or 
more; central areas of eighteenth and 
early nineteenth century towns the 
worst ; overcrowding must be overcome 
on spot, workers being tied to localities ; 
negotiation with local authorities had 
shown substantial agreement on out- 
lines of Bill; Bill laid down national 
definition of overcrowding; policy o 





general subsidy having failed, subsi- 
dies under Bill were directed to imme: 
diate cure of evil; voluntary housing 
socicties to be given every encourage- 
ment; provision of expert central ad- 
visory council ; injustices in compensa- 
tion remedied. 

Mr. Greenwoop conceded that 
Members opposite had a genuine 
interest in Housing, which seemed very 
nice of him, but he damned the Bill up 
and down as a confession of failure on 
the part of the Government. When one 
remembered how little he had himself 
effected as Minister of Health the sheer 
perversity of his attack almost took 
on a hint of courage. 

He was followed by Sir Francs 
Actanp, for the Liberals, who backed 
the Bill and complimented the Mrs- 
ISTER, though he feared that profiteer- 
ing in sites and materials was not 
sufficiently guarded against; and by & 
number of other Back-Bench speakers, 
most of whom gave warm support. 





Our Back-Bencn Wao’s Wao. 





Lord Scone 

Keeps his high-hat on. 

In this nowadays very nearly 
alone 

Is Lord Scone. 
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“YES, SIR, | THINK WE ARE JUST A LITTLE QUIETER THAN USUAL, SIR.” 
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At the Play. 


“Murnper wy Moriey” (Kinesway). 


Open your programme at the oie 
way and you will read an y- 
mastered synopsis of the scenes. 
Act. I. The lounge in Sir William 
Ainslie’s house, Mayfair, Act IT. The 
same. Act ITI, e same. Time: 
ivening. But if you imagine from such 
information that Sir William Ainslie 
is about to oceupy your mind with his 
troubles—and the first few sentences 
show what serious financial troubles 
they are and how much depends on the 
impending visit of the dubious City 
magnate, Denis Steele—you are just 
the gullible noodle the crafty devisers 
of Murder in Motley thought might 
walk into their theatre. 

And once inside you will not find it 
easy to leave, although the policemen 
posted at the nine exits will perhaps 
prove less efficient in keeping you there 
than your own desire to find out what 
is going to happen next. Because any 
amount happens, the moment it is plain 
that one of the players has been mur- 
dered at the outset of the play. The 
lights are on all over the auditorium, 
doctors are called for from the audi- 
ence, and before long the Yard arrive 
and take charge. 

Very gladly do we forgo further 
knowledge of Sir William Ainslie’s 
troubles as we begin to gather some- 
thing of the inside relationships be- 
tween the various members of the 
theatre staff and the actors and 
actresses. The Manager (Mr. Martruew 
ForsytH), full of cadaverous consci- 
entiousness, keeps think- 
ing of having the curtain 
down, and at intervals, 
which by a coincidence 
come at about the times 
when inanordinary play 
the different Acts would 
end, he does so. But he 
and the General com- 
manding the Yard Forces 
(Mr. DouGLAs JEFFERIES) 
are too busy to mind 
much that so many of 
us are watching their 
every action. 

The bad blood be- 
tween the sallow Assist- 
ant-Manager (Mr. Trr- 
ENCE DE MARNEY) and 
Jimmy O'Bryan (Mr. 
BERNARD Lex), just 
down from Cambridge 
and on the Manager's 
staff as advertising man- 
ager, because his father 

_ is financing the show, 


quickly rises to the sur-  wouse?" 


face, and we begin to be less surprised, 

if still puzzled, that a person so appar- 
4 J 

ently harmless as Miss CATHLEEN Cor- 


DELL should have been the centre of 


fierce passions and should have come 
to so sudden an end. 

The ingenuity of the authors, Fenn 
Suerte and INGRAM D’ARBES, is 80 
great that it deserves to be treated with 


A PROGRAMME.-GIRL 

Miss Diver 

Detective - Inapector 
Marshall, C.1.D. Mr. Doveras Jerrenies, 


PLAYS A PART. 
Miss Manet Povwuton. 


reticence here, and the place for their 
great surprise is at the end of their play. 
The players, notably Miss Entp Stamp 
Taytor, the Leading Lady, and Miss 
MABEL POULTON as an extremely pert 
and = on-the-spot programme-seller, 
have plenty to do and are worth 





HARLEY STREET ANSWERS THE CALL. 
The Manager (Mr. Marryew Forsyra). 





\, Peay, Dapoy!? \ 


“I8 THERE A pocroR IN THE 


watching closely as it becomes plain 
that they know at the very least q 
thing or two. 

The cast deserve—and notably Mr, 
Bernarp Lee—their success, because 
here is something that must have 
been very difficult to produce. In brief, 
the Company had to learn to behaye 
as they would have behaved if one of 
their number had been suddenly mur. 
dered at the outset of the performance, 
The play is a singularly bold attempt 
to abolish the dividing-line which 
separates the world of illusion beyond 
the footlights from the real continuous 
world which the audience inhabit. 

The attempt is not quite whole. 
hearted. Policemen lumber about the 
stage with a faint aroma of clumsy 
absurdity attaching to them, just as 
village policemen in detective stories 
are generally redolent of caricature. But 
this sacrifice of the dignity of the police 
is common to crime plays; the main 
characters cannot be comic, yet light 
relief is wanted from somewhere. Small 
wonder if Robert shows a little motley 
here. The great wonder is that the 
daring coup on the part of authors and 
producers results in so exciting a sue 
cess and is able to release at the end an 
audience highly pleased at the curious 
fruitful evening’s entertainment that 
has so audaciously and carefully been 
wrought upon them. D. W. 


At the Ballet. 

Tue Bauer Cius (DuKE or York's). 
INTIMATE ballet has a charm which 
is something quite apart from the 
effects which ballets on 
the grand scale gain by 
scenic splendour and the 
full use of a deeper per- 
spective. There is no 
reason at all why the 
limitations of a small 
stage should produce a 
mere cramped minia- 
‘ ture,and at the Mercury 
175 Paaror me) Theatre the Ballet Club, 
working under the diree- 
tion of Madame Marie 
RampBert for the last 
four years, have learned 
to adapt their move- 
ments and are evolving 
a valuable choreography 

of their own. Now t 
have come toSt. Martins 
Lane foraseason of three 
weeks, and out of a reper 
tory of twenty-two pieces 
no fewer than eighteen 
are the work of members 
of the Club—a really mag: 
nificent achievement. 
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On the first night the programme 
began with a “classical” ballet, 
Carnaval, I suppose as a kind of pro- 
pitiatory gesture to the saltatory 
deities, who were less worried, I hope, 
than I was by the appalling squeaking 
of the dancers’ shoes on the 
It recurred throughout 


| the evening but was at its worst 
| in this piece, where, as you can 
| imagine, Harlequin’s gyrations 
| are guaranteed to bring out every 
| lurking sound; by now some 
| thing has probably been done 


about it. 
Squeaks apart, this first ballet 


| was somehow not a complete 


success, though Miss Tatiana 


| SeMENOVA madea lovely Colum- 


bine, Mr. Watrer Gor a fine 
elastic Harlequin, Mr. FREDERICK 


| ASHTON a most courteous Luse- 
| . r 

| bius, and Mr. Antony Tupor as 
| pathetic a Pierrot as ever drew 


| tears. 


One had a sense of con- 


| finement which may have been 


prompted less by actuality than 


| by memories of more spacious 


| Carnavals, but all the 
| remained, 


same 
The strong line of 


| the Ballet Club being evidentl, 


creation, and creation being a 
phenomenon so rarely met with, 
[ should personally like Madame 
RamMBeERT to cut Foxrne’s four 


| ballets, exquisite as they are, from the 


present repertory and let it be a pure 
Ballet Club production, as it almost is 
There is no doubt that the Club would 
stand the test and allow the aforesaid 
deities no fair grounds for a grumble 
But ballet owns obeisance to so many 
deities that I make the suggestion 


| only with the utmost humility 


Next came Les Masques, by Mr 
FrReperick ASHTON, to PovuLENC’'s 
music, with clever set and dresses in 
black-and-white and celluloid by Miss 
Sorpuiz Feperovircn. A Personage 
(Mr. Asuron), arriving at the opera or 
some such place with his flighty Lady 
Friend (Miss MaupE Lioyp) in tow, 
found his even flightier Wife (Miss 
Peart. ArGyLe) sitting in a box with 
her dashing and entirely unrepentant 
Lover (Mr. Wautrer Gore). Several 
ladies, presumably of the town, were 
the witnesses of the delightfully satiri 
cal scene which followed, when marital! 
propriety emerged unexpectedly to 
triumph over every temptation and to 
leave the protagonists in more scemly 
combination. A fault in this otherwise 


| charming ballet was that from a right 
| hand seat the right-hand box (on the 
stage) was only partially visible, which 


spoilt the opening movements for me 


| The curtain only needed to be drawn 


back a foot or so. 
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The third piece, to Werner's 
sprightly music, was a nice adaptation 
of Cinderella by Miss ANDREE Howarp, 
who also designed the sets and dresses 
and shared with Miss Enmaneru 
ScHooitne the honours of a rousing 


TATE Loew 


FASHION AND PASSTON 
Lady Friend Miss Maupe Lioyp. 


rsonag Mr. Freprrick AsHTON 


brace of Ugly Sisters Miss PEARL 
ARGYLE, whose dancing is surely very 
good, was a fascinating Cinderella to 
Mr. Asuron’s fairy-book Prince. What 
the film gentlemen call the story’s 
continuity is almost unbroken, Cin- 
derella’s first dance was reproduced 
effectively in shadows on the back- 


CINDER-SWEEPING 


! Miss Peart AroyLr 


By Cinderelia 


cloth, her meeting with the Prince 

touched off some beautiful romantic 

dancing, and the search for the slipper’s 

owner was very humorously suggested. 

The absurdly fancifal blue celluloid 

windows in the Palace pleased me very 
much. All palaces should ob. 
viously have them. 

The fourth item, and I rather 
think the most original, was 
Mermaid, by Miss ANpRkéE How. 
ARD and Miss Susan SALaMAN, 


set to marvellously aquatic music | 


by Ravet. Here the story was of 
the simplest, a Mermaid (Miss 
ARGYLE) who saves a Prince (Mr 
WiLLiAMCHAPpPELL) from drown. 
ing and, following him to his 


court, fails to win his love and so | 


perishes. The ballet in which the 
Prince and his crew were strug- 
gling to keep their boat afloat 
was exceedingly well done, one 
brown sail on a large broom-stick 
and a few cleverly-directed lights 
creating a complete illusion in 
which the frantic movements of 
the men grew more and more 
dramatic. The Mermaid’s resus 
citation of the Prince in Davy’s 
Locker was a beautiful cssay 
in submarine ballet, and her 
failure to woo him sent us home 
with a note of real tragedy 
ringing in our heads Enic, 


Confessions of a Pedestrian. 


THERE was an eminent Victorian 
statesman of whom it was credibly 
reported that, though defective sight 
had debarred him from playing any 
games at school or afterwards, he 
always turned first and foremost to 
the cricket news in The Times at 
breakfast. Fortified by his august 
example I am_ prepared to con 
fess that I never fail to study the 
column headed “ Hunting ” in the same 
paper, though I have never hunted, 
and the memories of what HALL CaInr 
once described as “ horseback riding ’ 
never fail to turn me the colour which I 
never wore in the saddle. I have ridden 
or tried to ride donkeys, ponies, even 
horses, but seldom to the sticking point 


Still I can honestly claim to have | 


been run away with during a visit in 
my school-days to some friends in the 
North Country and to have retained 
my seat to the end of a humiliating 
ordeal, afterwards commemorated in 
some of the worst measures ever 
moulded by the mouth of man. The 
ride was on a high-road and I still 
remember one couplet which ran, or 
limped, as follows :— 

“My trusty nag, as on he bowls, 

Scrapes my leg ‘gainst the telegraph poles,” 
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tude of the lines in the Cambridge poem 
on “the Pilgrim Fathers ”— 

\t last by favour of Almighty God 

With bellying sail the fathers made Cape 

Cod,” 
but it might almost find a place in a 
lin Treasury of vile verse. 

The wiser course no doubt would be 
to avoid all reminders of failure and 
disaster so fatal to complacency, so 
conducive to the fostering of an in- 
feriority complex. But whatever the 
cause-——envy or the desire of the moth 
for the star—I have always enjoyed 
hunting novels, especially those of the 
Irish cousins who gave us the R.M. As 
for the hunting correspondents of The 
Times, their appeal to the armchair 
reader is based on considerations quite 
apart from the technicalities of the 
sport. It is pleasant to read that the 
hounds “ran prettily,” but even more 
attractive is the wealth of information 
which these chronicles contain on the 
minor place-names of the country- 
side. Here is a good example from the 


_ record of a recent day’s sport with the 


Pytchley:— 
“The Pytehley met at Harpole yesterda 


| in very stormy weather. Finding in Harpole 


Covert hounds hurried across to Nobottle 
Wood, where after some woodland hunting 
they killed a fox. Later from Brockhall 
they ran well towards Little Brington, but 
swinging right-handed pointed for Flore. 


Shilbottle and Harbottle I knew; 
both in Northumberland, where there 
is or was a tract known as the Whisky 
Valley, but Nobottle Wood arrides me 
even more, and the origin of the name 
is occult from my observation. Could 
it have been the abode of a resolute 
teetotaler, or does it take its name 
from the new crusade against litter and 
indicate that here at least the danger 
of broken glass is happily eliminated ¢ 
These are problems that must remain 
unsolved, “staggerers,” as Mr. Swiveller 
called them in a context also dealing 
with liquid refreshment. Another issue 
yielded the following collection: Axen- 
oller, Bagber, Badger’s Glory, Divelish 
(a stream in the appropriate neigh- 
bourhood of Deadmore), Doles Foot, 
tundry’s Gorse, the Litany, Lushes, 
Moko, Plumber and Toogoods. For 
sheer mystery nothing comes up to 
Mr. Bruin’s Purlieu, which was dis- 
covered by the late and ever-to-be- 
lamented Sr. Joun Lucas during a 
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stay in the New Forest. C. L. G. 
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As Others Hear Us. 


Meeting the Speaker. 

“Do let me take your bag.” 

“No, no, really. Thank you 80 
much,” 

“Yes, really. Do let me.” 

“No, really. I couldn’t.” ; 

“Do let me; I’d love to. I’m afraid 
you've had a very long journey. 

" “No, not at all, I’m quite used to 
long journeys. I’m afraid my bag #8 
terribly heavy.” 

“No, really. Yes, I suppose you must 
be. You must have a rest before the 
meeting.” 

“Thank you so much.” 

“This is the car.” 

“Oh, thank you so much.” 

‘Do get in, won’t you? I'll just put 
the bag into the back.” 

“Thank you very much.” 

‘I get in the other side. Do have the 
rug.” : 
“Oh, thanks very much—but won't 
you——— ?” 

‘No, thanks, really. I never do. it 
gets in the way. Are you all right! 

“Quite all right, thank you very 
much,” 
en 
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“T’m afraid it’s about cleven miles 
really. I do hope you don’t mind.” 
“Oh, no, thank you, not at all, I’m 
used to long drives.” 
‘Yes, of course, I suppose you must 

Isn’t it very tiring ?”’ 

“One gets used to it, of course.” 
Yes, I suppose one does. Do you 
know this part of the country at all?” 

“Not at all. I thought coming down 
in the train was so pretty.” 

“It is rather, isn't it? I’m afraid 
you won't have time to see very much, 
though, if you have to go on after the 
meeting. I wish we could have shown 
you something of the neighbourhood.” 

Thank you so much. But I’m 
afraid I’ve got to get the nine-o’clock 
bus to make my connection. You see, 
to-morrow’s meeting is an afternoon 
one. It’s like that sometimes.” 

“Tt must be so difficult to fit it all in.” 

“Oh, well, one gets used to it.’ 
| “Are you at all nervous before 

speak ¢”’ 

‘One gets used to it, you see.” 

“T’m sure I never should. If I have 
to stand up and say one single word it 
absolutely unnerves me for the whole 
| evening. I always say, ‘I lldo anything 
| I can, but don’t ask me to speak.’ ” 

Then you’re not taking the Chair 
this afternoon ?”’ 

“Oh, no. You’re going to have a 
| man in the Chair. I always think a man 
goes down so much better somehow.’ 
‘I’ve known one or two quite good 
| women, all the same. Still, having a 
man is very nice too.” 

“I’m afraid Sir William is rather 
| dull. Sound, you know, but what I call 
| dull.’ 

Ah, yes. One gets used to that. 

“| hope we’re going to have a very 

| good attendance to-night. Though of 

| course the summer isn’t quite the same 
as the winter.” 

“It isn’t so easy to get them indoors 

when the weather’s mild.” 
“Still, when it’s bad weather there's 
always a certain amount of illness to 
| keep them away. But I hope we're 
going to have quite a good meeting 
| to-night. Do tell me—can you eat 
eggs?” 
“Oh, 





be 


you 


yes, thank you.” 

‘Because I thought a sort of 
stantial tea after the meeting and before 
you catch your bus would probably b« 
easiest.” 

“Thank you so much.” 

‘Unless you'd rather have it before 


sub- 


the meeting, or something that isn’t 
eggs. 
“Oh, 
really.” 
‘Because nothing could be 
than cold meat or sandwiches—or some 


people like sardines.” 


thank you so much. No, 


easicr 
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Anything at all, thank you very 
much, That will be perfectly all right.” 
‘‘My husband is so dre adfully sorry 
to miss hearing you this evening. He's 
imply obliged to be away on business.” 
I quite understs and.’ 
That's our Town Hall.’ 
“Oh, really?” 
The meeting won't be there. It’s 
in quite another part of the town.” 
Oh. c 
“Vos 


house ~ | 


really 


And those are the alms- 


Really ? They look old.” 
“Yes, they are. Queen Elizabeth, in 
—only restored :” 
‘Ah, yes.” 
“It must be so interesting seeing | 
diffe rent parts of the country. 
“Yes, very. 
‘And meeting so many different 
pe ople Or do you get tired of it?” 
‘Oh, well, one’s quite used to it.” 
“Yes, and I suppose it’s always 
quite different each time, 


fac t 


K. M. D. 
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Adelphi, Unlimited. 


Tue other day in Paris, foreseeing 
that I should be too late to taste again 
the lavish delights s by BERTRAM 
Mitts at Olympia, I sought the Cirque 
’Hiver; but to my regret found no 
FRraTELLENt there. No Francots, no 
Atnert, no Paut. They were per- 
forming in Paris, it is true, but else- 
where, at a house of varieties. But 
not for long did I mourn, for as a com- 
pensation for three brothers lost I was 
offered the efforts of no fewer than four, 
the building having for the time being 
passed into the tenancy of these kins- 
men: “Les Quatre Fréres Bouglione, 
who, best known in many parts of 
Europe as the owners of a travelling 
circus, have now rooted themselves in 
Paris for the cold months, Unlike the 
RATELLINI, who can number only a 
poor three, the four BoUGLIONE are not 
funny or musical in the arena, and 
never exchange slaps or kicks; but in 
the background they watch and con- 
trol. And when you see their faces 
on the programme you realise that 
destiny has directed their steps aright, 
for, stern, purposeful, dark and com. 
manding, these clearly are not to be 
trifled with. Chairs must not be secretly 
removed from under such as they. 

It was a good entertainment, with 
a water-show at the end in which a 
number of Indian scalpers were very 
properly drowned in a cataract, and | 
came away contented and thinking to 
have done for a while with circus 
brethren. But no, the next morning, 
on my way to Barbizon, I found, at 
the Porte d'Italie, another circus, this 
time in a tent, the proprietors of which 
are, if you please, “ Les Quatre Fréres 
Amar.” 

[ had no time and, in January, not 
much inclination to visit it, but plenty 
of time to ponder on this mystery of 
fraternal solidarity in the matter of 
the magic ring. Thinking of the four 
brothers Bovetione and the four 
brothers AMAR and the three brothers 
Giver? I remember from my child- 
hood—CLAUDE and Frep and ALBERT 

and not forgetting the SancERaristo- 
crats Lord Grorer and Sir Jouxn—! 
wondered if it is the rule for circus mag- 
nates to have two or more sons, all or 
most of whom remain in the business ? 

_ Brothers do not always hit it off—and 
_ indeed there is the very sharp rivalry of 
| Sir Jom and Lord Grores as evidence 
_-—-but it would appear that there is 
_ something in sawdust that is federating. 
__ ‘There must be, as in everything else, 
_ fashions in what brothers do. There 
| was a time when the cricket-field was 
| lustrous with them: the WALKERs, the 


Graces, the Stupps, the STEELS, the 
Fosters, the Quarres, the PALAIRETS; 
but now the LancripcEs reign almost 
alone. There was a time when all the 
best lawn-tennis players were not only 
brothers but twins; but where are the 
brothers to-day? Not in lawn-tennis 
any more. A few are in haberdashery, 
but the rest, Heaven be praised! are 
in the circus, and among them d 
find two young MILLs ee in 
father’s footsteps. E. V.L 





Macgregor in the Wars. 


Macgregor had a scrap with an Alsatian 
(Alsatians carry too much weight), 

And home very groggy 

Came the poor little doggie 
In a desperately sorry state; 

The vet brought liniments and plasters, 
And Macgregor, very stiff and sore, 

Had a lovely little bed beside Master's 
At the back of the bedroom door. 


But with all that Macgregor was in 
misery ; 

Nothing did him good, poor boy ; 

Not a thing would work, he 

Wouldn't touch cold turkey— 
Wouldn't even tear-r-r his toy. 

Bereft of even half a leg to stand on, 
Ears down, eyes all whites, 

There he lay in desolate abandon 
That nothing would put to rights. 


Till at difiner-time Cook said (bless 
her!); 
‘Maybe ’e would like ’is bone 
What ‘e buried good an’ ’ard in 
The corner of the garden 
Just be’ind the sundial-stone.” 
It was dark, it was drenching, it was 
blowing, 
But Master said, “Who's afraid ? 
I don’t care a button if it’s snowing. 
Come on, now—where’s that spade /” 


Cookie held the golf-umbrella, 
Alice brought a bicycle-lamp, 
And with language unangelic 
Master delved for the relic— 
And, oh, ye gods, but it was damp! 
But the Bone with a rich earth crown 
to it 
Was marched upstairs by all ranks: 
And he thumped his tail and he got 
down to it... . 
And Macgregor’s feeling better, 
thanks! H. B. 


The Beginner’s Guide to 
Ski-ing. 
it. 
The Nursery Slopes.—The nursery 
slopes at Trésportique (where you have 


come, of course) undulate mildly for a 
few hundred yards before making a 





~_ 


SS 


very sudden and treacherously steep 


just now; we'll look for them 


descent into the village cemetery, 
Beginnezs who are good enough to get 
that far without falling but who are 
not yet sufficiently skilful to stop or 
turn inevitably come to grief am 
the outlying tombs. Occasionally the 
more reckless penetrate the necropolis 
for comedies distances. There is 
still talk in the village of that impetu- 
ous rush of mine in my first winter 
that landed me at the foot of the grave 
of M. le Docteur Berthoud, where the 
rude forefathers of the hamlet lie at 
their thickest. 

Now it might oceur to you that the 
nursery slopes would be the easiest 
for a beginner. This is not so. The 
snow has been trodden into sheer ice 
by innumerable skis, luges and, horresco 
referens, even skates. And in this glist- 
ening surface yawn deep fissures and 
vast shell-hole-like cavities (each the 
scene of some colossal cropper when the 
snow was new) that give the place 
something of the weird desolation of a 
lunar landscape. 

And moreover “desolation” is a 
misleading word to use, The nursery | 
slopes are generally as crowded as 
Oxford Street at Christmas-time. And 
if you fall there suddenly in the rush- 
hours you will probably be run over 
by several luges before being finally 
impaled on someone’s skis. 

No, the nursery slopes are no place 
for the nervous novice. Keep away 
from them for the first two years. 

Stemming.—Your ordinary straight 
running will lack the easy confidence 
and carefree abandon it should have 
unless I first show you how to stem, 
which is the only legitimate way of 
applying the brake other than using 
complicated turns like the christiania 
or the telemark. 

Here is a smooth easy slope. When 
you want to stop, which is of course 
as soon as you get going, thrust the 
heels of the skis wide apart, pressing 
them firmly on the inside edges. As 
you observe, this points the toes in- 
wards. The skis converge, cross each 
other, tie your legs in a knot and throw 
you head-first over the tips with great 
violence. I am sorry I could not 
mention this little consequence at the 
beginning, but I was afraid that if I 
did you might have felt a little diffident 
about trying—— I was right? There, 
1 knew I was! 

Now don't start struggling wildly to 
yet up. You are just a confused tangle 
of limbs, skis and sticks which will 
need very careful sorting out. So lie 
still and think it out thoreughly before 
trying to move. 

First spit out the snow, That's 
right. Never mind about your teeth 
later. 


——— 
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Swallowed them ? Neaoen nse t th: it was 


| probably some snow. Well now, let me 


see. You had better start by tracking 
down your left leg. It starts from the 
usual place, twists round your back and 
reappears over your left shoulder. The 
ski passes under your chin and appar 
ently down your neck. No, the on 
with its toe in your mouth is your right 
ski, and that seems to be sprouting out 
of your ribs in some strange way 
Your right arm? Where is it? Is that 
it there? No? Well, I’m very sorry, 
but you don’t seem to have a right 
arm. Not just at present, anyhow 
Are you sure you had one? Quite sure 
All right, all right; there’s no need to 
get short-tempered about it. After all, 


? 


» The I ndon Chatiniss 
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TWO BOILED RABBITS IS A MASHED-AND-TOMATO, AN’ THE OTHER'S A CAULIFLOWER AND-FRIED,” 





you still have your left arm, so you are 
an eye up on Netson. Oh, yes, you 
are. The snow will come out of that one 
eventually, and when it thaws you will 
probably he able to see quite well with 
it again. Now unwrap that left arm 
gradually, starting at the wrist. That's 
right. Can’t get beyond the elbow? 
What's this pathetic-looking lump in 
the small of your back ? Why, 1 do 
believe it’s your right arm. I knew 
you were making a lot of unnecessary 
fuss No, don’t try to move it yet. 
It’s wedged in between your sticks, 
You know, I’m just a little bit 
afraid you will have to surrender and 
unstrap your skis. Do that with your 
teeth. Oh, I’m sorry, 1 was forgetting 


about: your tee seth. Well, ‘there ’s nothing 
else for it. You must yodel for help 
What, can’t yodel? You must learn, 
then. Come on, and I'll teach you 
Shape the lips for the letter O and 
then tighten the muscles of the stomach 
as though you were going to be sick. . . 

Straight Running.—All that is nee «ded 
is grace, ease and confidence, And now 
that you know about stemming you 
should develop these quickly. So get 
that haggard tower look out of your 
eyes. Live only in the present. Brood- 
ing on the immediate ficure is morbid 
and has an adverse effect on your style. 

And don’t shout “Achtung /” when 
you are coming. It sounds so silly 
when you never arrive. 
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Our Booking-Office. 
(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 


The Pathfinder. 

TyricaL John Smith, who quite honestly desires peace 
on earth and dislikes foreigners, is persuaded that if he is 
more strongly armed than, say, Johann Schmidt, there can 
never be war between them, since of course he will never be 
the aggressor, Johann, as it happens, has a precisely similar 
idea. The result is that in resolute pursuance of peace, 
honesty and an arithmetical miracle both continue to strive 
for that fourth-dimensional condition where each shall be 
stronger than the other. So simple an illusion—Sir Norman 
ANGELL assures me, and I believe—is the principal miscon 
ception at present blocking the way to ned peace, Setting 
aside any question of mere patriotic duty or intellectual 
honesty, 1 would go so far as to take it as a personal favour 
if John Smith would read even no more than the last 
chapter of Preface to Peace (Hamisn Hamivron, 7/6), where 
are assembled short answers to all the usual wise or foolish 
questions about the League and Foreign Commitments and 
the influence of the ordinary individual. After all, Sir 
NORMAN warned us long ago that we should be no better 
off if we had a war and won it. It seems to-day that that 
was fairly sound guessing. 


Pepys the Official. 
There is no doubt that the famous Diary, which exhibits 


so completely the off-time Prpys, has somewhat over. 


clouded the diarist's reputation as an indefatigable servant 
of the Admiralty. The Tangier Papers of Samuel Pepys 
(Navy Recorps Socrwry, 25/6) have been printed before, 
but so inadequately that their conscientious transcription 
by Mr. Epwin Cuarren. is an exploit to be welcomed, 
Chances IL., having allowed the Tangier fortifications to 
fall into disrepair, sent Lord DarrmouTH in 1683 to dis- 
mantle the town and bring off the garrison; and Perrys, 
appointed to value condemned property, kept a char. 
acteristic record of the whole sorry exploic. He ean still 
append “and so to bed” on turning in to a bunk besieged 
by native and North African fauna, He is still careful to 
chronicle his kit (Peruqes—2, shirts and bosomes each 4), 
He has still the same thoroughly Pepysian outlook on 
the vices of the garrison, But he has, not only in the 
Tangier Papers but in the appended Observations on the 
Navy, a hundred criticiams of Naval procedure victual- 
ling, the education of cadets, the tiresomeness of “lord: 
lings” to “ tarpaulins” —and a hundred schemes for reform, 
Altogether, a Perys worth knowing. 


Facets of an Agate. 

Mr. JaMes Acatr’'s versatility in art and boundless ene 
thusiasm in living make him an elusive subject for disse. 
tion, and Mr, James AGATE is therefore to be congratulated 
on the manner in which he has carried out the task, for 
Kgo (HAMILTON, 18/-) is a generous easay in self-revelation 
and a remarkably interesting book, The first part is the 
story of his life and mind, the second is his Diary for the 
last two years. I like the first part better, If a diary is to 
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| he was indebted for the idea of this 
| autobiography); of a charming friend 


| pictures, champagne and golf theories, 
} incapable of 
| house or bank-balanece for very 
| but continuing to affect a childish in 

| nocence about money, and above all 


| other in the world, 


| one could imagine Mistress of Mistresses 


| close collaboration by the author of 


| I feel, a very particular appreciation 
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be any good (as this in) it must con 
tain criticiams which, when published, 
will hurt, and personal trivialities of 
incident, diet and gossip which, though 
they make up the full human back 
ground, pall a little once that back 
round is established, But the whole 
Cok isentertaining, Here in full-length 
is the portrait of a fearless and enor 
mously recondite critic, versed in the 
past but living in the present, owning 
a genuine reverence for such departed 
giants as Montague and Waki 
(and for Benner, to whose Journals 


of a witty essayist and admirable story 
teller; of an amateur of show-ponies, 


keeping the same car, 


long 


of an extraordinarily industrious writer 
with one foot in the theatre and th 


A Romantic Medley. 

Mr. E. R. Eppron has borrowed 
more from Joun LYLY than the nam: 
of one of his heroines, Campaspe; for 





(Faner AND Fanger, 10/6), written in 


Kuphues, Scorr’s mellifluous Sir Piercie 
and SHAKESPRARE's Armado of the con 
gruent epitheton.” You cannot, how 

ever, fail to be impressed by the courage 
which still makes elaborate and exten 

sive play with purfled sleeves and privy 
gardens, ensorcelled knights and lam 

bent-eyed ladies ; especially when (to 
complicate matters still further) the [ WONDER 1 
principal knight is the reincarnation of 

a modern Englishman (or rather of one Englishman split 
into two personalities) and the whole is profoundly perme 

ated by an esoteric philosophy Leassingham, who continues 
to be Lessingham, statesman and warrior, in a sort of immortal 
Ruritania, is also Duke Bargana. the paints r: and the lost 
wile of his youth reappears as the sublime Antiope and 
the provocatively human Fiorinda—both incarnations of 
Aphrodite, Their adventures, amorous and military, exact, 
Too ophi sticated 
for readera still youthful enough to enjoy their Castle of 
Otranto, they strike me as too lavish with archaic proper 

ties for the taste of the connoisseur 


A Journey to Jerusalem, 

Miss Many Borpen’s latest book, The King o/ 
(HeINEMANN, 7/6), is a reconstruction, the re ult of re 
and imagination, of the days immediat: ly prior to and 
succeeding the Crucifixion, Naturally the quoted portions 
of the New Testament stand out in high relief from the 
rest of the book, but the author has heightened this ¢ flect 
by slipshod grammar, There are far too many theological, 
historical and geographical errors Why, for instance, should 
Miss Borpew assume that the Jews believed God and not 
ABbnAHAM had begotten Isaac, that the Templ had spires, 


th Jews 
earch 
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THE LOST “HOMER.” 


you COULD TRL. Me How TO Grr TO WieAN From Henne?” 


that Calvary is a gully, that the Jordan valley could be seon 
from the north side of Jerusalem, or that an eclipse of the 
sun took place at full moon? And how could Herop have 
come down to Jerusalem from Tiberius? (in any case he 
arrived from Tiberias), and why should the Centurion’s 
traditional name, Longinus, be changed here to Petronius? 
Novertheloss, though the book is unlikely to please scholars, 
it is written with great vividness and contains nothing to 
offend the religious susceptibilities of anyone, Personally 
1 wish that the author would give us something else in th 
manner of her firat excellent novel 


A Bit of a Jonah, 

Commander Liawrou.ern, who tells the story of his life 
it sea under the title, Tilanic and Other Shipa (lvon 
NicnoLson AND Watson, 7/6), has crammed into his 
career afloat so much experience of marine disaster of one 
sort or another that the sailorman of the old achool might 
well be inclined to dub him a bit of a Jonah, His earliest 
adventure of the kind occurred when, as a second-voyage 
apprentice, he was shipwrecked on the desolate St. Paul's 
Rocks. There he and the rest of the ship's company of the 
Liverpool barque Holt Hill spent cight days, living on 
penguins and crayfish, before a passing vessel sighted their 
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| signals and took them off hu but otherwise little the 
| worse. Only one life was lost from start to finish. But for 
one of fate’s bitterest ironies the same might have been 
| said of his next but far greater disaster—that unforgettable 
| tragedy which gives his book its title. Commander Licnt- 
| OLLER was the only senior officer of the ill-fated vessel who 
_ survived, and he is therefore well qualified to tell the story, 
which he does in clear, convincing and manly fashion. 
| Later, he put in much varied service during the War, in 
the course of which he again saw the loss of his own ship 
on two occasions, Like most sailormen, he has not always 
been proof against the lure of adventure ashore, and his 
account of an expedition in search of gold is not the least 
entertaining of his yarns, all of which, while betraying 
no great pretensions to literary artistry, are told with 
an engaging directness and an evident enjoyment that 
make them always good reading. 


New Chains for Old? 

“The author welcomes Fascism, Communism and Nazism 
as powerful forces which will help to open up the road 
towards a new life of Ra ce as 

| cultured, disciplined in- 
| dividuals united in cor- 
| porations under the 
| leadership of enlight- 
/ ened men for social, 
scientific and artistic 
work.” This somewhat | | 
oversimplified state- | | 
ment in Mr. Komisar- 
sevsky’s The Theatre 
(Lane 3/6) gives the 
clue to his mind. The 
theatre is in chains— 
chains of gold. Let us 
then weleome chains of 
iron? A queer solution 
for an artist—a solution 
born it would seem of 
despair. And whether 
| reasonable or not, the 
| passionate conviction in CeLEsniry ’ 
| this distinguished régis-\.__E__ ‘ 
| seur’s writing, backed by intimate knowledge of all the 
significant experiments in the theatre for the last three 
| decades and wide reading in earlier history, gives this book 
| a solidity and significance not usually attained by units 
| in publishers’ largely extemporised up-to-date series. A 
| well-made index makes reference to its wealth of com- 
pressed facts easy for the student. 











A “Crown” Library of Sport. 


An excellent start is made in the first four volumes of 


| The Sportsman’s Library (Puri ALLAN, 5/- each). Many 
| of the volumes of The Badminton Library have been out 
of print for some years and, as the publisher points 
| out, there is no similar series available to-day at a price 
_ within reach of all purses. To meet this need he has 
_ enlisted a band of expert writers, who, within the limits 
_ of two-hundred - and - fifty , have managed to con- 
_ dense a great deal of useful information on equipment 
_ and cost, enlivened by anecdotes and embellished by 
_ excellent photographic illustrations. Riding and Horse. 

manship, by Mr. Wriuiam Fawcert, the hunting and 
| racing editor of The Field, is specially to be commended 

for the admirable chapter on the psychology of the horse 
Mr. A. J. Rupp, the Clerk to the Norfolk Fishery Board. 
writes with an infectious enthusiasm of Coarse Fishing 


‘ 





N 





OnE OF ENGLAND'S LESSER-KNOWN SCHOOLS oF MopEeRN JOURNALISM. 
Tae CHIEF EVENT AT THE ANNUAL sports: Tue “ CHASING THE 


RACE at YeELLow Press CoLiracr. 


and incidentally gives a lucid summary of the discovery by 
the Danish naturalist, Scumrpr, of the most wonderful of 
all the miracles of marine zoology, the migrations of elyers 
from the sea and of eels back again to the spawning ground 
in the Sargasso Sea. Major D. P. Lea Bircu’s Sea Fish. 
ing is severely practical and, though mainly concerned 
with fish to be met with in British waters, contains an 
interesting chapter on sport in tropic seas. Lastly, in Gum 
Dogs and Their Training, Mr. Arwoop CLARK’s discourses 
on breeding and training are agreeably diversified by 
anecdotes of dogs that he has known personally in the 
shooting-field, notably spaniels and Labradors. 


1847—1935. 

It was one of the better days when the Right Reverend 
E. A. Kwox, yielding to a concentrated attack, agreed 
to write Reminiscences of an Octogenarian (Hurcutnson, 
18/-). It is impossible in the few words at my disposal to 
give a comprehensive account of a life which, various as it 
was in many ways, never varied in its usefulness and its 
purpose. A schoolboy of St. Paul’s, then a scholar of Cor. 

enema = as Christi, Oxford, and 
| |afterwards a Fellow of 
Merton, all that Dr. 
Knox has written of 
those years is of direct 
historical value; but, 
although happy in his 
academic work, hisinter- 
ests were already far 
from being confined to 
the University. In 1884 
he left Oxford to be- 
| |ecome Rector of Kib- 
| |worth and from that 
date his capacity for 
-| | organisation and natural 
| attainments marked him 
| out for preferment, how- 
4 jever little he desived it, 
As Bishop of Man- 
chester many of us will 
remember the influence 
— that he exercised, 
even those who did not agree with his views will admit 
that he has given sound reasons for them in this record 
of a staunch and faithful life. 














The Ups and Downs of Life. 

Mr. P. C. Wren’s adherents will, in Sinbad the Soldier 
(Morray, 7/6), renew acquaintance with 8S. N. B. Dysart, 
who figured prominently in Action and Passion. Now | 
enlists in the Life Guards, and having obtained the train- 
ing he required starts off with his friend Blount to seek 
adventure. And in no niggardly measure did Dysart find 
it. Sold as a slave he presently found himself in the 
possession of no less a person—I am curtailing his dis- 
tinctions—than The White Sultan el Sidna el Sultan Ma- 
hommed el Kebir, Ruler of the Western Sahara. Relations 
between the Sultan and Dysart were at first, to describe 
them mildly, rather strained. But in time they became 
more and more friendly, as Dysart proved his worth and 
loyalty. To describe their united adventures in detail 
would only diminish the pleasure of reading them. 





Mr. Punch welcomes the appearance of Pleasure T'rove 
(Meruven, 6/-)—yet another collection of Mr. E. V. 
Lucas’s work, culled in part from The Sunday Times and 
in part from Mr. Punch’s own pages. 
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| beautifully 
| beingstunned. Has 








| given to the ideaof | 
| stunning the team | 
before a match ? 
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Charivaria. 

An interesting political question of 
the moment is whether the Cabinet 
will join Mr. Ltoyp Georag, 

A 

There have been several cases re 
cently of foot-| 
ballers playing| 
after | 


consideration been | 


n # 
‘ i 
Billingsgate has 
its own golf-club, | 
we learn. So we} 
may have been} 
mistaken in as-| 
suming that some | 
of the golfers we | 
have overheard | 
were connected 
with the fish trade, 


| 
i 
| 
| 
| 
} 


ee 

A bishop has 
said that among 
those enterprises 
which depend for 
success on implicit 
faith are love and 


democracy. And, 
it should be added, 
hash. » » 

co 





“Tn the old duel- 
ling days,” says a 
writer, ‘the settle- 
ment of an affair} 
of honour could be | 
a matter of five | 
minutes.” And a} 
couple of seconds, 


} 
| 
| 
j 
| 
| 
| 


& 


A novelist says 
he does most of| 





his work while} 
sitting on the edge | 
of a cliff overlook- | 
ing the broad Atlantic. Dealing with 
a recent book. a critic says he admires 
the main idea but considers the author 
didn’t go far enough. 
* & 
A scientist points out that the sun is 


a great doctor. The trouble is that it i 
80 difficult to get an appointment 


* & 
& 


“There can be only one result to the 
Boat-Race this year,” states an ardent 
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supporter of Oxford. Many people will 
be surprised if there are more 


¥ 


The Inland Revenue authorities 
have kept the wolf from the Exchequer 
declares an official By the 
simple expedient of transferring it to 
ours 


door. 


should always be held by the head so | 


that he cannot kick you. On the other 


hand, if you hold him by the tail he 


cannot bite you 


* * 
- 


“The railway companies have done 

a lot to improve the cross-Channel 
services,” we are told, But what about 
providing a few 





Sane Rad MARA Se BA 





SE 


level-crossings ¢ 


* 
* 


Numbers of 
sweeps, it is pointed 
out, have 
hard hit byelectric 
fires and central 
heating Others 
again, by the Bet 
ting and Lotteries 


Act . 2 


¥ 


been 





\ bowling- 
machine which is 
shortly to be put 
on the market is 
expected to have 
a considerable 
effect on cricket 
| Itmayeven lead to 
| the elimination of 
ithe human factor 
from Test Matches 


* 4 
. 


But we notice, 
by the way, that, 
though broad- 
cast television may 
soon enable people 
to sit at home and 
see the Derby, the 
approaches to 


| Epsom are being 
| widened 
x a™ 

‘The burglar 
ran like a hare, 
stated a witness in 
a recent case We 
may safely assume 








Axb A NASTY DENT IN MY BELMET!” 
Some people seem to spend their 
lives in a glass case says a critic. At 
least it seems so to the impatient people 
waiting outside the telephone-box. 


Kven the ca man, it 1s suggested, 
( xperienced the discomfort of a spring- 
cleaning And then he would make use 


of his club 


published handbook on 
states that a restive horse 


A recentls 


hors¢ ridu 


that he didn’t 
want to be jugged 


” 4 


It is unwise for anyone to en 
deavour to take away a bone from a 
dog's mouth,” veterinary 
surgeon. Unless of course it happens to 
belong to one’s leg 


states a 


* & 
& 

A acientist claims to be able to cure 
criminals by electrical treatment. This 
im (Ono novelty, for the process has 
with sucCeRA in 


already met some 


America 
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Unparliamentary Language ; 


or, A Meditation on Zoology. 


‘Te Ark was finished, and the animals went in two by 
| two, but little knowing, I ne, what sort of social and 
| political reputations ne would carry in the postdiluvian 
world. Is anyone, even now, quite sure? What kind of 
creature, for instance, may an Englishman call another 
Englishman (either in Parliament or elsewhere) without 
grievously insulting him? What mammal, what reptile, 
what insect, what bird? Be 

Even the domesticated quadrupeds are difficult. Not 
“hog” nor “swine,” most certainly may you utter, unless 
the House is in rather a somnolent condition. But how 
comparatively mild is “pig”! A playful rebuke at the 
worst. You must not, in a country which loves, adores, 
washes and worships them, call a man a dog or a woman 
a cat. But why? 

Perhaps you could get away with “dog,” even in the 
solemn atmosphere of Westminster. 


Mr. Bumbleton. Dog! [ Uproar. 
Mr. Bumbleton. In calling the hon. Member for Bosh- 
leigh a dog—— 
| Renewed wproar. Cries of “Apologise !” “Withdraw ! ” 
Mr. Bumbleton, When 1 used the term “‘dog”—— 
(Cries of “Turn him out!” “Dog yourself!” “Bow- 


wow 

Mr. Bumbleton (still undaunted).—I meant to suggest 
that the hon. Member for Boshleigh might be compared to 
a hound of noble breed, untiring, courageous, affectionate, 
strong, and so loyal to his master (in this case the Deputy- 
Chairman of the Rhubarb Board) that he would fight for 
him even unto the death, and after death would lie upon 
his grave and howl. 


Would that help at all, or would Mr. Bumbleton still 
have to apologise / 

Is “sheep” or “bullock” permissible? Is ‘‘mule” worse 
than ‘‘ass”’ in the Speaker's Bestiary? And if the Speaker 
has not a Bestiary he ought to have one at once, well 
annotated with records of historic usage and precedent. 

“Horse” is ap tly a quite non-committal word. 
You could go on shouting “Horse!” at any other Member 
until you really were. But may you, turning to the wilder 
species for the moment, ery “Zebra!” at him, or “‘Onager!” 
and remain unrebuked ¢ y a man bellow at a Cabinet 
Minister ‘Elephant! Elephant!” until the whole Chamber 
resounds ? If the statesman be very bulky and ponderous, 
perhaps not. Yet even so it would be possible to explain 
that you were alluding to his profound sagacity in dealing 
with Indian affairs, or paying a tribute to his remarkable 
memory—for, as you know, the elephant never forgets, 

And is not the hippopotamus worshipped by African 
tribes, probably under the British flag? Would ‘it be well 
to cry “ Hippo us! Hippopotamus!” at the Secretary 
of State for Colonies, or not well ? “Rhinoceros,” [ 
take it, hurled across the floor, is frankly derogatory, 
though I suppose you could say: “The hon. and gallant 

Member is like some brave and lonely rhinoceros, impervious 
alike to the shafts of ridicule and calumny,” ete., 

But you certainly could not say that of a lady- 
Member, for, apart the fact that a rhinoceros is a 
homely thing at best, she t have declared upon oath 
in a signed advertisement emollient cream that her 
skin, far from — corrugated, was exactly like satin 
even when assailed by the bitterness of a north-east : 





wind, “ Papa”? 


Nor indeed, now I come to think of it, could you call q 
lady-Member by the name of any animal whatsover, unless 
it were an antelope, a squirrel or a gazelle. 

The carnivores, again, present a very interesting problem, 
Clearly, on heraldic grounds alone, “lion” must be a term 
of tremendous if not fulsome flattery. ‘Lion! Lion!” 
might be—nay, ought to be the loW-murmured chorus of 
his followers during the whole of a Prime Minister's speech, 
And “tiger,” even possibly “panther,” might pass, But 
would “puma”? I recommend “ puma” to enraged Back. 
Benchers when in doubt, For some not easily discoverable 
reason it hovers on the verge of invective, though, except 
for a chance encounter with MonrrezuMa, the puma seems 
to have done nothing noteworthy in English story or 
song. 

“Leopard,” however, is a flagrant taunt, and little less 
abusive even when the final letter has caught the Speaker's 
ear. For scriptural reasons the lithe and beautiful leopard, 
which might so easily have been a delicate compliment, is, 
for even our English lips, a slander and a foul slur. Yet 
“Lynx! Lynx!” would be an encomium, The detective-novel 
has canonised the lynx, which looks like a mixture between 
a little lion and a bob-tailed cat. “Not spotted, but spots,” 
as the crossword-puzzle creators might say of him. But where 
does the ocelot stand, or the ounce, in this queer business 
of abuse and praise ? 

When you turn to the rodents there is a definite tendeney 
towards disparagement, and the badger alone, because of 
his grim death, seems happily placed. I cannot imagine 
any great English statesman being carried struggling out 
of the Witanagemot for having cried “ Badger! Badger!” 
and having refused to modify the word. But could he have 
ingeminated “ Polecat!” or “Weasel!” or “‘Stoat!”? TI 
trow not. “ Pine-marten!”’ would be the safest expression, 
though when you stand close to the cage there is not 
really very much to choose. 

I wish I had time to deal with the things that fly and 
the things that hop and crawl. Especially the things that 
hop and crawl. 

“The hon. Member is a lizard!” “The hon. Member i# 
a toad!” —Impossible. But “This iguana, with his perpetual 
tergiversation in the matter of the Means Test!" might go 
through. The chameleon and the crocodile are open as harm 
less similes for all. Of the newt (or eft) and frog———- But 
I will stop now. The Speaker must have a Bestiary, if1 
have to compile it myself. 

* + i % * # ’ 


P.S.—I notice I have left out the apes. EvoE. 








Wind-falls. 


Bax gold drops from an airplane 
Never near me; 

Pound notes drop in the gutter 
Five miles away ; 

Coppers stream down when millionaires 
Press Button B. 

Never for me, 

Never for me; 

Only needy relations 

Drop in on me, 

Drop in on me. 








“Gift No. 235,—Baby Doll, which goes to sleep and says ‘Marna,’ 
in exchange for 38 labels.”-— Advertisers’ Announcement. 


How many do you have to give it to make it say 
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DICKENS RE-EDITED; or, OLIVER PAYS OUT MORE, 
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Press Representative, “Do you HAPPEN TO REMEMBER THE NAMES OF A FEW OF YOUR HOUNDS?” 









0 
4 
i 








“ Who is it Speaking, Please ?” 


I. 

I HAVE just been reading the early 
pages of the Telephone Directory—the, 
so to speak, Rules-Inside-Lid-of-Box— 
which tell you how to use the telephone 
zervice. They are, I may say, fine stuff. 
Whoever wrote them has obviously 
been animated throughout with the 
desire that every telephone call shall 
be brought to a successful and happy 
conclusion and that an enjoyable time 
shall be had by all. 

Unfortunately I have one fault to 
find: I cannot help feeling the writer 
displays here and there a table 
lack of knowledge of the itions of 
every-day life. He seems a little out of 
touch with the ordinary man-in-the- 
booth. Take, for instance, his stirring 
initial paragraph :— 

“ There are three parties to a telephone 
call:— 

Yoursetr; Tue Excuancr; 
Tue Distant SuBSORIBER. 
A successful telephone call is the result 
of the co-operation of these three, and 
cannot be obtained without that co- 
operation.” 


Admirably expressed! I quite agree 


that the best-intentioned telephone call 


may be all washed up by lack of 


sufficient co-operation. But it may 
equally well become a total loss from 
too much co-operation. My own auto- 
matic exchange has days when it co- 
operates so enthusiastically that before 
I can get the number I am dialling it 
insists on my listening-in—apparently 
by way of example—to what no doubt 
it considers the perfect successful call 
between two perfect successful stran- 
gers. I don’t know quite how it does 
this china-egg-in-the-hen-roost stuff, 
but what actually happens is this :— 

I dial my number and wait. Nothing 
transpires—no ringing tone, nothing. 
So, as prescribed by the book, I wait 
“a half-minute, depress the receiver-rest 
for at two seconds and listen for the 
dialling tone again” preparatory to re- 
dialling. Instead—and this happens at 
least every other day—I get the “ring- 
ing tones’ of some strong-minded lady 
telling off a greengrocer, or the 
obviously “ engaged tone” of a maiden 
arranging to meet her young man at 
half-past six. If I venture a conversa- 
tional remark in my own “ingratiating 
tone” _ to show there are children 
present, I am told angrily by two le 
to get off the line. tad hates the 
catch—I can’t. Depress my receiver- 


rest as I may, wait seconds, half- 
minutes, minutes, whenever I pick up 
the thing again I am still right there in 
the front row for the Successful Call 
which my exchange has decided I have 
got to hear before I am trusted to get 
my own; for not till it is over can I 
begin. 

How it all happens beats me; but 
obviously that first paragraph in the 


instructions should read :— 


“There are three or more parties to @ 
telephone call :— 


Yoursetr; THe EXxcHance; 
DisTANT SUBSCRIBERS. 


The cast will also probably include 
Guests, Gentlemen of the Chorus, 
Dialling and Engaged Tones, Noises 
Off, ete. 

Then the writer appears to me to go 
all to pieces again in the chapter 
headed *‘ PHonetic SIMILARITY. 

“Where” —(he writes)—“it is neces 
sary to identify any letter of a word it can 
be verified by analogy thus :— 

A——Andrew, 


B Benjamin, 
C——Charlie .. .” 


and so on. 
In actual practice, of course, I must 
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point out that this sort of thing is 
entirely useless. In the first place it is 
an established scientific fact that if : 

person, while, say, dictating a telegram, 





| is suddenly asked to verify a letter by 


| analogy, 


| Knock” and 


| improve as to stammer out 


a strange chemical action is 
in most cases set up in the skull, which 
results in the brain being transformed 
into a sort of porridge. As a result of 
this you are quite unable for some 
two minutes to think of any word at all 
beginning with the letter required, 
except ones like “Fool” and “Idiot,” 
which are certain to lead to a mis- 
understanding with the operator, or 
else words which are definitely so im- 
proper as to be unrepeatable. At the 
end of the two minutes the porridge- 
producing chemical action undergoes 


| a slight change and you find yourself 


able to mention examples like “‘ K for 
“P for Psychology,” 
which are of no value whatever unless 
written down. Later on still you so far 
“X for 


Xenarthral,” ‘“F for Fissiped,” and 


| others which are phonetically more 


correct but verbally still quite useless 
But by this stage you will no doubt 








Club Member. 
Waiter. “ Yes, VERY 





PU NCH, 


have rung off, having decided not to 


“ THOUGHT o 
SMALL, SIR I ruovent Ip BETTER TRY AGAIN. 
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telegrap sh ifter all but send a postcard 
instead 

And that, by the way, is only what 
happens from the point of view of 
“Yourself.” Should your brain be made 
of such stern material as to resist the 
incipient porridge transformation and 
be able to come right back with : D for 
Duty,” vou will find that “The Ex- 
change” now takes a hand. To the 
telephone girl with the instructions at 
her finger-tips D does not stand for 
Duty but for David, and so she will 
probably put down L for Lucy. 

All this probably results in your 
never daring to send a telegram unless 
vou have the chapter on Phonetic 
Similarity, with its list of authorised 
analogies, in front of you. And it is 
highly doubtful whether you will do it 
even then. For, studying the list, you 
will realise that it has been compiled 
on most peculiar lines. It starts off 
rather happily, I think, the telephone- 
operators being mostly girls—with the 
hames of possi! ble boy-friends : * A- 
Andrew, B—Benjamin, C—Charlie, 
D—David,” and so on as far as “J— 
Jack.” Then, before starting upon 
girls’ names with L—Luey, a note of 


somewhat unexpected patriotism is | 


struck with K—King, though I can’t 
for the life of me see why the writer 
couldn't have plunged into the girls 
right away with K—K—K—Katie. 
However, after this Lucy, Mary and 
Nellie, three little maids from school, 
trip past, hotly pursued by Oliver and 
Peter (the old libertines!), and then 
comes a rather serious relapse. Q, 
which should be, with equal patriotic 
fervour, for Queen, is actually—I feel I 
ought to apologise even for mentioning 
it—Queenie! Queenie! Can you beat 
it ? 

After perpetrating this the compiler 
simply goes all hay-wire. He tries to 
pull himself together with R—Robert, 
but, instead of keeping it up with S 


Samuel, he succumbs to memories of 


American sentimentality with 8 
Sugar, gets all music-hally with T 
Tommy and U—Unele, becomes quite 
illogical with X for Christmas and finally 
goes off bis duffing rocker with an 
attack of Yellow Zebras 

Sad, very sad! 

(This penetrating and powerful criti- 
cism will be continued next week.) 
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The Coke-Man’s Past. 


Wuen the coal-man came off duty he joined the coke- 
man in the bar, and after a time the coke-man said, ‘I 
been thinking to-day how fellers change. ce. 

“You don’t change,” said the coal-man, allowing his long 
thin face to fall into lines of acute misery. ‘ seen granite 
statues that was movin’ pictures beside o’ you. Drive a 
bloke to drink, it would.” a 

“J may not change much in me aspecks,” the coke-man 
conceded-—"‘ not in meself; but you wouldn’t-a knew me ten 
vears back, time I was a——” He drank to cover a pause 
for thought and then resumed —“ time I was a footman, 

“Footman! Well, I go to sea!” ejaculated the coal-man 
in great astonishment. ‘'Ow long did it take you to work 
y't way up from that?” 

’ “T'll tell you ’ow it was I come to leave the footman 
business. I got ‘oofed out—see? There was two daughters 
of the ’ouse——” We Mea 

‘Shamed o’ y'rself,” 
the coal-man murmured 
indistinetly, speaking 
into his glass. 

“Good-lookers too— 
Miss Anne and Miss 
Julie. Miss Anne was the 
scientific one, studyin’ 
chemistry an’ that, but 
Miss Julie she was musi- 
cal. She sang.” 

‘Sang, did she ? What 
key did she sing in?” 

The treble key.” 

“ One of the best,” the 
coal-man agreed. 

“Used to play the 
piano too—HANDEL’s 
Embargo,’ I think the 
was called, But 
you oughta heard her 
sing that thing from| | ///My 
Toa sty’s ‘Good-bye,’ e - ; 
that prelood and area, 
Ah! Portfolio’—bring 
tears to your eyes, it 
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I caLLep ovr To THE CAPTAIN, 
PROMPT sip!’ 





Actor (describing world cruise). “AND re was I wHo SAVED THE SHIP. 
‘BREAKERS AHEAD, LADDIE, ON THE 





would,” declared the coke-man. “It was Miss Anne I liked 
best, all the same, I went past her room one morning 
when she was su to be in bed with a cold and saw 
her boring a hole in the floor.” 

The coal-man stared, “Boring a hole in the floor?” 

* That's what I said.” 

~ It comes to something,” observed the coal-man sternly, 
“when the stately ‘omes of England are ready to make do 
with an ‘ome-made lift-shaft.” : 

* Lift-shaft! Lift-shaft!” repeated the coke-man in a 
tone of contempt, “This was justa hole. But it went right 
through to the room below, a little room where they used 
to have their coffee evenin’-time. Wood panels on the ceilin’ 

see‘ So there was no mess, And later on she dropped a 
dart through the ’ole.” 

Dart?” 


Yes, a little one made out of a needle. It stuck in the 
table underneath.” 


* Listen,” said the coal-man, bending forward—‘ was she 
® patient in this place or was you?” 
We was all right,” the coke-man replied, unruffled. 
You'll tumble in a minute. Well, down she came in her 
dreasing-gown and red slippers and with her hair all down— 


ae 
bit of all right, she looked—and put a chalk-mark where 
the dart stuck. ‘William,’ she says to me-————”’ 

“Ah! an’ no doubt you replied respectful-like, ‘ Wotch. 
oh, Annie’? ” 

“You don’t know social customs, not among the ‘igher 
strata of s’ciety. You're a bordgwuzzy, Oscar, that’s what 
you are, ‘William,’ she says to me, ‘a friend is coming to 
dinner to-night,’ she says, ‘and when you serve the coffee 
in ‘ere,’ she says, ‘put Miss Julie’s on that mark.’ So I said 
I would. I smelt a joke, I did—see?”’ 

“T'll lay you looked one too,” said the coal-man. 

‘But later on I heard the friend who was coming was a 
feller she was sweet on. Now this feller himself was sweet 
on Miss Julie an’ never took much notice of Miss Anne, 
That made me think.” 

The coal-man looked surprised. 


‘’Owever,” the coke-man went on, “when | took the 


coffee in Miss Anne was just slipping out of the room and 
she says to me, ‘Don’t forget! 


So I put Miss Julie's coffee 
| on the chalk-mark, and 
ithe feller’s—he was sit. 

| ting next to her—beside 

it. And that very second 
there was a little splash, 

Something had fell into 

Miss Julie's coffee.” 
“You,” said the coal- 

man, nodding, and burst 

into song: “". . . as 
herng bai his nooz from 
aberv——woo! He flew 
through the air, with 
the——’ ” 

“Me? No. Allina 
flash I realised what was 
up. Miss Anne was 
jealous of Miss Julie— 
see? And she ‘d brought 
a sleeping-draught 
tablet home with her 
from her chemistry and 
dropped it through the 
hole. She wanted Miss 
Julie to go off to bed 
before she could start 
iginarhinains tiated J charmin’ this feller with 
her singin’; and she—I mean Miss Anne—’d have him all 
the evenin’. Well, that would ha’ been fine; only do you 
know what happened ?”’ 

“All of a sudden,” the coal-man obliged in a bright 
falsetto, ‘‘the roof fell in.” 

‘The feller,” the coke-man said hoarsely—‘ the feller 
took the wrong cup! Well, I knew I should get blamed 
anyhow, so I up and took it off him and threw it into the 
fire. And that’s why I was sacked. I couldn't give her 
away—see ?” 

“Why not?” 

“Chivalry,” said the coke-man. 
Casabianca?”’ 

There was a pause. The coal-man drank up, put down 
his glass and smacked his lips. 

“Ah!” he said at length, “but all this was ten years 
back. Now tell me ‘ow you won the General Strike. 

R. M. 

“The birth of a daughter to Mes. {X] is announced to-day, 


Mr. [X] is the Newmarket trainer, He has turned out many 
winners.”— Welsh Paper. 


May we express the confident hope that this will be 
another ? 
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| tell him 
| fortune on the stage. Just by coming 
| on, you know, and simply looking at 
| the audience,” 


adores her. 
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As Others Hear Us. 


The Mutual F riend. 


“WHaTkVER happens, you must 


| meet the Potters. You'll simply adore 


them.” 

“Really ?”’ 

“Oh, you won't be able to help it 
They're delightful. He’s so amusing.” 

“Ts he?” 

‘Frightfully. You've no idea. He's 
yot such an amusing way of saying 
things. You know. What he says is 
frightfully ordinary in itself—but it’s 
just the way he says it.” 

“Some people are like that 

“He'll make you shriek with laugh 
ter. You simply can’t imagine how 
he'll make you laugh. It isn't that he 
says anything, you know.” 

“Noi” 

“It’s just that way of his. I always 
that he’d have made his 


“Really 2” 

“You'll like her too. Everybody 
She’s never in her whole 
life ever been heard to say a single 


| unkind word about anyone. Never 


“Hasn't she?” 
“And of course she dresses so well 


| Whatever I wear when I go to see her 


I know that I shall look all wrong 
compared with her, It isn’t that she 
spends money on her clothes, you know 
It’s just the way she wears them. She 
always makes everybody else look so 
hopelessly dowdy.” 

How very nice! I mean—I don’t 
know that I should care about that.” 

“Oh, but you would! One doesn’t 
mind in the least once one knows het 
she’s so terribly kind. She doesn’t 
make one feel in the least a fool—and 
of course she easily might.” 

“Oh, but why?” 

“Oh, she’s got a Degree and she’s 
read everything in the world—and of 
course she’s intensely musical, and in 
fact there isn’t anything she can’t do 
better than anybody else.” 

“Isn't that rather frightening?” 

Not a bit, she’s so utterly delight 
ful. You'll love her. She’s so pretty 
You know she’s got red hai 
naturally curly,”’ 

“Has she? Like Julia Severn at 
Lowood.” 

What did you say?” 

 Nothing—only a quotation 

‘Ah! if you ever quote anything to 
Mrs. Potter she can always cap it for 
you 

“Can she really?” 

“Oh, easily, She’s quite brilliant 
And the children all have her brains. 
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Enthralled Spectator, “ BY GAD, IT’ 


Have they ? 
You'll worship the children The 
boy does nothing but take scholarships 
not that he isn't frightfully athletic 
And the girl is lovely and 
faur'y You will 


4s well 
dances just like a 
enjoy seeing them 

“Veg 

“She brings them up too marvel- 
lously They're always 80 perfectly 
happy and natural and well-behaved 

their manners are perfect.” 

Oh, dear! 

They're not in the least priggish, 
if that’s what you mean. It’s just the 
marvellous way they've been brought 


up She written a book about 
education 
Has she . 
You'll love her, I know. And of 


course L’ve told them all about you.” 
What ? 





NOT EASY EVEN WirHouUT SKATES 


“About how amusing you can be 
on your day, and what a good sort 
James is, and all about the children 
She thought she might help you, by the 
way, about poor little Johnnie's hay- 
fever. The Potter children are simply 
never ill—it’s too extraordinary 

“Tt must be.” 

“Now, when can we arrange a 
meeting ¢ I’m longing for you to know 
each other. To-morrow?” 

“T'm afraid we're booked 

“Then one day next week /” 

“I’m so sorry; we shall be away 

‘Dear me, what a pity! Then it 
must be when you come back. You 
and the Potters simply must meet 
Choose your own date.” 

“I’m very, very sorry, but I don’t 
think we’re ever coming back at all 
We're leaving the neighbourhood.” 
E.M.D 
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The Beginner’s Guide to 
Ski-ing. 
Iv. 

Christiania Turn.—The christie is 
really a sideways skid and, like so many 
other things, can be divided into three 
parts — 

(a) starting the skid; 
(b) trying to stop the skid; 
(c) getting up again. 


None of the books by experts that 
[ have read gives a really sati 
explanation of this most useful of turns. 
The trouble is that they will introduce 
the most confusing diagrams. Now I 
absolutely guarantee to make it crystal 
clear with letters only and no drawings. 

Suppose we call the right ski rTrFrH, 
T being the tip, F the foot (your foot), 
H the heel (its heel). So the left ski is 
ITIFIH. The left leg is | and the left 
rm L, and r stands for——— All right, 
you've got it. Now suppose you were 
travelling left-handed down and across 
a slope and Satan prompted you to 
christie to the right. course you 
shouldn't, it would be much easier to 
christie to the left. But suppose that 
Satan’s suggestion found favour with 
you and you tried. Just suppose. Are 
you supposing? Very well. 

Advance the right ski so that rF 
about trisects ITLF. Skis must not 
touch of course. They should be apart 
and slightly divergent. Now IF should 
be about bisecting rFrH, R slightly 
bent—no, I mean r—and most of the 
weight on Rf—rF, I mean. The hill is on 
your right. And by that I mean the 
slope is there—if that is what travelling 
left-handed means, but I’m not quite 
sure. Anyhow, let us say that hill is 
left and slope right. Now flatten the 
left ski. No, I said flatten, not fatten. 
I'm quite sure I did. At the same time 
put some weight on the left heel and 
you should begin to come round. Not 
that sort of come round, you egg. I 

| mean turn, revolve. Well, that would 
be the start of an open christie. But 
you probably won't be able to manage 
it at all and will have to resort to a jerk 
christie, so we'd better try that instead. 
In executing a jerk christie start- 
ing the skid is quite simple. Take 
weight off the skis by making a elf. 
| hearted jump and at the same time 


jerk the body violently to the left (if 
a right-handed christie is desired). The 
word body is something of an euphe- 
mism. What you must really jerk is 
the—— Well, let us introduce another 
letter and call it B. B can stand for 
more things than body. So never mind 
about jerking the torso. If only you 
waggle B good and strong you are 
bound to start a skid. 

Then the difficulty is to stop it. And 
if you don’t flatten the outside ski at 
first only the inside one will turn and 
you will spin round, cross the heels of 
your skis and fall over backwards down 
the hill. Rather like your stemming 
contretemps, only taking place in 
reverse, if you see what I mean. 

Now come along and try it. Oh, I 
say, where are you going! Don't go 
beetling off like that. I shouldn't have 
reminded you about the stemming. 
Aw fergit it, kid! Straight, it won’t be 
as bad as that. Hi—come back! A bit 
more of the bull-dog spirit, please. 
Hi!—Hi!... 

Well, I'm—— 

Telemark Turn —This is the only 
practicable turn for deep snow, and it 
can be executed in deep snow only. 
So come away with me to those steepish 
slopes above the nursery that are as 
yet almost untracked. 

Far below us lies the hard scarred 
surface of the practice-fields. And 
beyond them again the sad grey head- 
stones of the cemetery, where skiers, 
lugers and even curlers lie side by side, 
their little quarrels at an end. Deep 
solemn thoughts rise naturally to the 
mind, and one seems to see as in an 
inspired flash the why and wherefore 
of flattening the outside ski in a 
christiania, and to perceive as a per- 
fect whole the truth and beauty of a 
stemming turn, the insidious vileness 
of a sitzmark.* 

But we must return to earth. Tear 
the mind away from the contemplation 
of eternal verities and bend the body 
into the wondrous curves of the tele- 
mark position. A left-hand telemark, 
please. 

As you move off down the slopes 
slide the right ski forward until your 
foot is in line with the tip of the left 
ski. Your weight must be entirely on 
the front foot (vide Major Boldie). It 
is also absolutely essential that your 
weight should be on the back foot (ref. 
Colonel Hardy). Then as you begin to 
gather speed press the right heel out- 
wards, thus forcing the right ski 
slightly athwart the bows of the left. 





* Deliberately sitting down in the snow 
when no other method of stopping seems 
possible. Very degrading. 





Very good. Now keep that position 
and you will begin to turn to the left, 
But do ae the tip of the left sk 
— firmly against the right instep, 

Jo not let it slip behind your foot or 
it will cross the back of the right ski 
and you will find yourself running with 
parallel skis and crossed legs. 

Well, there! You have done it and 
youare. Now keepyour head and don’t 
try to lift your skis. Slide the left back 
again and see if you can wriggle it 
across the right to its norma! position, 
Quick! before you get going too fast, 
Can't manage it? Wait a bit and let me 
think. No, don’t try the sitzmark— 
not in this cross-legged position and at 
this speed. Those small bones in the 
ankle, you know. Go so easily, don’t 
they ? 

Yes, you are going rather fast now. 
Sixty? Oh, no; not as fast as that. Not 
more than forty-five. No skier can do 
much more than that. You can always 
stop in the cemetery. Oh, no, not 
permanently, I hope. Quite unlikely, 
really. Hardly ever happens. 

Yes, that’s Major Boldie 
gang on the practice-slopes. Rather 
crowded, isn’t it? Shout and warn 
them. Louder than that! Good! 
Look, they're scattering. Like fowls in 
front of a motor-car. My! you nearly 
skewered that fellow. Narrow squeak, 
wasn'tit? Yes, they’re all staring after 
you. You are creating quite a sensation, 
Rather fun, isn’t it? I always think— 
Eh? Oh, no, not sixty. Really not 
sixty. About fifty-five, I should say. 
And you are heading straight for t 
point where the outlying tombs are 
at their thinnest. With any luck you 
should reach M. le Docteur Berthoud’s 
grave. And if you get beyond it will be 
a record. Yes, a genuine—— Eh? 
Made of? Oh, granite. All these head- 
stones are made of granite. They 
quarry it up there by Oh, no, not 
imitation. Definitely not. Eh! No, 
much better not. Don’t try it at this 
er and in this twisted position. 
Those big bones in the thigh, you 
know. Awkward things to knit. 

Sorry, can’t hear you at this pace. 
The wind simply blew your wor 
right away. You know you are getting 
terribly good at straight running. That 
distance and at this pace! If only you 
could master the turns You must 
come up and try the telemark again 
to-morrow. That is if—if—— Oh, well, 
never mind. It’s not very likely, any- 
how. 


Here 'sthe cemetery now. Good luck! 


and his 








Our Candid Contemporaries. 
“ ABERRATIONS, 
by Tue Eprror.” 
Heading in Scientific Paper. 
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If WAS WORTH IT, AND I SHALL NEVER CET ANOTHER BARGAIN LIKE THIS / 








Noble Art. 


Wet,” I thought, as I listened to 
the Running Commentary on the Big 
right, charmingly transmitted by my 
new radiogram, “what is the Public 
Morality Council doing? And where 
are the League for the Dissemination 
of Desirable Ethics, the Special Sub- 
Committee on Cultural Entertainment 
and all the unofficial Keepers of the 
Public Conscience? Well, really! 
Well!” 

There sat two of my innocent 
daughters, eagerly, I am sad to say, 
listening too to all the talk of savage 
upper-cuts and bleeding eyes; and there 
sat poor Daddy in a quandary, wonder- 
ing whether he should not switch the 
brutalising instrument off, not daring 
to switch it off—and totally unassisted 
by the Public Morality Council, the 
| League for the Dissemination of Desir- 
_ able Ethies, the Conglomeration of 
| Public Librarians, the United i- 
| ation of Gloom-Distributors, et-cetera, 
| et-cetera, et-cetera, 

__ Lhoped that at least they were listen- 
_ ing and suffering too. Every form of 


public entertainment has come under 
those vigilant eyes recently—books, 
plays, films, revues, even the news- 
papers—and of course the poor old 
B.B.C. And when a particular form is 
not receiving censure the People, and 
Youth in particular, are being informed 
generally that they devote too much 
time to pleasure and should spend more 
time sitting in the home and thinking. 

I often wonder that those who are 
endeavouring to turn an honest penny, 
provide employment and feed the 
public mind in the entertainment 
industries do not take the Public 
Moralisers at their word and close down 
altogether, saying briefly, “All right, 
Comrades, if you think it’s so easy to 
please the public, satisfy you, and pay 
the wages on Friday, have a try by all 
means. We've had enough. And 
gambling in futures is less hard work 
for us, though it provides less work for 
other people.” 

However, let us return to my 
domestic hearth and my two innocent 
daughters. 

The first shock came when one of 
them asked how the two combatants 
were dressed. 





I knew very well that the men were 
half-naked. The whole of the Manly 
Chest was exposed to the public gaze. 
The Back as well. And under a bright 
light. They were dressed, in short, in 
shorts, a mode of dress which is for- 
bidden in any public bath and upon all 
but a few remaining stretches of the 
sea-coasts of Britain. If Daddy swims 
like that, as his little ones know, an 
Inspector taps him on the shoulder 
and says, “‘None of that!” or, “ Dress 
yourself properly.” Yet at Wembley, 
as the Running Commentator had told 
us, there were present thousands of 
delicately-nurtured females. And no- 
body saying a word! 

How was I to explain this extra- 
ordinary thing to my girls? The truth 
would confuse them. And ‘Truth, a8 
we have learned lately, is less than 
Propriety. I said, “‘They are dressed in 
grey flannel trousers, shirts and white 
sweaters.” 

Little Doris said, “They must be 
hot.” 

The ghastly struggle was now, as the 
Trotting Talker said, “going great 
guns;”’ and I realised soon how right 
they are who say that everything 8 
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worse on the wireless because it pene- 
trates into the sacred fastness of the 
home. What was all this—‘‘savage 
swing with his right”—‘‘vicious left 
hook” —‘‘ wicked upper-cut”—“sledge- 
hammer blow to the body” ? What sort 
of procedure was this for our quiet 
drawing-room, the type and centre of 
refining influences? What was the use 
of our training Doris and Joan to love 
one another, be kind to animals, rev- 
erence the human body, and never 
raise their hand to a man, if there, in 
her mother’s chair, Doris was to hear 
men doing wilful damage to each 
other’s kidneys, ears and solar plexus ? 

But Doris sat in her mother’s chair, 
drinking, I regret to say, it in. 

And what about the Peace Issue ? 
Only that day a nice canvasser had 
come about the Peace Ballot (which 
my wife, unhappily, had mistaken for 
a Quinquennial Valuation thingummy 
and thrown away). Only that day I 
had explained to Doris and Joan that 
Force was now a back-number, that 
Might was never Right and Fighting 
always Wrong. But here was the 
Cantering Critic filling the home with 
unchristian phrases about “full of 
fight,” ‘“‘the fighting spirit,” ‘great 
guns,” and so on. 

I rang up the League of Nations 
Union. I said, “‘ How do you expect us 
to bring up our young properly if you 
permit this sort of thing? Do you 
realise that there are twelve thousand 
citizens at Wembley publicly delighting 
in battle, bodily injury and blood? Do 
you realise that there are about ten 
million other people listening to this 
demoralising—— ?”’ 

Little Doris said, “‘ Ring off, Daddy 
PETERSEN’S eye’s bleeding and I can’t 
hear.” 

I received a moral blow of another 
kind between the ninth and tenth 
rounds. 

Either the Galloping Describer or 
his companion said very clearly and 
with no trace of shame 

“I don’t know how the betting’s 
going. I should imagine that those who 
have laid a lot of money are feeling 
anrious. 

Betting! And illegal betting! 
Brought into my drawing-room by 
the B.B.C.! I did not know where to 
look. 

Little Doris said, ‘What is betting 
Daddy?” 

Doris will be seventeen next week: 
but that is how we have brought her 











up. 
_ Truth, I again reflected, matters 
little to-day, and I said, “My dear, I 
do not know what he means.” 

In these pages I do not propose to 


_ dwell upon the Episode of the Bleeding 
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“ Or COURSE, PERSONALLY, I WOULDN'T DO ANYTHING MORE TO IT.” 








Eve. I have to confess that little Doris 
seemed to enjoy it; I gather that those 
who were at Wembley did not; which 
only shows you how dangerous this 
broadcasting is. I was myself much 
upset; and the Public Moralisers who 
object to such words as “beer,” such 
concepts as “beer-drinkers” being 
wirelessed into their homes, will sym- 
pathise, I hope, with my contention 
that the B.B.C., a body closely con- 
nected with the State, ought not to 
bring bleeding eyes into my drawing- 
room. 

Some will tell me that boxing is a 
noble art, breeding and exhibiting the 


manly character at its best and thus of 


benefit, indirectly, even to my tender 
Doris and Joan. One answer to that is 





that Doris and Joan, thrilled about the | 


bleeding eye, the swollen ear, the con- 
tused kidney and so forth, got at the 
papers the next morning, eager for 
more. And there they read that this 
brutal German, not content with mak- 
ing our brave Briton’s eye bleed, was 
deliberately and of set purpose striking 
him in the wounded eye again and again. 
But is this chivalry? Is this manhood 
at its best? What sort of lessons are 
these for the Young? 

There is, no doubt, an ethical lesson 
of some kind (though I know not what) 
to be found in the distribution of 
rewards and prizes. The defeated 
boxer, I read, will receive £3,500 and 
the winner about £2,000; or, between 
them, about £1,000 more than the 
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SHOPPING IN SOHO. 
“Iy tHe MADAM WILL ONLY STEP INSIDE AND LOOK ROUND, WE PROMISE HER SHE WON'T BE PESTERED.” 
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annual salary (cut) of a High Court 
Judge. 


I am not now so deeply concerned 


about my own young as I was; for 


Doris and Joan are carefully watched 


and we hope in time to wipe this 


lamentable event from their minds. 
But the country is full of defenceless 
young who are not so fortunate in their 
home influences, and it is for their 
sake that I tell this tale in so much 
detail. For the Public Morality- 
mongers, no doubt, were busy picking 
holes in the less noble arts, schkachaatiy 
sending books which they have not 
read to the Public Prosecutor or peep- 
ing with ill-concealed dismay at the 
clothes of chorus-girls. And they may 
have missed this dreadful thing. But 
it is not too late. Out postcards, all, 
and write to the B.B.C.! A. P. H. 





Annual Inspection. 


THEY 've written a letter to say 
The General’s coming to-day, 
So we're all of a twitter 
And bothered and hot 
With Sheeno and Glitter 





And Heaven knows what, 
But I know that we're pretty wel 
bound to be shot 
If everything isn’t O.K., 
For the General’s coming to-day. 


The General's coming to-day 


$n 


The Band has forgotten 
I Which tunes to rehearse, 
The marching is rotten, 
The sword-drill is worse, | 
And the Adjutant’s horse has gone | 
into reverse 





. 2 as 4 » vd si , se ay, 
So the motto is “ Polish and Pray. And simply refuses to pla; 


The Officers’ Mess is 
Unpleasantly clean, 
And C.Q.MS.’s 
Are actually seen 
To put on their belts, which is taker 
to mean 


That they're girding their loins for 


the fray, 
As the General’s coming to-day. 


The General’s coming to-day, 


And Battalion parade is “Seale A,” 


Mess waiters are tearing 
Their hair by the roots, 

The Batmen are wearing 
Their officers’ boots, 


While Company Storemen, not caring 


two hoots, 
Are keeping well out of the way, 
As the General’s coming to-day. 


The General's coming to-day, 
So everyone’s rather distrait; 





As the General’s coming to-day. 


The General’s coming to-day; 
The Transport Officer’s grey 
With chasing the Lancers 
To borrow their stuff. 
He’s learned all the answers 
And hopes they ’re enough 
To counter all questions and back up 
his bluff : 
That with stable affairs he's au fait, 
As the General’s coming to-day. 


i 


The General’s been here to-day. 
He seemed very pleased (so they say); 
The long-dreaded function 
Went well, without doubt ; 
He’s had a good luncheon 
And just given out 
That the rest of the programme can 90 
up the spout 
As it’s Doncaster Races to-day, 
And he’s missed the first race anyway. 





——— 
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The Weed and its Niceties. 


WE all, after a certain age, have our 
fixed ideas about tobacco, and for 
many years it has been no kindness to 
me to proffer me a pouch. All the same, 
when, on encountering one of Mr. 
Punch’s singing-birds in Fleet Street, 
he seized my arm and said that he was 
going to get a pound of his special 
mixture and I must come too and try 
it, I acquiesced. One does not meet 
“Der-Der” (shall I call him‘) every 
day and very seldom in Fleet Street, 
for he is of the Kensington stock. Nor 
does one often meet a man singled out 
from his fellows by having a mixture 
named after him. There are who have 
had roses named after them; but what 
is a rose compared with this weed ? 

Expecting to see a tin handed over 








| the counter and the passing of coins, I 





| was agreeably surprised when the 


assistant in this historic shop—historic 
not only in London but in Chichester 
—began a series of mancuvres with 
massive jars and a pair of scales, as 
careful and apparently as momentous 
as anything ever done by Ramsay or 
Curtk. Six varieties in all, each from 
a separate jar, were weighed and 
tumbled on to the counter; and then 
began the process of assembling them 
so that in filling his pipe my gallant 
friend could not possibly lack fibres of 
each in due proportion, For if he did, 
where would his mixture be, where his 
credit? And a propos of credit, let me 
say that not the least astonishing thing 
in this impressive ritual was the way 
in which the tobacconist permitted the 
poet to leave the shop without a word 
being uttered about money. A curious 
case of confidence. Other and less 
lyrical and less military men have to 
pay. I have to pay. 
Themixturemay beall that its sponsor 
says of it—and you know the adjectives, 
cool, sweet, smooth, fragrant and so 
forth—but it is not for me. The gift 
tin that I also bore away is still nearly 


| full, the simple reason being that my 


troth is plighted elsewhere, and any- 
thing that is not my own choice is un- 
welcome. As to what that choice is, 
I will say no more than that the tobacco 
18 put up in small flat tins, is obtain- 
able almost nowhere, and that the man 
I am for convenience calling “ Der- 
Der’ does not like it. 

The companionship of tobacco is, to 
me, not a necessity, as it is with “ DEr- 
Der” and with other writing friends 
of mine who cannot work at all unless 
they puff. To me it is a reward, and 
while I smoke I must do nothing else, 
noteven think, or pipe and cigar equally 
will go out. Indeed, I think I must 
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©’ BEEF-BONE YOU SENT WIV THE SUNDAY 








be very wrong about tobacco, because 
not only do I disagree on that sub- 
ject with Mr. Punch’s singing-bird but 
with the most illustrious of his pre- 
decessors—C. 8. CALVERLEY. “Sweet 
when the morn is gray,” he sang, 
“sweet when they've cleared away 
lunch, and at close of day possibly 
sweetest.” I do not subseribe to this. 
1 find that when the morn is gray, 
tobacco is too strong. After break- 
fast, and, if the day is idle, right up 
to lunch, I like a pipe. After lunch 
and during the rest of the day I 
can smoke a pipe no more; nothing 
but a cigar, and after dinner it is the 
same. Perhaps CALVERLEY meant his 


words to apply to tobacco in all its 
smoking forms; but anyway I would 
have the lines changed. “Sweet and 
sweetest when they've cleared away 


breakfast,” they should begin—of course | 


in rhyme and with proper scansion; 

but that is for a professional hand to 

adjust. “ Der-Der’s,” for instance. 
E.V. L. 


The Lay of the Last Minister. 
“Harcamne Eoas, under the Ministry.” 
Advt. in Daily Paper. 








“ Please excuse John from school to-day, 
as father’s ill and the pig has got to be fed.” 
Letter to a Schoolmaster, 


That ’s the worst of these invalids. 
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HUNTING TACTICS. 


THE BARRAGE FOR THRUSTERS. 
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He visits his 
tailor. 


| He is startled. 


A Man and His Suit. 


“ Fair tailor, greet you well. 

I come to bring you cheer, 
And yet not lightly; truth to tell, 

The solemn hour is here 
When I must plunge on something new. 
And shall it be a suit of blue ! 
I feel an inward urge 

To that same sober shade ; 
I mean the customary serge 

Which never looks decayed 
Quite, but can still confront the street, 
However shiny in the seat. 
Or shall I go attired 

All in the vernal grey ! 
I have aforetime been admired 

When I turned out that way. 
Brown I reject; to tasteful eyes 
It clashes with one’s fancy ties. 
But, tailor, yours the choice.” 

"2 r, no more I sing 
— aa gan or lift the voice 

or pale greys of Sprin 

Or Autumn's brown; “fas ar lines 
Are large and radiant to the nines. 
Now look at this and that, 

And look you here and there.” 
“Jerusalem! Jehosaphat! 

I ; Sive me air; 
Oh, , what changes hast thou seen! 
Yon skiey blue; yon ocean green, 





The tailor agrees. 


But is sold. 
He desponds. 


The tailor woos 
him on. 


He is yet in 
doubt. 


The tailor does 
not yield. 


He wavers. 


The tailor does. 
He decides. 





How exquisite the pink ; 
How ravishing the mauve ; 
Gallant the youth who dares to prink 
Himself in these, by Jove.” 
“Ay, these are for our bright young 
men,” 
“Tailor, enough; you stung me then. 


For what have brightness, youth, 
To do with me? Alas, 
The years have robbed me.” 
; “Now in sooth 
I will not let this pass; 
Of all my patrons, if I’m right, 
Are few more young, and none more 
bright. 


Then cheerly, master, choose.” 
“ Old flatterer, give o’er ; 
These are not such as elders use ; 
I may not.” 
“ Yet once more; 
Up, up for courage; do but think — 
How well you would attune with pink. 


“ You swear, if pinkly clad ‘ 
That I should look my best ! 
“1 swear it.” . 

“Then, by gad, 
In pink will I be death. 
The dic is cast. My mind’s ot ait 
Or no. I'll have flannel, please. 
aia Dum-DvoM. 


nea 
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Brad Pitre. - 
THE PROPOSALS: or, “TWO MINDS WITH BUT A SINGLE THOUGHT.” 


BOTH THESE BOYS MUST HAVE BOUGHT 





Miss Germania. “NOW ISN'T THAT FUNNY? 
THEIR VALENTINES AT THE SAME SHOP!” 
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| Impressions of Parliament. 
i 


Synopsis of the Week. 
February 4th.— Commons : 


Monday, 


| Herring Industry and Metropolitan 
| Police (Borrowing Powers) Bills read 


a Second Time. 


| Tuesday, February 5th.—Lords : 
(Overseas 
Loans) Bil! considered in Com- 
mittee. Unemployment Insur- 
ance Bill read a Second time. 
Commons: Working of Relief 


National Gallery 


Regulations considered. 


| Wednesday, February 6th.—Lords: 
Debates on Licensing of Clubs 


and Saar Refugees. 
Commons: 


Bill. 


cording to Sir Percy 


up Canadian doors for 


| 


| what sounds an exciting and 
| original form of endurance con- 
| test, and Sir Percy should take 


Second Reading 
Debate on Government of India 


Monday, February 4th.— Ac- 
Hurp, 
Customs mey have been holding 
some 
wecks, tothe great inconvenience 
of importers. Mr. Durr Cooper 
| promised to make inquiries into 





reLI 


| comfort in the thought that even 

| the strongest of the Customs 

| men must by now be getting very tired 

At the end of Questions Mr. Lans- 

| BURY reproved the FOREIGN SECRETARY 
for broadcasting a commentary on the 

| Anglo-French Conversations before he 

| had addressed the House on the sub 


ject. 
like one that would be made 
by Mr. Hrrier in Germany 
or Mr. Musso.snt in Italy,” 
said Mr. Lanspury, to the 
| cries of “Or Mr. Stauin”’ from 
the Government Benches 
Sir Joun explained that, it 
| being impossible to address 
the House on a Sunday, 
| he had thought it wise to 
take the first chance of 
clearing the minds of the 
public, 

To-day’s menu at West- 
minster was a simple one, 
just Herrings and Policemen. 

| In the case of the first, Sir 
| Goprrry CoLLins got a 
| Second Reading for the Bill 
to set up a Board to help the 
industry to reorganise itself, 
and the Home SECRETARY'S 
Bill to provide money for de- 
cently re-housing the second 


“The statement sounded to m« 


(in London) was also read a second 


time. 


All parties joined in tributes to the 
memory of Mr. J. H. Warr.ey, a mode! 
Speaker and a great friend to the 


House of Commons. 


Tuesday, February 5th.—When their 
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Lordships went into Committee this 
afternoon to consider various amend- 
ments to the Bill authorising the loan 
abroad of pictures from the National 
Gallery Lord Crawrorp made the in- 
teresting suggestion that we should 











VISION \ FORECAST OF A BROADCAST. 
Speaking—Sir Joun SIMon 
Listeni? ind ng) in—Mr, LaAnspury, 


form a representative collection of Eng- 
lish furniture, pictures and tapestry, 
such as the French possessed in their 


Garde-meuble, from which Embassies, 
Legations and the houses of Governor- 
Generals could be decorated. As the 


Bill stands at present loans are limited 


THE MINISTERIAL MENU. 
Herrings——Str Govrrey CoLLIns, 
Sugar Mr. Ec.ior 


to Embassies and to public exhibitions 
in foreign cities 
Wanted, a Financial Zoo. 


In the Commons, apart from the fact 
that Mr. Kimkwoop was at the top of 
his form, Question-time was dull. Sir 


Cyr Cops’s complaint that the suc- 
cess of the Australian loan conversion 
had been marred by Stags set Mr. P.'s 
R. wondering whether the time had 
not come when each Bourse should be 
allotted its particular menagerie by 
international agreement. 
Australian conversion scheme is 
to be spoilt at all then it would 
at least sound more seemly for 
the failure to be due to the oper- 
ations of, say, Wallabies or Fruit- 
eating Bats. 

The feature of the subsequent 
debate was Mr. Ourver STan- 
LEY’s honest confession that the 
new Relief Regulations gave fair 
grounds for grievance, and his 
announcement that they would 
for the moment be suspended, 
pending investigation, applicants 
being still entitled to any increase 
made under them but unaffected 
by any reduction. 
Board felt that the Regulations 
were sound in principle, but it 
had been made clear that investi- 
gation into their working was 
needed. This the Board proposed 
to set about at once. 

Labour Members claimed pre- 
science of the Regulations’ failure, Mr. 
BANFIELD alone having the courage 
to congratulate the MrnisTerR on his 
action; Mr. Morean Jones and Mr. 
Kirkwoop were particularly bitter. 
For the Liberals Sir HERBERT SAMUEL 
approved of the decision to suspend, 





If an 





He and the 





but blamed the Government 
for not listening enough to 
the advice of local Commit- 
tees. This feeling, that in- 
sufficient account had been 
taken of local variations, 


was evident in many other | 


speeches, 

Later in the evening 
Sugar Beet was awarded a 
supplementary present of 
£1,150,000. Counsel for Sugar 
Beet was Mr. E.sio7. 

Wednesday, February 6th. 

—Sir SamvEL Hoare began 
his introduction of the India 
Bill by hoping that the Gov- 
ernment had not, like Robin- 
son Crusoe, built a monstrous 
boat at a distance from the 
sea without knowing by 
what means they were to 
convey it to the water, and 
by remarking that to Mr. 


CuuRCHILL the serried experts behind 
this Bill appeared as miserable Lillipu- 









tian pygmies, the only Gulliver in the 
land being Mr. Counce. himself. 
With regard to the Federal issue, he 
claimed that difference of opinion arose 
on matters of method rather than on 
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_ grant real provincial autonomy 


| order, and that the Committee 
_ had good grounds for ite recom- 
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“Or course I KEEP SEVERAL LUXURIOUS LIMOUSINES, BUT I ALWAYS THINK ONE SEES MORE OF THE COUNTRY THIS WAY. 








principle. The Committee had, for in- 
stance, decided on indirect election to 
the Federal Legislature and he knew 
that a section of the House was vitally 
interested in this (the Liberals). As 
to the Reserve Bank and the Railway 
Board, he himself felt strongly 
that the Bill’s proposals to keep 
these as free as possible from 
political interference were sound. 

Turning to the Provinces, he 
said that the Government took 
the view that it was impossible to 


without the transfer of law and 


mendation of Second Chambers 
for the Provinces. There was a 
remarkable measure of agree- 
ment about the specivl responsi- 
bilities, but the difficulty was to 
define them. Certainly, Indian 
fiscal autonomy must continue; 
as Mr. Bacpwin had said, you 
could not sell cotton goods at the 
point of the bayonet. So far as 
the Services were concerned, the 
two main issues would be the 
Bill's proposals to continue recruit- 
ment as at present and to safeguard 
pensions. He expected that the chap- 
ter on the Courts of Justice would e 
uncontroversial, its object being chiefly 
to remove them from political influ. 
ence; and he was confident that the 
small extra cost of the Federal 


_ would be well within India’s resources. 


“NaTURALLY I’M HELPING TO MIND THE 
BECAUSE YOU SEE——-AHEM!—IT'’S PARTLY MINE.” 


Sir SamMvueEL concluded a brilliantly 
lucid speech by reminding Members 
that the Congress Party was bound to 
oppose any proposals coming from the 

ouse, that the danger in India was 
not so much Communism as irrespon- 





ate 


it did not immediately recognise India’s 
Dominion status, contained too many 
reservations and bolstered up a capit- 
alist system. On the other hand Sir 
Hersert SAMUEL promised Liberal 
support, although he was fearful of 
too many safeguards; and he 
was followed by Sir ALFRED 
Knox, who very civilly loosed 
off the Diehards’ preliminary 
fusillade. 





Our Back-Brencw Wuo’s 
Wao. 


Mr. GrRovEs 

Is one of those coves 

Who evoke cachinnation 

By asking endless questions 
about vachination. 

















Mr. Punch has received the 
following letter :— 





THE INFANT SAMUEL 


sibility, that the Government still re- 
garded India’s natural goal as Dominion 
status, and that the time had come for 
real concession. 

The debate which followed was peace- 
ful, and three representative speakers 
contributed to it. Mr. ArrLeE an- 
nounced that he and his party would 
oppose the measure on the grounds that 





BABY, 


Dear Mr, Puncu,—Last week, 
within your pages, 


with my name 

(As well as with my hat). 

of Sages, 

Your own good self I quite acquit of 
blame, 

But, for the writer—can’t the silly loon 


Now, Sage 


Get into his fat head my name is Scons! 


Mr. P.’s R. regrets the rhyme in 


the lampone. 





A quipful wight made merry | 
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To My Lady, From a Most 
\ 





Intolerable Distance. 





The birds all start to sing, 
Policemen hold up traffic 
The church bells start to ring, 
And even spiteful spinsters 
\ Stop their censonous talking, 
? And say, “ Well, pr’aps it isn’t true,” 
When Miel goes out walking. 


. WHEN Miel goes out walking 
t 





When Miel goes out walking 
The sun begins to shine, 
(nd every man she passes 
iach cursed man she passes, 
Says, “Ah, would she were mine! ” 
The pavement artists goggle 
And quite forget their chalking, 
And window-cleaners fall off sills 
When Miel goes out walking. \ - 
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: When Miel goes out walking ~ 
The shopmen smile and say, 

k ‘O darling lady, may we show 


You anything to-day?” 

Delighted road-men stop their drills, 
And riveters their caulking, 

And plumbers all forget their mates 
When Miel goes out walking. 





When Miel goes out walking 


Her friends all rush to greet her, / q 
But I may never hope in such } } (\\ 
A happy way to meet her, yi | it} 


eg eg, eg 


For twenty cruel, cruel miles 
My dreams are ever baulking, 
Ah, kindly Venus, grant to me 


A Bat ow ~ _ 


That some day I may always be | =, 
With her when she goes walking! 4 
{ | 
1: | 
pers pee 2 






































_with Magwitch are compressed 
| into one telling o 


| which Magwitch with deafen- 








188 PUNCH, or The London Charivari 


[February 13, 1935 





At the Play. 

“Tue Convict” (WESTMINSTER). 

Waar a pity that Dickens, having 
let his conviet give an immensely 
dramatic kick to the opening chapters 
of Great Expectations (on which novel 
this play is based) and awaken in Pip 
a consciousness that life could present 
even more urgent problems than those 
arising from proximity to Mrs. Joe 
Gargery, was not content to allow the 
man a permanent and well-earned 
exile, instead of lugging him back, 
stuffed with maudlin gratitude for 
pork-pies and files and with profits 
improbably shorn from the other black 
sheep of Botany Bay, to sink a first- 
class novel in tortuous melodrama! 

In all the cireumstances of Miss 
Havisham, in Pip’s wooing of Estella, 
in his adventures as a gentleman and 
in his mental see-sawing between the 
glamour of London and the honest 
worth of Joe and the forge, there was 
enough material for the fattest novel, 
und Dickens was handling it magni- 
ficently until the fatal night when 
Magwitch crept into the Temple. 
lhen—if I may say it without irrever- 
ence—DickEns lost his head and his 
sense of humour and, worse, his faith 
in Miss Havisham to hold his public, 
und began to search so wildly 
for unexpected twists that he 
dragged the yokel Orlick into 
attempting an almost motiveless 
murder and then left him run- 
ning about indefinitely, a fugi- 
tive on the marshes. 

['m sorry. It’s ungrateful to 
chide and too late to grumble; 
but when you come to make a 
play of the book, as Mr. C. E. 
OrensHaw and Miss Era er 
Dickens have done, the trouble 
is that the best of the book is its 
least dramatic part, and the con- 
vict plot is more easily adaptable 
to the stage than what one may 
call the Havisham plot. The 
authors have attempted to tele- 
scope the essentials of the whole 
book with courage and, consider- 
ing everything, remarkably little 
distortion, but as a result the 
play is very long, much of the 
original humour (which is literary 
humour) is absent, the convict, 
even in Sir Jon Martin- 
Harvey’s hands, has far too 
much to say and the three lead- 
ing women far too little. 

Pip’s meetings on the marsh 


ing scene in 


Abel Magwitch (Sir Joux Marri -Hanvrr). 
You KNow mE?” 


Pip(Mr. Hoaeer Greco). “Weir, vou can’t ‘se Srover funniest piece of dramatic criti- 


pie, the brandy and the quaking Com- 
peyson and they are both re-arrested. 





Tae 


THE VERY DICKENS OF A FELLOW! 
Pip (as a child) . Master Dick Curnocx. 
Joe Gargery. . Mr. Wivrrip Watrer. 


A good scene follows in the cottage, 
where Joe’s sterling qualities are re- 





ing gusto falls in turn upon the Currey, av any Rate.” 





“ Don’? 


vealed (Mr. WirLFrIp WaLrers’ Joe is 
dead true to DicKENs and excellent), 
the strange story of Miss Havisham ig 
told to us, and we catch our only 
glimpse of Mrs. Joe (Miss Mary May. 
FREN) and the humbug Pumbleckook 
(Mr. B. Marsu Dunn); and after that 
comes Miss Havisham’s bedroom on 
the day of Pip’s first visit. It must 
be extraordinarily difficult to get its 
almost Por-ish atmosphere across on 
the stage; a clever setting and Miss 
Jean Capewu’s skilful avoidance of 
the eerie or the too-mad come near 
success. Miss Tura Houmess’ Fstella 
is also very intelligently acted, a cold 


‘beauty not merely warped but fully 


conscious of the warping. As for the 
little Pip, before we pass on to the 
bigger one I can only say that Master 
Dick CuRNOCK is already a most ac- 
complished actor. 

Although ten years pass, neither Joe 
nor Biddy (Miss Mary Casson) are any 
older—a fault. A fine sonorous, idiot- 
ically legal Jaggers (Mr. JouN Gaxsipe) 
hauls a grown-up Pip (Mr. Hvusert 
GREGG, who does very well) off to town, 
and there we see him settling down 
with Herbert Pocket (Mr. Ropert 
Gryns, who has all the requisite charm 
and integrity of caama tan is rather 
more robust than the original), suffer- 
ing rejection by an almost-thawed 
Estella, and finally undertak- 
ing the safety of his returned 
patron. 

The end is necessarily altered, 
Miss Havisham is spared the 
flames and is persuaded by Pip 
to see daylight, literally, at 
last; Magwitch is hidden in Joe's 
cottage, where he is arrested, 
stabs Compeyson and dies; and 
we are left with no indication of 
Pip’s likely future nor of Joe's 
and Biddy’s romance. 

I hope there are enough 
DickENS lovers left to pack 
every house and come away to 
enjoy being querulous, as I have 
done. The play is worth a visit, 
and will be more so if the sixth 
seene is shortened, which can 
be done with no reflection on 
Sir Jonn MarTIN-HARVEY, 
whose Magwitch is powerful and 
persuading. In any case it 18 
silly to grieve (as I did) because 
Mr. Wemmick and his Aged P. 
had to bow to the demands of 
theatrical contraction, and be- 
cause, for the same reason, it 
was impossible to give us & 
glimpse of that memorable 
Hamlet of Mr. Wopsle’s, which 
inspired what I think is the 


cism ever written. Eric. 
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‘LOVE ON THE DoLE” (GARRICK). 

The story of this play by Messrs. 
Ronatp Gow and Waseee GREEN- 
woop (based on a novel by the last- 
named) is as simple as it is sad. Mr. 
and Mrs. Hardcastle live, with their 


_ daughter Sally and their seventeen- 


| year-old son, Harry, in circumstances of 


ever-increasing poverty in Hanky Park, 
a grim unemployment-ridden Lanca- 
shire town. Sally is in love with Larry 
Meath, a passionate idealist and re- 
former, who wants to get out of Hanky 
Park yet cannot bear to leave it as it is, 
Harry (when his money-making dreams 
permit it) with a certain Miss Helen 
Hawkins. One after another the three 
men lose their jobs. Harry gets his girl 
“into trouble” and Larry Meath is 
fatally injured in a street riot which 
he is doing his best to stop. Then Sally 
in despair consents to become the 
“housekeeper” of the wealthy but 
married, repulsive and in all respects 
ineligible Sam Grundy in return for a 
settlement and the promise of jobs for 
her father and brother. 

Such are the bare bones of a play 
whose single aim is to present the heart- 
rending hopeless struggle of the work- 
less against degradation and despair. 
That it succeeds with such immense 
effect is due, I think, apart from its 
obvious sincerity, to a complete ab- 


| sence of anything in the way of ex- 








plicit propaganda. There is no 
screaming here against capitalists 
or politicians, no attempt to 
force a contrast between the lives 
of these forsaken people and the 
lives of the well-to-do (that would 
be superfluous when one has only 
to look from the stage to the 
stalls to see it), only a plain 
straightforward statement of fact 
“This is how these people have 
to live. You can see their cour- 
age. You can see how they fight 
to keep their ideals and their 
self-respect. And you can see too 
how, unless they can get work 
instead of just the dole, sooner 
or later they are bound to go 
under. Life is too unfair for 
them.” “I’ve done my best, 
haven't I?” says Mr. Hardcastl: 
hopelessly as the curtain falls; 
“I’ve done my best.” 

The moral problem involved 
in Sally’s final bitter determina- 
tion to get something out of life 
for herself and for her family by 
giving herself to the unlovely Sam 
might, in a play of a different 
type, have been the crux of the 


whole matter. Here it is only im- Mrs. Dorbell Miss. Marre Avr. 
ree in so far as it stresses the Mrs. Bull Miss Beatrice VaRLry. 
»itter injustice of a world which Mrs. Jike Miss Dausmta Wiits. 
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could force even the thought of such a 
way out on a girl of Sally’s innocence 
and courage. The real “meat” of the 


play lies in the scenes between Sally and 





4 Policeman (Mr 
Ba @oom! THAT's T’ 
IN FIV? 


Enmoxn W. Wappr). 
SECOND OOP - TRAIN 
MINUTES,” 


her lover earlier on. Both of them 
hate Hanky Park and all its works, 
both are determined not to let its de- 
moralising influence kill their love of 
decency and beauty. But Sally feels, 
once she is sure of his love, that with 





THE THREE WITCHES. 





a home of her own, however poor, 
and him she could forget it and be 
happy; Larry knows that he could not. 
He could never be content to shut 
his eyes to all the squalor and misery 
around him. He wants to do some- 
thing about it. From the very start, 
before Larry loses his job, Hanky 
Park is a bar between them, threaten- 
ing their happiness; and in the end it 
kills him. 

To estimate the real ability of an 
actress on the strength of a single per- 
formance would be rash in the extreme, 
but it can at least be said that as Sally 
in this play Miss Wenpy Hitter 
achieves a personal triumph. Her 
naturalness, her sincerity and her 
charm—charm is too sophisticated a 
word for Sally: sweetness perhaps 
are beyond praise. What her previous 
history on the stage may be I do not 
know, but her future, provided plays 
as good as this can be found for her to 
act in, ought to be brilliant. Nor does 
she by any means shine alone. The 
general level of the acting throughout 
a cast fourteen strong is extraordinarily 
high. Mr. Jutren Mirowens as Mr. 
Hardcastle, Miss CATHLEEN NESBITT as 
Mrs. Hardcastle and Mr. Ba.iarp 
BERKELEY as barry Meath are all ex- 
cellent; while Mr. ALEX GRANDISON as 
young Harry gives a really noteworthy 
performance in a part which nine actors 
out of ten would have made simply 
commonplace 

There are also the Three 
Witches, Mrs. Jike, Mrs. Dorbell 
and Mrs. Bull, who represent the 
finished product of Hanky Park's 
degrading influence, Their visits 
to the Hardcastles’ kitchen in- 
variably terminate in the same 
way, a violent command to get 
out; but, like Nature, they al- 
ways come back—to drink their 
cups of tea (not without gin), to 
pour out their evil counsel on 
the silent Mrs. Hardcastle's head, 
and to add a little humour to 
lighten (though not disperse) the 
tragic atmosphere. A scurrilous 
but a welcome crew. 


Altogether a strong, well- 
written, well-acted and very 
moving play. H. F. E. 


Looking on the Bright Side. 

“The Guild represented security, 
and—not that he was a pessimist—he 
viewed the present with miagiving 
and the future with alarm.” 

Report of a Speech. 

“Gentlewoman, Scotch, aged 34, 
requires Popst, companion. Can drive 
car.” —Daily Paper. 


gentlewoman ? ” 











Is a Popst a fit companion for a | 
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The Outlaw. 


Wrru lagging steps I go in search of 
my charger. I find her on the far side of 





| the band, quarrelling violently with the 
groom. She is a dirty-looking platinum 
_ blonde with a lurid bloodshot eye and a 


frozen sneer. The thought of having to 
wrestle with this brute for a fortnight 
sends my heart to my boots, but I 
manage to summonasmile as the groom 
introduces us. She stares gloomily at 


endurance, I hand her the wallop she 
has been asking for. . . . 

Some of those strange forms of life 
which are always to be found in the 
rear of an infantry battalion help me 
back to my feet, and one of them 
catches the horse. I replace the divots 
and remount. 

The Adjutant canters up and we 
have a brisk liver-to-liver talk on 
idiotcy. The grievance for some inex- 
plicable reason appears to be his. 

Once again we return to our proper 





me as though her worst fears 
are realised. By some fem- 
inine or equine intuition she 

pon 


knows instantly that I am no WY PR in 


| horseman. 


| ask the groom what sort 
of a horse she is and he tells 
me—in three words. This in- 
formation makes me feel posi- 
tively ill. If my groom has 
trouble with it what will hap- 
pen tome? I have seen him 
reduce a cart-horse to tears 
in a kicking-match. Even 
his wife is afraid of him. 

In an effort to establish 
friendly relations I present 
her with a handful of sugar. 
She responds by using me as . 
. handkerchief and lashes out | —7 
suddenly at the groom. He} 
leaps to safety and advises me | 
to mount while she is quiet. 

| swing myself aboard and, 
turning her in the right diree- 
tion, ask her with honeyed iB: 
words to take me back to the} |)” 
battalion. To my surprise 
she obeys without a murmur, 
ind the fact that the shortest 
route lies through the band 
worries her not at all. As we 
pile the musicians aside I 
gather from their remarks 
that they do not share the 
usual gentlemanly predilec- 
tion for blondes. 








4 
3 


, fore 


hive 
ie 4) 


“ BETTER LET ME SEND THEM, Sir. 
AWKWARD ON THE UNDERGROUND.” 






You'LL FIND THEM 


i 
deafening howl, and the warriors slope 
arms. That does it. . . . This time, | 
however, she gives me a sergeant to 

break my fall. 

Again I remount; but she is excited | 
now. Tremor after tremor passes 
through her bony frame. She stares 
wildly at the other horses and emits 
snorts of contempt. I can read her 
thoughts. She is wondering why 
inferior chargers are allowed to wear 
Colonels, Majors and Adjutants while 
she is given a second-rate Company- 
———) Commander with hands like 
a tram-driver. 

Madly I haul at her as she 
begins to waltz towards the 
Colonel. But it is hopeless. 
Slowly but surely we approach 
and the Colonel’s complexion 
becomes richer and richer as 
with one boiled eye on me he 
tries to move the battalion 
off. The Adjutant, breath- 
ing fire, slashes savagely at 
my blonde. To my constern- 
ation she counters with a 
slapping kick, and the Adju- 
tant, giving an involuntary 
Wild West display, is elimin- 
ated from the proceedings. 

The Colonel shouts at me. 
I can’t hear what he is saying, 
but it doesn’t matter—he will 
repeat it later on. Wildly I 
wrench at my raging blonde, 
and the Colonel’s crop de- 





scending on her butt-end 
coincides with the discordant 
crash of the band’s opening 
notes. 

My steed decides to desert. 
We pass diagonally through 
the battalion, leaving behind 
us a trail of mutinous chaos. 
Flashing round the Sergeants’ 
Mess we scatter a squad of 
signallers to the four winds 
and make for the open road. 
The sentry outside the Guard- 





We reach the front of my 
Company safely and, turning our backs 
on the troops, i call a halt, but without 
result. Like a more famous animal, she 
goes on walking. I wheel her round and 
back we go. The subaltern in front 
of the leading platoon watches our 
approach with ever-increasing anxiety. 
Shoving my feet forward I throw all 
my weight on the reins. She takes no 


| notice. With knee, heel and all the 


_ worst language I can think of I try to 


turn her again. 
But it is no use, The heroic subaltern 
is swept aside and we through the 


_ Company, scattering the warriors right 


| 


and left. When the last rank has closed 


| behind us she 4 and looks round at 


me with an evil 


eer. Goaded beyond 


place—backwards, it is true, but still 
we get there; and if we remain the 
wrong way round, what of it? We have 
hundreds of men to look at instead of 
one solitary simmering Adjutant. 
Suddenly she sneezes, and, finding 
my knee out of reach, she strolls 
languidly over to the band and blows 
her nose on the Drum-Major’s ear. 
Beyond a rather vulgar remark, which 
I overlook under the circumstances, 
he merges magnificently from an ordeal 
strong enough to rock a Guardsman. 
A wild howl from the Adjutant 
brings the battalion to attention, and 
my Steed, amazed at the sudden 
rigidity of the troops, takes me back 
to see what it is all about. Another 








____|tent, torn between duty and 
a desire to prolong his existence, brings 
off a marvellous salute during a back- 
ward somersault as we plunge past. 
But nothing matters now ; the blonde 
fiend can do her worst. Only a broken 
neck can save me from the wrath to 
come. 








An Impending Apoiogy. 

“ Attendance at this exhibition last Satur- 
day is said to have beaten all records, for 
density, in the history of Montreal art shows. 

Canadian Paper. 





“ Three trunks from 10,000 to 15,000 years 
old, dating back to the last ice period, have 
been found under the bed of the Rhine at 
Carlsruhe.”—Sunday Paper. 


Even the trunks under our own bed are 





not quite as old as that. 
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“WELL, WOULD YOU CARE TO TAKE OUT THIS LITTLE POLICY INSURING YoU 


INSURANCE AGENTS?” 





AGAINST LOSS OF TIME INTERVIEWING 








Identification. 





Edith had lured me to a dance, and 
I was smoking a cigarette behind a 
palm when a stout lady approached 
with a beaming smile from behind an- 
other palm. 

“Fancy meeting you?” she said 
“ How is old J?” : 

I wondered where I had met her. 
Possibly on the cruise last July. 
Obviously I must pretend that | 
remembered her. 

“Old J is fit as a fiddle,” I said, 
wondering which of the many J’s in 


| my life she was talking about. I hoped 


her next remark would make things 
clearer. 
“Last time I was over at Ealing, 


| she went on, “Emily told me that he 
had been very shaky since his fall.” 


I cursed the mysterious J and wished 
he would be more careful. So far as I 
knew none of my J’s had been falling, 
but I know so many J’s that I cannot 
possibly keep pace with their ups 


| and downs. 


‘He seemed quite better when I saw 
him on Wednesday,” I said. “ By the 


way, how is Emily?” I thought this 
would be bound to clear things up. If 
I could find out which Emily she was 
talking about I could identify the J 
and possibly the woman herself. 

She waggled her finger at me and 
looked arch 

“You needn't ask me about Em- 
ily,” she said knowingly. “ You 
mustn’t think I haven’t heard about 
your engagement. When is the wed- 
ding ?”’ 

It dawned on me that she had made 
a mistake and that I was not who she 
thought I was. I am certainly not 
engaged to any Emilys, one wife being 
quite enough for the present. Anger 
gripped me. Here had I been tortur- 
ing my brain to identify mysterious 
J’s and problematical Emilys and all 
the time it was the stout woman’s bad 
memory and not mine that was at 
fault I determined to punish her. 

‘How is L?” I asked. 

She staggered a little but pulled her- 
self together with an effort. 

‘Absolutely splendid!” she said, 
eyeing me curiously. She was evidently 
thinking that I could not be whoever 
she had thought I was, but somebody 


else she had met on a cruise or some- 
thing. 

I looked surprised at the absolute 
splendour of L. 

“She must have recovered very 
quickly from the paralytic stroke she 
had a month ago,” I said, getting my 
revenge for the falling J. 

She winced, but came back gamely. 

“The doctor said it was a miracle,” 
she explained. ‘‘The quickest recovery 
in his experience.” 

Inspiration seized me. I intended to 
make her suffer and I took from my 
pocket a pencil and a piece of paper. 
“Can you give me L’s address?” | 
asked. ‘I want to write to her about 
P’s wedding.” 

She surrendered. 

“I’m afraid we've both made a 
faux pas,” she said. “I think we have 
both mistaken one another for some- 
body else. You really must forgive me 
but I thought you were a little rat of a 
man with a cast in his eye that I met 
at Cromer in August. The resemblance 
is almost uncanny.” 

And she swayed back to the shelter 
of her own palm, bearing with her the 
honours of war. 
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Reflection at Dawn 


On learning, as we all learned, tout court, that the BBC. 
had banned a dance-song with the refrain “The Pig Got 
Up and Slowly Walked Away.” 


———e 


O B.B.C., I'm sure that you were right, 

Ban as you will, you're trusted by us all; 
But it has tantalised me all the night 

(As Davin’s harp once irritated Savt); 
The question, — again, again, again, 

What could have been the subject of the lay. 
What context could have led to the refrain 
“The pig got up and slowly walked away”! 


Il. 


\lone, near daybreak, sitting, I reflect, 

How many things a pig might well desert! 
Was it that man, bejewelled and bechecked 
I met last week, who put me on a cert / 

It cannot lose, me lad, it’s Going Big; 

Plank your last collar-stud on Lady Gay;” 
And, when he tried it on that prudent pig, 

The pig got up and slowly walked away ! 


Or did the porker, inconspicuous there, 
Rasher than usual, join some highbrow throng 
Where haggard ladies burdened all the air 
With babble of the latest lords of song, 
Suns beauty, love or music, rhyme or reason, 
Sans all except the longing épater— 
Was it there that, having stood it for a season, 
The pig got up and slowly walked away ? 


IV. 
Or did he meet promoters in the City ? 
Or was he too much muleted by a Beak ? 
Or did he see some piece acclaimed as witty 
With lines no pig would condescend to speak ? 
Or was it—(Hush!)—was it at the House of Commons 
That, after watching Mr. X at play, 
Professing he'd received an urgent summons 
The pig got up and slowly walked away ¢ 


v. 
Was it a pig all-knowing, pig o’ dreams, 
Or but a sadder and a wiser swine 
(A Parliamentary word now, so it seems, 
So I shall not crave on for the line) 
Who'd grown quite disillusioned with the world 
And left it? Please forgive me if I say 
| like to think, with pig-tail neatly curled, 
The pig got up onl slowly walked away. 


VI. 


Echo may answer, but no other voice: 
No sound from the laconic B.B.C ; 
No friendly agency assists my choice 
Of one among whatever may be. 
The only tion I can take 
Is that henceforth, on many and many a day, 
That comment, sotto voce, 1 shall make: ; 
“The pig got up and slowly walked away.’ 
J.C.8, 


Kultur. 
Typical englisch Conversations for nordic Students, 
(Made in Germany.) 





XVI.—A-GOLFING. 

Lord Smith. Now I have to do this hole in boger to 
vainquish, and should I be he who loses two more holes 
I shall have to treat refreschments. 

Viscount Brown. Let me, I pray, instruct you which 
things to observe. Eye the ball without stint, and when at 
ease, swing for it. 

Lord Robinson. Tt is not all done by talk. What next! 
Those who sport behind us gather impatience. Listen! 

A Behind Them Coming Gentleman. Hi, there! I say! Do 
not think, I beg, that we are fond of standing about for 
many days! Swing, I pray, and permit us to proceed! 

Lord Smith. Who are these who address us in a fashion 
so perempt ? 

Viscount Brown. | think it is a mixed fearsome. 

Lord Smith. Then perchance I should stroke the ball 
lest they should catch us up and behave as if they were 
in not a good temper. Where is my maschi? 

[He plays on to a lawn, 

Viscount Brown. Bravo! But oh my! Some gasch you 
have cut in the prettie! Of course the slice must be 
restored, but I see it nowhere to be found. 

Lord Smith. Come along, do! What a fuss about you 
make! I will dispatch one of the cabbies. He shall make 
all safe and sound some more. Anyway my ball lies on 
the lawn. 

Lord Robinson. But it is the wrong lawn. Ho! Ho! 

Lord Smith. Ei! Tech! Too bad! Never mind I will 
resume my maschi and try again. 

The Behind Them Coming Gentleman. Ho, by the way, 
I tell you! Give me leave to remark that we also should 
be delighted to play now and again in a while, if you have 
not come to live here and will consider us. Be so kind, I 
say! Come along there, do! 

Lord Smith. 1 cannot brook these awkward noises which 
arrive in time to confuse me in mid-stroke. 

Viscount Brown. Do not mind him. He is being sar- 
caustic. He is making game and thinks to be humoresque, 

Lord Robinson, Oh no, my good chap, if I may say so, 
listen: It is because he is not making game that he is 
annoyed. Ho! Ho! Ho! Ho! 

Lord Smith. There! At last I am on the right lawn all 
correct. I now take the patter. 

| Each inserts his own ball into the hole. 

Viscount Brown (to the Behind Them Coming Gentleman). 
There, Sir, the hole is now disengaged. Play on, do, I 
beseech you, but kindly remember not to behave as if you 
were one of the not the best people. 








After the Ball was Over. 
“The hockey dance on Tuesday night was highly successful. A 
motorist going home in the morning crashed into and overturned @ 
fountain in Limerick St.”—Jrish Paper. 





Better Luck for Mother Hubbard ? 


_ “A week or 8o since I called attention to an old lady of 8%, who 
intelligently enjoyed land criticised ‘Precious Bone,’ that I had 
lent her.”—Note in Local Paper, 





“ Brains, I was glad to find, are used more than in this country. 
Try this recipe from my ‘diary.’ Parboil the brains. . . .” 
Culinary Note from Sparn. 





In some cases this already appears to have been done. 
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“Tak, Lapy? WaHen ‘r Gers A-GOING THE OTHER BIRDS CAN'T "EAR THEIRSELVES THINK!” 
Echoes from the Chateau d’If. 
(With acknowledgments to Lord Roruwermers's article, “If we were Portuguese,” in “The Sunday 
Dispatch,” and apologies to the shade of Swinac rye.) 
Ir we were Portuganders, And if I reigned in Hungary, But if I were Dictator 
And also Portugeese, With Esmonp at my side, Of all the human race, 
: Our ancient strength renewing We, in our state sequestered, Reducing MussoLint 
E We'd stay for ever stewing Would be no longer pestered To the level of a tweeny 
2 Like happy salamanders, By dangerous men in dungaree I'd turn the whole Equator 
E re in our grease— Who now infest the Clyde— Into an Air-Force base— 
If we were Portuganders If | were King of Hungary If I were sole Dictator 
And also Portugeese. With EsmMonp at my side. Of all the human race, ©.L.G 
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Lady Motorist. “Ie yvou'vk NO OBJECTION I'D LIKE TO GO OVER SOME OF THE GROUND AGAIN WITH THE PLAINTIFF 








Our Booking Office. 
(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 
A Son of the Pelican. 


Tue pelican who so altruistically despoils himself of his 
plumage in the — of Corpus has had few more unselfish 





_ protégés than the author of Sandford and Merton. The 


| Kxempla 


Mr. Day (Faser anv Faper, 8/6), who came 
up to Oxford as a gentleman-commoner in the early days 
of Grorer IL., has hitherto proved unhappy in his bio- 


_graphers. He owes his literary survival to 7'ommy Merton, 


| Harry Sandford, Mr. Barlow, and the inimitable blend of 


Sparta and Jean-Jacques which the pedagogy of Mr. 


| Barlow so vivaciously illustrates. Beyond this he is 
_ vaguely recalled as the rejected suitor of two of his friend 
_ Epcewortu’s four wives and as the educator of a couple of 


orphan girls from whom he hoped to select his own partner. 
Now, however, the whole lovable and eccentric life, with 


its magnanimous but always rather gawky —s has 


| been rendered with admiration, humour an 


sympathy. 


_ Sur Samuet Scorr’s delightful study sees one of the most 


_ practical and most luckless of philanthropists from his 


brutal Carthusian school-days, through his wooing, travel- 
ling, farming and writing, to the burning, by the Suffra- 


gettes, of the tomb he finally shared with a devoted and 
broken-hearted wife. 





Shell In and Shell Out. 

The somewhat sordid pathos of The Return (DuckwortH, 
7/6) resides less perhaps in its circumstances than in its 
characters’ attitude towards life. I am almost. however, 
persuaded that the one has a good deal to say to the other 
and that the young people who through no fault of their 
own occupy the less luxurious outposts of the industrialist 
system have little chance of developing the higher civic 
virtues or, for the matter of that, the domestic ones. 
Effie the saleswoman and Jack the garage-manager, though 
jockeyed into a ‘‘church” wedding by the respectable 
tendencies of the bride’s family, have very little notion of 
the obligations of matrimony. Effie, of the more benevolent 
intentions but the weaker stamina, wearies of them first and 
consoles herself with the morally improvident Walt, the 
child who should have united her to Jack proving at the 
outset a stumbling-block. Miss Norau C. JAaMEs, contriving 
a happy if entirely fortuitous curtain, has observed her 
little world with penetration, though I am not sure that her 
blend of crude realism and romantic haze is everybody's 
reading. Her figures undoubtedly live—however sorely 
one might be tempted to wish they didn’t. 





News from the West. 
I doubt whether any more enterprising adventurer set 
sail in the Mayflower than Mr. Guy Austin, who travelled, 
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no doubt in greater comfort, by the Olympic, and not with- 
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| deavour, in the teeth of racketeers and 


| Way. 


| equally be regarded as the last strong- 





| himself as a Pilgrim Father (BuEs, 8/6). 
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out warrant, for he carried two small 
children among his effects, describes 


It is true that he had a secure, if 
modest, income at his back and a very 
modest wad of capital in his pocket; 
on the other hand those old Puritans 
were not called upon to face the haz- 
ards of broadcasting or publicity, or, 
what must be doubly intimidating, the 
two in combination. Nor, for they had 
said good-bye to all that, did they en- 


their like, to run theatres somewhere 
cast of an as-yet-undreamed-of Broad- 
Nor, finally, did they reach the 
land of hope just when it was totter- 
ing on the brink of a Great Depression. 
But Mr. Austin has done all! these 
things, lost money and made friends 
in the process, trekked south to dis 
cover the charms of Florida and the 
Mexique Bay, and has withal preserved 
against the drowsy seductions of beach- 
combing energy enough to compose a 
record of his experiences and thereby 
cast a clear and on the whole a kindly 
light on a land which, it seems, may 


hold of primeval savagery and as an 
outpost of a Brave New World. 





Rum, Women and Muskets. 

Messrs. CHARLES NoRDHOFF and 
James Norman Hatt, in Pitcairn’s 
Island (CHAPMAN AND HALL, 7/6), have 
completed the third of their trilogy 
dealing with the Bounty mutiny. From 
conflicting stories they have come as 
near as is possible to the facts, while 
the imaginative percentage of the book 
is in keeping with the known char- 
acters of the mutineers themselves 
The Bounty arrived at the island with 
nine white, six native men and twelve 
native women (one of whom soon died) 
The unbalanced proportion of the sexes 
(aided by raw spirits) led inevitably to 
an orgy of hate and murder, until after 
seven years in this second Garden of 
Eden, ALEXANDER ADAMS was the only W: 


No, SIR, ot 





R 





US LIKE THE PASSENGERS 18. 


AIN'T ORGANISED 


GAMES FOR 


MAKES OUR OWN FUN.” 





male survivor of the original party. ——— 
When the sealer 7'opaz rediscovered the island eighteen 
years after the Bounty men had landed, she found Apams, 
a man of fifty, living in patriarchal peace with ten women 
and a matter of two dozen healthy half-blooded children. 
This is a well-written volume which makes no attempt to 
exaggerate the drama of one of the strangest tales in sea- 
history. By the way, I believe the Bownty’s chronometer, 
mentioned by the authors, is still ticking valiantly at 
Greenwich Observatory (a Kendall of 1778). 


Duke and Duchesses. 

Mr. SterHen McKenna, in his new book, Sole Death 
(Hutcutnson, 7/6), tells a sad story of the fortunes of a 
somewhat unpleasant nobleman and his three wives. The 
second duchess, Jda, is Mr. McK Eenna’s heroine, and Bettine, 


| the girl who is to become the third, his villainess. The duke’s 


title and wealth, or animal attractiveness, seem to make 





him irresistible, and Jda, when she finds her marriage en- 
dangered by her childlessness and his straying fancy, 
contrives to present him with an heir by the somewhat 
hackneyed expedient of making love to one of his friends. 
This extraordinary self-sacrifice proves not quite so heroic 
as first appeared, for when the duke compromises himself 
with Bettine, Duchess Ida happily discovers that her love 
for him has been infatuatiou and that she loves her child’s 
father, but on a far higher plane. The story is, needless to 
say, very well told, and we move in the highest circles with 
the greatest familiarity; but essential values are a little 
smudged and the lovers rather too slight and fickle to 
trouble the heart of the reader very deeply. 


A Banner-Bearer. 
That At 33 (Lang, 12/6) Miss Eva Le GALLIENNE should 





have to her credit so uninterrupted a series of interesting | 





i NOR ET ES NETLOG LI 























| 196 PUNCH, or The 


ee, 


London Charivari [February 13, 1935 





‘arts played and withal the distinction of having dreamed, 
pate: and directed the Civic Repertory Theatre (of 
New York) is due to a happy combination of _* 
forceful yet gracious pe ty, sound talent, good looks, 
courage and initiative and a cosmopolitan education 
and experience. She has too a high sense of vocation 
for that queer, that unique profession, the stage, and 
that group in it which refuses to give way to the money- 
changers within what it obstinately looks upon as a 
sort of supplementary Church. Proof of all these good 
gifts emerges from a desultory narrative not altogether 
| free of those rapturous turns of phrase which are apt to 
| seem insincere to those who do not understand the lan- 
| guage. The young actress impressed both BerNHARDT and 
| Duse, almost impressed them into her service as patrons 
and mascots. But I am not sure that the most charac- 
teristic feat is not the dragging off a growling millionaire 
| from his lair in the (Paris) Ritz to his bank to draw out 
three thousand dollars urgently needed for the “treasury. 





A Self-Centre. 
| Miss Lerrce Coo- 

per’s book, We Have 
| Cometoa Country (GoL- 
| LANOZ, 7/6), is, I think, 
| a first novel. Anyway 
it is a model one, well- 
| written, amusing, satir- 
ical and perfectly - pro- 
portioned. The author 
amuses herself and us 
| at the expense of several 
| social workers who form 
an Occupation Centre 
(or kindergarten, as one 
| member called it) for 
| unemployed men and a 
self-advancement centre 
for themselves; and she 
describes the reactions 
of the men very well in- 
deed. Even the stiffest 
Tory will sympathise 
with Ephraim’s outburst 
after a young lecturer’s 





ployed about pleasure- 








| cruising—"“ . . . expeditions, cars, everything—and all for 
| one guinea a day.” The Centre is also a meeting-place for 
| people whose private lives make an excellent sub-story. 
| And how cleverly Miss Coorrr has allowed these people 
| to — for themselves. The best talkers among them 

are Mrs. Parker, the fat and kindly climber; her daugh- 
_ ter, who is a Communist; Mrs. Buck, the main figure in 
| Press photographs; the unstable Alick and the really nice 
| Laura, who is the last hope of the Centre. But TI can 
| only beg you to meet them all. 


In the Highlands. 

The Gowk Storm revealed Miss N. Bryssoxn Morrison’s 
qualities as a novelist, and if in The Strangers (CoLutys, 7/6) 
she has set herself too difficult a task she is, at any rate, 
to be congratulated on an ambitious and interesting ex. 
periment. Italian and Scottish families, the Montis and 
the Saundersons, meet in a Bournemouth lodging-house. 
Then young Bernardo Monti and his sister bolt from their 
feckless relations and take an inn on an island in the 

Scottish Highlands where the Saundersons as a rule spend 
| their holidays. Bernardo is a terrific person who forces 





his will on all and sundry; his sister is an amiable creature 
mainly composed of putty. Both of them marry Saunder. 
sons; but Bernardo’s wife is unfaithful to him and he takes 
the law into his own hands. Quietly and not ineffective} 
Miss Morrison tells the story of these Scottish-Italian 
alliances, but when in conclusion she tries to analyse the 
feelings of Bernardo in prison I feel that she is more 
courageous than discreet. 





Defence and Defiance. 

Perry Mason,“ the great criminal lawyer,” makes a second 
appearance in T'he Case of the Howling Dog (CassE., 7/6), 
and as regards detective fiction there is ample evidence that 
he has come to stay. “With his face set and stern, as 
though carved from granite, his steady eyes containing a 
smouldering light in their sombre depths,” Mason, if rather 
a familiar type to readers of sensational novels, is un- 
doubtedly an original investigator. Perhaps had he played 
some of his tricks on this side of the Atlantic he might 

ee ee ee bie knead 
severely rapped, but 
placed in a different 
atmosphere he triumphs 
all along the line. In- 
deed my only grumble 
against Mr. Er_e Sran- 
LEY GARDNER is that 
Mason is such a bril- 
liant constellation that 
the remaining characters 
are almost completely 
thrown into the shade, 
They merely twinkle 
around him. 


Mr. Punch on Tour. 





The Exhibition of the 
original work of Living 
Punch Artists recently 
held at the Punch Office 
will be on view at the 
Corporation Art Gallery, 
Huddersfield, from Feb- 





advice to the unem- % “Sar, GENUINE EGYPTIAN DAGGER MAKE IN ENGLAND. Buy Breerisn!” ruary 23rd to March 


sieticcmerite Ses 23rd, after which it will 
be shown at Dudley, Bristol, Manchester and Gateshead. 

The Exhibition of Prints depicting humorous situations 
between Doctor and Patient will be on view at the City 
Museum and Art Gallery, Plymouth, from February 22nd 
till March 23rd. 

Invitations to visit either of these Exhibitions at any 
of these places will be gladly sent to readers if they apply to 
the Secretary, Punch Offices, Bouverie Street, London, E.C.4. 











An Impending Apology. 
“ He has spoken of telephones, but he will have to get up early iw 
he is to know everything which Sir Kingsley Wood does not know. 
Scots Journal. 





“Oxford rowed the 12 miles from Henley Bridge to the Regatta 
starting post in 8 min. 3 sec.”—Rowing Report. 


Taking the corners, we presume, on four oars. 





“Deal is to be enlarged to embrace Walmer and two villages. and 
a new borough will be created.”—Daily Paper. 
Rumours that the borough is to be called The New Deal are 
now discredited. 
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ScrENTISTS say that the sun will 
last us another 15,000,000,000 years. 
Longer, we should think, judging by 





An entomologist tells of an insect 


which spends its ae 
entire existence in 
pepper. It must| 
have had some dis- | 


\ 
4 \} 
sie 





late. os» | 
& 
In answer to a} 
question relating | 
to the epidemic of | 
burglariesin North | 
London the Home 
SECRETARY Stated | 
that no house had | 
been entered more | 
than twice. This | 
is characteristic of | 
the Government’s | 
plucky determin- | 
ation to look at| 
the bright side of | 
things. x x 
P 
The possible 
mechanisation of 
the whole of the 
artillery has given 
rise to conjecture 
as to the “H” in 
R.H.A. It might 
have to bedropped, 
as in “’Orse Gun- 
ners.” « » 





We understand | 
that no exception | 
will be taken by | 
prominent persons | 


to the extensive | 
ribbon  develop- 
ment threatened at | Le 


j 


the forthcoming in- | 
vestitures. ae 
Tramp. 


% OCCURRED TO MI 


‘ 
The sufferer from L bien 
self-consciousness is advised to acquire 
a stock of humorous stories and to 
tell one over and over again until he 
has begun to make people laugh. Our 
thoughts are with the patients. 


It has been noticed recently that 
many young women are refusing seats 
offered to them on the tube. Owing to 
the popularity of rink-skating they 
have probably been sitting down al! 


day. 
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‘THANKING YOt 


DON’T THINK | HAD OUGHTER 


Mr. Witt1amM Henry BEEBY says 
that there is nothing in the world more 
fascinating than old coins. Excepting, 
perhaps, new ones. 


“The average elector likes a candi- 
date to argue intelligently,” states an 
M.P. Instead of holding views opposite 
to his own. 





KINDLY FOR THE 


DINNER, 


IS THE PROPERTY OF THE 


rAMPER WITH IT. 


rHIS SNOW 


“Bape” Ruts, the baseball star, 
considers cricket a “sissy” game. But 
then he has never stood in tears amid 
the alien Cornstalks. 


Since reading that dandelions for 
salads were selling in the West-End at 
tenpence a pound we have taken a 
more hopeful view of our lawn. 


A well-known American crook has 


betitu fauce ae 


Mom, BUT 
Borover Councr, I 





just returned home from this country. 
He thinks our police are wonderfully 
simple. oe 
* 

One of our champion boxers an- 
nounces that he is to rest until June. 
Not a clout till May is out ¢ 


* 


There has been a great improvement 
in typewriters dur- 
ing recent years. 
A  business-man, 
however, laments 
the fact that he 
can’t provide his 
typists with a 
machine that knows 
English spelling. 





% & 
| * 


| A New York 
|cinema holds six 
| thousand people and 
| includes a créche, 
rest-rooms, dance- 
| halls and restaur- 
jants. In order to 


/one department 
specialises in show- 
ing films. 


»¥: 


In Belgrade fif- 
teen thousand peo- 
ple have been fined 
for not paying the 


automatic lighters, 
which were confis- 


ina furnace. Itis 
said that even then 
the things did not 
readily light. 


+ & 


AG.P.O. official 
says that thou- 
sands of letters are 
posted every year 
without addresses 
on the envelopes. 
Unfortunately none 
of this kind is sent 
out from the Income Tax Department. 


ir’s JUST 





x & 





In deciding to run up the Monument, 
Miss VIOLET Prercey, the long-distance 
champion, is supposed to have acted 
on the belief that most of our monu- 
ments have been too much run down. 


“The ordinary Frenchman does not 
speak correct French,” asserts a linguist. 
British tourists knew this all along. 


please everybody | 





licence-fee for their | 


cated and destroyed | 
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This and That. 


| Political Economy. 

Aut these dreadful burglaries in North-West London 
remind me of the daring scheme I put before the Big Men 
Behind Jewellery a few years ago. For some reason or other 
they turned it down, but the time may be ripe for bringing 
it up again. 

“| want to take diamonds first,” I began. 

‘They withdrew their hands from the table. 

‘ Diamonds,” I went on sharply, “can never be a really 
increasing demand, Sup that a few hundred tiaras or 
necklaces are needed in the course of the year. Very well. 
But an equal number will be sold in the course of the 
same year to pay off income-tax or bridge debts or book- 
makers. The tiara is merely transferred one head to 
another. The blazing solitaire from Popcorn Queen 
to Popeorn Queen. The Commissioner for Inland Revenue 
wears the tiepin that once adorned the bosom of a sporting 
peer. The whole trouble lies, of course, in the fact that 
diamonds are nearly indestructible and hardly ever lost. 
What is the upshot? Destitution and poverty in the 
diamond trade. The brokers put down their second motor- 
cars, the miners are workless, the pit-shafts stand desolate. 
The spectre of ruin stalks through the land. Men stand 
muttering in clusters, waiting in vain for some big 
order for ear-rings from a Sausage Princess, and in the end 
have to swell the ranks of the unemployed. 

“How are we going to get the chi new boots?’ 
ery the women, ‘when the film-star of to-day is wearing 
the sold-up jewels of the film-star of yesterday ?’ 

“I don’t say they use exactly those words, because they 
haven't had my journalistic experience. But that is what 
it comes to in effect.” 

“And what would you do about it?” said the Big Men. 

The diamond-dealers can't lower the price of diamonds. 
If they did the things would be valueless. They can only 
hold up supplies.” 

‘Let them make it worth my while, Big Men,” I insisted, 
and | will suborn gangs of desperadoes to steal diamonds 
and drop them into the sea, Nobody will lose then, except the 
insurance companies, and they like it. The more rich people 
lose the more they insure. You have to throw herrings and 
coffee and wheat and pepper into the sea to keep prosperity 
going. How much more should you do it with diamonds, 
which never rot or go bad?” 

“They might be hoarded,” said a Big Man, “against a 
,00TN, 

There will never be a boom in diamonds,” I told him 
earnestly. “Mine is the only way. Give me time to get 
in touch with the dadereods and charter a few derelict 
tramp steamers for the diamond-losing trade——” 

They said then they would consider my plan. But I feel 
certain that they never did, 


xk 
Taking it Easy. 

HemswortH and ParEr (so the papers tell me), the last 
of the England-Australia Air Race Detailers cond, by 
the way, that is five consecutive nouns—landed at Port 

| Darwin about ten days ago. 

Even if I am a bit late,” said Mr. Parrr with a smile, 

|“ what does it matter?” 

What, indeed? Three months seem to me to be a very rea- 
sonable and pleasant time for the journey to Australia os 
hope that this will inaugurate a of slow flying. We 

_ have paid far too much attention to speed in the air. 


| How much more enjoyable to loaf idly above the nations. 





looking at the scenery, pointing out the principal buildings 
in the cities, the birds, the flowers in 7 rows, and 
the ridiculous scurrying motor-cars underneath! One mi 
hail passing acquaintances from above and drop little 
notes to them; stop now and then in a convenient meadow 
to stretch one’s legs, or drink a — of wine at a convenient 
inn. I look forward with confidence to a Tortoise Race 
for flying men round the world. Time is not everything, 
as the man said who got hard labour as well. 


x*** 


Letter from a Chinaman. 
“ Smr:— 

I am Wong. I can drive a typewriter with great noise 
and my English is great. My last job has left itself from me 
for the good reason that the large man has dead. It was 
no fault of mine, so honourable sir, what about it’? If I 
can be of big use to you I will arrive at some day that you 
should guess.” 


Legal Affairs. 


oe 


“ Mr. Reilly, Hauptmann’s chief counsel, burst into song,” | ~ 


One of the many quaint differences between the criminal 
procedure of this country and that of the U.S.A. is that 
neither Sir Parrick Hastinas nor Mr. Norman Birkett 
has ever been known even to croon while the jury are 
considering their verdict. 

x * * 
India. 

I asked some question or other about the White Paper, 
“You've been thirty years in India,” I pointed out to him, 
“so you must have formed some opinion about that.” 

“Would you say that I understood the Balkans,” he 
said, “if you knew I had lived thirty years at ww": 7 
VOR. 


Ballade of Widespread Ineptitude. 











‘THRONES may arise and perish at a word, 
Kings live and die and empires wax and wane ; 
And some of us are seen and some are heard, 
But most of us are feeble in the brain; 

And when the skies are dark with instant rain 
And big with wrath the gathering tempest lowers, 
The moping owl does to the moon complain : 

“There are some fools upon this earth of ours.” 


1 know a bank whose manager refeared 
My cheques to drawer time and time again; 
I know a dentist, a peculiar bird, 
Who worships sherry but dislikes champagne; 
I know a simple lass (her name is Jane) 
Who, laughing, hides in amaranthine bowers 
And calls on me to be her lovesick swain. 
There are some fools upon this earth of ours. 


I know a man who, when the fit occurred, 
Would weep for months, although he felt no pain, 

And—this I think especially absurd— 
Who wept the more because he wept in vain; 
I know a man who quarrels in the train; 

I know a man who revels in cold showers; 
I know a man who thinks I am not sane. 

There are some fools upon this earth of ours. 

Envoi. 

Prince, you admire this plaintive little strain 
And hold it proof of high poetic powers ¢ 

You liked the sweetness of its sad refrain ? 
There are some fools upon this earth of ours. 
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“Sm, IF YOU WOULD BE SO GOOD AS TO REMOVE YOUR CAP, PUT OUT THAT FOUL PIPE 
YOUR LADY-FRIEND TO STOP MUNCHING, RUSTLING THAT PAPER-BAG AND REFRAIN FROM SNIFFING 


CINEMA AMENITIES. 


MY SEVENPENCE HAD NOT BEEN ALTOGETHER WASTED.” 











, CEASE TALKING AND REQUES!1 
, | COULD THEN FEEL THAT 








Going Juvenile. 





Quite four years ago my literary 
went kindly said, ‘““‘When are you 
going to write your memoirs ?”’ 

At this I was about as cheered as I 
was on the day when (still in my 
twenties) a girl rose up and offered me 
her seat in the bus. 

But on thinking over the memoir 
question I am calmed, for of the books 
| take out at the circulating library a 
very fair proportion at the moment deal 
with the writers’ memories from a very 
different angle. So I prefer to dismiss 
the episode as a misunderstanding. I 
had, | admit, at the word “memoirs” 
at once thought of those mellow tomes, 
those ripe reflections extending over 
sixty, seventy and eighty years, that 
begin with GLADSTONE and end with 
Witpr and WaistLer, and which get 

called From My Box- Room Window, or 
just (sternly) My Sixty Years, or 
(datingly) In the Laght of Four Thrones, 
or (sprightlily) Ere Memory Fails, or 
(modestly), Kings, Statesmen and Me, 
or (compendiously), Victorian 

But the new type of reminiscence deals 
with the first childhood of the author, 


and, ifit deals with a remorseless wealth 
of detail, at least it stops there and we 
close the book leaving the writer still 
picking buttercups in a sun-hat. 
These memoirs bear titles that are 
merely suggestive of infancy; that is 
to say, they catch all types of reader 
by refraining from calling the book 
My First Ten Years on Earth, lest he 
be antagonised by the inevitable bread- 
and-milkery of the contents. On the 
other hand, they attract the senti- 
mentalist by an advance hint of literary 
fragrance which he can take or leave :— 
Typical titles are :— 


“DAISIES ON THE LAWN,” 
“Tue Larce Dots’ Hovse,” 
“RELUCTANT FEET ” 
(see SHAKESPEARE) 
“MorNINGS at SEVEN.” 
And on the principle that nearly every- 
one thinks they can write a book, so 
(more demonstrably) they have all had 
a childhood, therefore I see a vast 
future for this type of memory, and 


some hints as to its constituent 
ingredients may be timely. 


1. If your publisher will stand for 
the expense, cause your pages to be 


and 





“decorated” by an artist. N.B—A 
decoration may be anything from a 
loop of plums twined with ribbon to 
a woodcut of a bucket, a spade and a 
starfish. 


2.—The Opening Phrase. 
Gambits. 
(a) “The sun made a pattern on 
the nursery-floor” (here select any 
shape you like). 


Suggested 


(6) “‘In the winter the nurse gave | 
us small cups of rum-and-milk for | 


a 











our colds out of blue willow ware.” | 


(c) “Our house stood on the edge 


of the town. It was tall and pillared. 
From the Tower Room we children 
could see——” N.B. —“ squirrels in 
a pinewood,” “‘errand-boys,” “the 
carrier’s cart,” “the Militia drilling, 
“seagulls flying inland.” 


3.—The House. 


This is a great opportunity indeed. 
If you have nothing much to say about 
your life the house can easily be made 
to fill an entire volume. If the stairc ase 
twists, describe every kink and position 
of same with reference to rooms. 

The drawing-room carpet and cur- 
tains should be minutely described, 
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and if latter bear figured designs, dwell 
on whimsical fancies they aroused, 
such as goblin faces, fish in aquarium, 
ete. (“I can see them now!”’) 

If the principal bedrooms are three 
stairs up and on the right of the cor- 
ridor and not four stairs down and on 
the left, say so, and be careful to put 
on record that the way to the billiard- 
room led through the hall and was only 


| approachable by the garden if you 


turned right and entered the conserva- 
tory (which overlooked the shrubbery 
and not the lawn). 

4.—The Furniture. 

Contents of every room in house may 
be inventoried, but especial emphasis 
laid upon knick-knacks and objects 
in glass-fronted cupboards. Suggested 


| Gambit : “The Sévres shepherdess and 


the boule clock we were never allowed 
to touch, but sometimes on Sunday 


| afternoons we were permitted to take 


out of its glass-case the yellowed wax 


| doll given to our grandmother by the 


Grand Duchess of Rhinegeld-Gétter- 
dimmerung, to whom her mother was 
lady-in-waiting.” 

Alternative treats ; To play with the 
solitaire-board and marbles or to hold 
the little ivory chessmen. 

N.B.—Be very careful to relate cir- 
cumstances in which any object was 
broken, lost or chipped by one of the 
children, together with parental re- 
actions to same, also punishment, if 
any, and of what nature. 

5.—The Garden. 

Must be a delight, a place of enchant- 
ment, a trackless jungle, a beleaguered 
city, an Indian camp, Titania’s Bowe 
or Sherwood Forest, according to the 


| games played there and imaginative 


capacity of narrator. 
6.—The Nurse 
Old Hatty or dear old Esther. Her: 


| as in (4), give minute description of 


her room, including all family albums 


| and her work-box, which should either 


be crusted with sea-shells or have a 
picture of the Great Exhibition on the 
lid; also emery strawberry inside 
7.—The Holidays. 
These will almost inevitably be spent 
upon a farm, in which case dwell freely 


| on the dairy and bowls of wrinkling 
| yellow cream, or at the sea—in which 
| ease relate sensations of alarm when 


beam from lighthouse entered bedroom 
window at night. But in either case 


| do not omit that yellow tin bath which 


is packed upon the roof of the cab 

N.B.—Curious fact that bath is always 

oval. Circular baths do not exist in the 

juvenile memoir. 
* * *: j 

If after receiving these hints you 
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It WAS ALL VERY WELL, EDITH, PUTTING UP THESE COKERNUTS FOR THE 
FINCHES, BUT | NEVER EXPECTED TO HAVE TO KEEP ON FETCHING DOWN THE CAT.” 








are still insufficiently supplied with 
material for a full-length book (even 
counting in the decorations and wood- 
cuts), there is always the coal-cellar, 
the potting-shed and the conservatory. 
RACHEL. 








Party for Charity. 


Miss Eva Moore has promised to 
present the prizes at the annual Bridge 
Party of the Surgical Supply Depédt, 
which provides surgical appliances at 
the lowest price possible to those 
wounded in the War, to Children’s 
Clinics, to Hospitals and the Poor. 


The Bridge Party will be at the Dor- 
chester Hotel on the afternoon of Tues- 
day, February 26th. 

The work of the Surgical Depdt is 
largely voluntary and no profits are 
made. 

Prizes will be numerous and attrac- 
tive. They include a six weeks’ cruise 
up the Amazon, an air trip to Paris, 
photographs by leading photographers, 
subscriptions to leading periodicals, 
week-ends at seaside hotels, etc., etc. 

There are still a few tables left, and 
tickets can be obtained from the 
Honorary Secretaries, Surgical Supply 
Depét, 1, Phillimore Gardens, W.8. 
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“Sao, ow YoU WOULD BE SO GOOD AS TO REMOVE YOUR CAP, 
YOUR LADY-FRIEND TO STOP MUNCHING, 


WEN 
rg 


y eMiPrre- 
~ “7 My Wht. tty 
Vy We, GHZ 
(faa —— 
Wile: 


~ 


CINEMA AMENITIES. 


MY SEVENPENCE HAD NOT BEEN ALTOGETHER WASTED.” 


PUT OUT THAT FOUL PIPE, CEASE TALKING AND REQUEST 
RUSTLING THAT PAPER-BAG AND REFRAIN FROM SNIFFING, 1 COULD THEN FEEL THAT 











Going Juvenile. 


Qurre four years ago my literary 
went kindly said, “When are you 
going to write your memoirs?” 

At this I was about as cheered as I 
was on the day when (still in my 
twenties) a girl rose up and offered me 
her seat in the bus. 

But on thinking over the memoir 
question I am calmed, for of the books 
| take out at the circulating library a 
very fair proportion at the moment deal 
with the writers’ memories from a very 


different angle. So I prefer to dismiss 


the episode as a misunderstanding. I 
had, i admit, at the word “memoirs” 
at once thought of those mellow tomes, 
those ripe reflections extending over 
sixty, seventy and eighty years, that 
begin with GLapsTone and end with 
Wipe and Waisrier, and which get 
called From My Box-Room Window, or 
just (sternly) My Sixty Years, or 
(datingly) Jn the Laght of Four Thrones, 
or (sprightlily) Bre Memory Fails, or 
(modestly), Kings, Statesmen and Me, 
or (compendiously), Victorian Ba 

But the new type of reminiscence deals 
with the first childhood of the parr 


and, if it deals with a remorseless wealth 
of detail, at least it stops there and we 
close the book leaving the writer still 
picking buttercups in a sun-hat. 

These memoirs bear titles that are 
merely suggestive of infancy; that is 
to say, they catch all types of reader 
by refraining from calling the book 
My First Ten Years on Earth, lest he 
be antagonised by the inevitable bread- 
and-milkery of the contents. On the 
other hand, they attract the senti- 
mentalist by an advance hint of literary 
fragrance which he can take or leave : 

‘Typical titles are :— 

“DAISIES ON THE Lawn,” 
“Tue Larer Dots’ House,” 
“Retvctant Feer ” 
(see SHAKESPEARE) 

and = “Morwinas at SEven.” 
And on the principle that nearly every- 
one thinks they can write a book, so 
(more demonstrably) they have all had 
a childhood, therefore I see a vast 
future for this type of memory, and 
some hints as to its constituent 
ingredients may be timely. 

1. If your publisher will stand for 
the — cause your pages to be 


“decorated ” by an artist. N. B.—A 
decoration may be anything from a 
loop of plums twined with ribbon to 





a woodcut of a bucket, a spade and a 


starfish. 


2.—The Opening Phrase. Suggested 


Gambits. 

(a) “The sun made a pattern on 
the nursery-floor” (here select any 
shape you like). 

(6) “In the winter the nurse gave 
us small cups of rum-and-milk for 
our colds out of blue willow ware.” 


(c) ““Our house stood on the edge 
of the town. It was tall and pillared. 


From the Tower Room we children | 


could see N.B.—* squirrels in 
a pinewood,” ‘‘errand-boys,” ‘‘the 
earrier’s cart,” “* 
“seagulls flying inland.” 


3.—The House. 


This is a great opportunity indeed. 
If you have nothing much to say about 


the Militia drilling,” | 


your life the house can easily be made | 


to fill an entire volume. If the staircase 
twists, describe every kink and position 
of same with reference to rooms. 

The drawing-room car et and cur- 
tains should be minutely described, 
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and if latter bear figured designs, dwell! 
on whimsical fancies they aroused, 
such as goblin faces, fish in aquarium, 
etc. (‘I can see them now!’’) 

If the principal bedrooms are three 
stairs up and on the right of the cor- 
ridor and not four stairs down and on 
the left, say so, and be careful to put 
on record that the way to the billiard. 
room led through the hal! and was only 
approachable by the garden if you 
turned right and entered the conserva 
tory (which overlooked the shrubbery 
and not the lawn), 

4.—-The Furniture. 

Contents of every room in house may 
be inventoried, but especial emphasis 
laid upon knick-knacks and objects 
in glass-fronted cupboards. Suggested 


| Gambit ; “The Sévres shepherdess and 


the boule clock we were never allowed 
to touch, but sometimes on Sunday 
afternoons we were permitted to take 
out of its glass-case the yellowed wax 


| doll given to our grandmother by the 


Grand Duchess of Rhinegeld-Gétter- 


| dimmerung, to whom her mother was 


lady-in-waiting.” 

Alternative treats ; To play with the 
solitaire-board and marbles or to hold 
the little ivory chessmen 

N.B.—Be very careful to relate cir 
cumstances in which any object was 
broken, lost or chipped by one of the 


| children, together with parental re- 


actions to same, also punishment, if 
any, and of what nature 

5.—The Garden 

Must be a delight, a place of enchant- 

ment, a trackless jungle, a beleaguered 
city, an Indian camp, Titania’s Bower 
or Sherwood Forest, according to the 
games played there and imaginative 
capacity of narrator 

6.—The Nurse 


Old Hatty or dear old Esther. Her: 


| as in (4), give minute description of 


her room, including all family albums 
and her work-box, which should either 
be crusted with sea-shells or have a 
picture of the Great Exhibition on the 
lid; also emery strawberry inside 
7.—The Holidays 

These will almost inevitably be spent 

upon a farm, in which case dwell freely 


| on the dairy and bowls of wrinkling 


| yellow cream, or at the sea 


in which 


| ease relate sensations of alarm when 


beam from lighthouse entered bedroom 
window at night. But in either case 
do not omit that yellow tin bath which 
is packed upon the roof of the cab 
N.B.—Curious fact that bath is always 
oval. Circular baths do not exist in the 
juvenile memoir. 
oe * 

If after receiving these hints you 
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It WAS ALL VERY WELL, EbITH, PUTTING UP THESE COKERNUTS FOR THE 
FINCHES, BUT I NEVER EXPECTED TO HAVE TO KEEP ON FETCHING DOWN THE CAT.” 








are still insufficiently supplied with 
material for a full-length book (even 
counting in the decorations and wood. 
cuts), there is always the coal-cellar, 
the potting-shed and the conservatory 
RACHEL. 


Party for Charity. 


Miss Eva Moore has promised to 
present the prizes at the annual Bridge 
Party of the Surgical Supply Depdt, 
which provides surgical appliances at 
the lowest price possible to those 
wounded in the War, to Children’s 
Clinies, to Hospitals and the Poor. 








The Bridge Party will be at the Dor- 
chester Hotel on the afternoon of Tues- 
day, February 26th 

The work of the Surgical Depdt is 
largely voluntary and no profits are 
made. 

Prizes will be numerous and attrac- 
tive. They include a six weeks’ cruise 
up the Amazon, an air trip to Paris, 
H Roveetbone en by leading photographers, 
subscriptions to leading periodicals, 
week-ends at seaside hotels, etc., ete. 

There are still a few tables left, and 
tickets can be obtained from the 
Honorary Secretaries, Surgical Supply 
Depét, 1, Phillimore Gardens, W.8. 
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At the Pictures. 


InpIa OR CALIFORNIA? 


Iv a film’s merit is to be —— b 
the incapacity of the stage to wit 
it, then The Lives of a Bengal Lancer 
ranks very high. But by other tests it is 
also marked out, for (leaving aside any 
tactical matter that might make the 











LANCER. 


. Gary Cooper. 
. Francnor Tone, 


LEGS OF A BENGAL 
Lieut. MeGregor 


Liew. Forsythe . 


veterans in the Service clubs exceed. 
ingly voeal) it is good not only as 
a spectacle but as a story, and its 
acting is admirable. In fact I doubt 
if we have had a better picture, and 
[ should much like to know exactly 
where it was “shot.” If entirely at 
Hollywood, then Hollywood becomes 
more magical than ever. 

The programme mentions no author's 
name, merely stating that Major 
Yrats-Brown’s famous book pro- 
vided the idea; but Henry Hatnaway, 
who is given as the director, must have 
the bouquets for getting such fine work 
out of every one, Save for one adven- 
‘ures, it is a cast wholly of men: Guy 
STANDING, whom we see in England 
too seldom, and AvuBREY Smtru, as 
the hard-bitten officers in command: 
francnot Tone and Ricuarp Crom- 
WELL as junior newcomers to the East, 
the one sardonic and the other with 
enough of the folly of youth to supply 
the plot ; and Gary CooPpErasa seasoned 
lieutenant, quick to Quixotic impulses 
outside the machine which help the 
plot too. Never have five men made 
a stronger combination, 

I was doubtful only during the scene 
of the tortures, which are rather 
muddled and seem to leave in- 
sufficiently ill effects; but in the suc- 
ceeding moments everything is made 


good, and the moving end comes all too 
soon: so moving that I am not sur- 
prised that at the first performance 
a leading West-End maker of guns, 
ashamed of his emotion, complained 
that the lights go up too soon. 


The Lives of a Bengal Lancer is at 
the Carlton. A few yards away, in The 
Gilded Lily, 1 found Avsrey Siri 
again, this time as an English peer, and 
I am coming to the conviction that no 
picture is complete unless our honoured 
Ambassador at the Court of Holly- 
wood is in it. This film has been made 
as a frame for that very attractive 
actress with the agreeable curves and 
the soft rich voice—CLauDETTE CoL- 
BERT—to be versatile in; and, although 
one does not for a moment believe 
in it, I :arge you, for her sake, to go. 
The dialogue is exceptionally crisp and 
to the point. 


Some day perhaps the cinema, when 
it touches history, will try to be exact: 
but that day has not dawned yet. In 
Farewell, for example, the Austrian film 
around the life of Cuoptry, the facts are 
treated with extreme laxity. It is true 
that the audience is warned in so many 
words that this is the case ; but I doubt 
if that carries absolution. The story 
however, has its own interest; it is well 
acted, and Cuoptn’s music wistfully 
pervades. But Grorcre Sanp? It is 
difficult to believe that she wore male 





A BAG OF NUTS AND THOU. 
Peter Dawes . 
Marilyn David . 


. Frep Macmurray. 
. CLauperre CoLperr. 


clothes quite so like a principal boy or 
that her methods of capture were so 
crude. Nor had I thought of her as so 
mondaine and so wealthy, any more 
than I had thought of Vicror Hvco, 
the great Dumas and Baxzacall hurry- 
ing to the first recital of an unknown 
pianist, and all so well dressed. If 


pE Musser was there it was because 
his Grorote (as she is pronounced) led 
him, only to cast him adrift directly 
she heard the unknown pianist impro- 
vise on the sorrows of Poland. 

All this, in the film, is supposed to be 
in 1831, whereas it was not until 1834 
that Gzorare left pk Musser, and not 
until 1832 that her Jndiana (which Cuo- 
PIN buys in a slender paper edition and 
reads in a thick bound volume) was 
published, and not till 1839 that she 
bore the composer off to the Balearic 
Isles. Similarly Liszt, who appears in 








WITH 


SAYING IT SOUP. 


. Marcrr VaLueéer. 
. JEAN Servats. 


Joseph Elsner 
Frédéric Chopin. 


the film as a conspirator in GEORGIE’s 
hands, to advance CHOPIN’S career, and 
looks much his elder, was in reality a 
year younger. Does it matter’? Not 
very much. But I see no good reason 





why the screen should not work as hard | 


to record as to mislead, 

The best acting was that of Monsicur 
Marce, VaLLée as Joseph Elsner, 
CHoPIN’s teacher and publicity agent, 


and the device by which Cnortn affects | 


to be playing but is really using the 


hands of another is ingeniously carried | 


E. V.L. 


out. 








Another Glimpse of the Obvious. 


“At Beatrice the Umfuli had reached a 
record level, and the bric was under 20 
feet of water, while the Umfuli bridge on the 
Gatooma Road was covered to a depth of 25 


feet. Both bridges were impassable to motor | 


traffic.”—Rhodesian Paper, 





“Tea is a kind of beverage that consists 
the substance of sanitation, 
stimulation and fragrance.” 

Chinese Tea Merchant's Advt. 


We have decided to stick to cocoa. 





A certified poet from Slough, 
Whose methods of rhyming were rough, 
Retorted, “I see 
That the letters agree 
And if that’s not sufficient, I'm 
through.” 
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The Tapioca King. 





I met at Wapping, by the London 
Docks, 
In a great warehouse full of scented 
bales 
A little fellow like a hunted fox 
Who sadly told the dismalest of 
tales: 


“You wouldn't think to look at me 
That I’m a Captain of Finance— 
Not quite Napoleon, as you see 
Yet by a most unhappy chance 
I am the Man who Cornered Tapioca. 


A City man, I earned my feed, 
As others in that busy spot, 
By buying things I did not need 
Or selling things I hadn’t got, 
Until I turned my thoughts to Tapioca 


Far off in Eastern lands they grow 
The beastly tapioca-plant, 
And British children, as you know, 
Are made to eat it by their aunt 
That’s what attracted me to Tapioca 


For children always will be fed, 
I thought, as children always are 
Besides, I met a man who said 
That Tapioca cured catarrh 
‘Ah, ha!’ said I ‘I’ll corner Tapioca 


—— 











THE NINE-INCH HOBBLI 
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Go, Broker, go!’ I ery, ‘and buy 
From Singapore to Bandikoot, 
The world-, the universe-supply 
Of leaf or berry, fruit or root, 
Or whatsoever causes Tapioca.’ 


At once the farmers of Japan 
Gave up the growth of hay and 
hops; 
The sugar-planters to a man 
Abandoned their accustomed crops 
And took to cultivating Tapioca. 


It seemed to flourish like a weed. 
Ship after ship the cargoes came— 
Far more than all the world could 
need, 
I had to buy it, all the same, 
For I was out to corner Tapioca. 


The price was up, the price was high, 
And I who caused the price to soar 
Soon found it very hard to buy— 
Still, I was sure to sell for more: 
My wife had twins; we called one 
Tapioca. 


You know how tiresome doctors are, 
And one just now expressed a 
doubt; 
So far from finishing catarrh, 
He thought that asthma, croup 
and gout 
Were due to acids found in Tapioca. 





i f 


LA Jhapa nd 


DAY AND NIGHT. 





The parents, frightened by the price, 
The aunts, alarmed about the 
croup, 
Nourished their young on sago, rice, 
On semolina, nuts and sou 
On anything, in short, but Tapioca. 


The market dropped to three or 
four ; 
From Shadwell Basin to the sea 
There’s nothing else in ship or store, 
And all of it belongs to me— 
While every tide brings in more 
Tapioca. 


I am the Tapioca King; 
You may have seen the photo. 
graphs, 
For | was really quite the thing; 
But now the fickle public laughs, 
For not a soul will touch my Tapioca. 


Still there is hope. For one fine day 
Maybe some scientific ass 
Will find that tapioca may 
Be used for making poison-gas, 
And Government will buy my Tapioca 


Meanwhile—and thisisrather steep 
I have brought off a little sale; 
I sold a ticket in a sweep, 
And they are sending me to jail, 
For that tpsets them more than 
Tapioca.” A. P.H 
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“] AM BUYING THIS PICTURE BY INSTALMENTS, AND EACH WEEK THE ARTIST CALLS AND PAINTS IN ANOTHER FLOWEK 


FOR HALF-A-CROWN.” 








“Who is it Speaking, Please ? ” 


i. 


(Continuing the series of articles 
started last week on the regrettable lack of 
appreciation of human psychology dis- 
played by the compiler of the introductory 
pages of the Telephone Directory.) 


| come this week to the paragraph 
which tells subseribers just what they 
should do when answering or origin- 
iting calls. Here again it is apparent 
that the writer’s knowledge of human 
nature is definitely wonky. 

To begin with, he says that When 
Answering a Call from another sub- 
seriber you should “Announce your 
identity at once.” Doesn't the man know 
that it is dead against every decent 
telephoning instinct thus airily to say 
who you are without trying to find out 
first who is at the other * Think of 
ae a 
identity to (@) someone who has got a 
wrong number and doesn’t know you; 
(b) someone who has got a 
number (the same wrong et Bee 
doesn’t even want to know you; 


or (c) someone who wants to know you 
but whom you don’t want to know. 

Apart from that there is the question 
of how you are to announce yourself. 
To say (as per book) “ Brown and Co., 
Mr. John Brown speaking,” and be 
reeted with, ‘Come off it, Jocko, you 

ig stiff! This is Puddles!” is almost 
as annoying to your ego as to say, 
“This is Jocko,” and hear a startled but 
deferential voice reply, ‘Quite so, Sir. 
This is Bugs’ Stores. About the bacon 
ordered yesterday .. .” 

And, lastly, many people possess 
names which, while doubtless of good 
old Anglo-Saxon derivation, are hardly 
the sort to bandy about before you 
know who you're talking to. To say, 
“Yes, Throttlebottom speaking,” and 
hear only an amused burst of silvery 
laughter followed by a click of the 
receiver hanging up is enough to send 
you into a corner biting your nails 
furiously and nursing an inferiority 
complex that would sink a battleship. 
It may even culminate in a major 
operation for removal of the telephone 
—which is bad business for. the P.M.G. 
and will be entirely the fault of the 
compiler of the instructions. 














Again the fellow comes an equally | 


bad psychological purler on the in- 
structions for Originating a Call. He 


tells the person who is ringing up as | 


follows :— 

“If the distant subscriber does not, as 
he should do, announce his identity, say : 
‘Is that . . .?’ (giving Exchange and 
number). If the reply is in the affirma- 
tive, announce your own identity . . .” 


Well, well, well! Doubtless the man | 


means to be helpful about it all, but 
the net result of his instructions to 
originators and answerers of calls is 
that fifty per cent. of telephone con- 
versations are apt to start like this :— 

Answer of Call (picking wp receiver). 
Hullo? 

Originator of Call. Oh, hulle ? 

Ans. of C. (suspiciously). Hullo? 
Yes? 

Orig. of C. (playing it back at him). 
Yes? Hullo? 

Ans. of C. (joining battle). Who is it ? 

Orig. of C. (still giving him a chance 
to come clean). Who is that? 

Ans. of C. (playing for time). Yes, 
that’s right. 

Orig. of C. (realising that the “distant 
subscriber” does not, as he should do, 
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announce his identity in answering and 
apparently darn well isn’t going to, so 
has to concede the point). Is that Hamp- 
stead 3279? 

Ans. of C. (triumphantly, for he knows 
that the other fellow must now announce 
his identity). Yes. 

Orig. of C. (playing dirty). 
that speaking ? 

Ans. of C. Who are you? 

Orig. of C. (pretending not to hear). 
Who is that, did you say? 

Ans. of C. Hampstead 3279. 
are you! (A nasty come-back.) 

Orig. of C. 1 asked you first. 

Ans. of C. No, I asked you. 

Orig. of C. Well, you ought to say, 
anyway 


Who is 


Who 





And so on. Sometimes it all gets so 
acrimonious that the Answerer rings 
off and then the only thing left for the 
Originator to do is either to strike the 
other fellow off his telephone list or else 
to call up again a minute later with 
a false “Hullo, is that you, Jack? 
This is Dick. Haven't rung you up 
for ages . . 

And all of these diffic vulties, with one 
exception,* could be obviated by a 
strict rule that the originator of the call 
must at once give his name. If he 
doesn’t announce his identity first, 
then the answerer is at liberty to hang 
up at once, thus stinging the other 
chap for the fee as a warning not to 
play dirty next time. 


Failing that, I would like to sug- 
gest that additional rules be made 
about: 

(a) People who say, “I asked you 

first.’ 


(6) People who answer a call by coo- 
ing “‘Hullo, darling!” just to 
see what you say. 

(c) People who ring up and, on being 
told you are not in, refuse 
to give a name and ring off. 

(d) People who, when you ring up, 
insist on you giving your name 
although the person you want 


is out. 
(¢) People who say, ‘Is that you, 
Kitty?” when you have re- 


plied in a deep masculine bass 

(f) Peoplewho ring you wrongly and 
then say it’s your fault. 

(g) People who tell their secretaries 
to get you on the phone and 
then go off to lunch or are “on 
the other line.” 

(hk) People who use their own tone 
of voice to say that they're 
out. 

(i) People who ring you from a call 
box, dragging you fruitlessly 





* For the one exception, see Throttlebottom 


above. 
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DARLING. Ir ISN'T THAT, ONLY THE 








three times from the fireside 
to the phone, before they 
realise they haven't pressed 
sutton A! 


But enough. Next week I will deal 


fully with the Instructions for the 
Automatic Telephone Service and 
will 


(Erratum: Ref. the announcement in 
brackets at the head of this article—for 
read “Concluding.”) 

A. A. 


‘Continuing” 


Are You Tired of Your Mother- 
in-Law ? 

“Young couple would like to hear from 
respectable gentleman who would appreciate 
the acquaintance of their mother (genuine 
home woman, 50). Object matrimony.” 

Advt. in Canadian Paper. 
“ Rosppep in a Liner, 
Loss oF Kenya Orriciar’s Wore Waite 
on VoyaGEe To ENGLAND.” 
Daily Paper. 


She should have been left in charge of 
the purser. 
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Significant Form. 
Ir is a notable characteristic of 


modern poetry that the general effect 
of the print on the a athe often the 
a 




















most important way t the whole 
poem. I remember, for instance, being 
deeply affected by a poem of which the 
silhouette was something like this :— 
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There were words, but they were only 
there to help out the main idea; it was 
the shape that really counted. 
Another very tful little ode 
entitled “Spring” went like this:— 


COCe 





a ee 
COD 
SERSUS ERNE Oe ee oo oo 
oO ee 
DOOD 
COD 
oOo 
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Doesn't that suggest the spirit of 
Spring to you far better than mere 
words could? (Far better, anyhow, 
than the words this particular poetess 
chose; they were singularly unfortu- 
nate, I remember.) 

The idea is not a new one, of course, 
but it never seems to have caught on 
properly up till now, in spite of GkorcE 
Hexsert’s Easter wings and the 
Mouse’s tale in Alice in Wonderland, 
and now, we feel, is the time to exploit 
it. Now is the time to reveal the possi- 
bilities of the architecture of poetry ; to 
show that not only by its words bee, 
its form poetry can suggest anything 
from a marble to a Gothic cathedral. 
Naturally, no movement can be a 
success without an impressive name, 
so let’s christen our new school 
the “ Post-Essentialists’’ and get on 
with our demonstration of its potenti- 
alities. 

[Question : Why 
alists” ? 

Answer : Why not? Can you think 
of anything better ¢] 


Subjects should be suited to form, 


* Post - Essenti- 


so that the words, which have still 


|; some 


» slight part to pay in the 
| maki & poem, may be more easily 
pram. Son For instance, suppose 
| you wanted to write a poem in the 


shape of a wine-glass, you would choose 
an appropriately bibulous topic:— 


The Champagne 
In my glass 
Dances upwards 
And so does 
That in 
Hers. 

Is 
This 
The 
Meeting of twin souls? 


You see the idea? Then let’s go on 
to something more difficult. You 
desire to create a poetic umbrella; the 
ideal shape floats up before your mind’s 
eye. You choose as a subject something 
to do with rain and the result is as 
follows :— 


the 
in im- 
Out men- 
sit- 
y 
of 
the 
prairie the rain is 
coming down like 
sombre lightning, 
sweeping the 
steely sky 
ceaselessly, 
beating my 
sodden 
brain 
to 
pu- 
Ip. 


I'm afraid I cheated over the handle 
and point. Hyphens shouldn't be 
allowed really, as they spoil the look 
of things. But in the first case I 
couldn't think of nine sufficiently small 
words, and in the second case I got 
rather interested in what I was saying. 
The latter is of course quite unforgiv- 
able. “Subject should be subjected to 
Shape!” is the war-cry of the Post- 
Essentialists. 

At this point I simply cannot resist 
showing you a Pine-Tree poem. It 
looks so impressive on paper—so 
fundamental, so stark. 


The 
Murmur 
Of the wind 
In the pine-trees 
Recalls to me the divine 
Impulses of childhood, 
And amid a symphony of piny 
Music I recollect how once I pulled 
Away my Uncle Alfred’s chair as he 
Was about to sit down (rather heavily) 
To 
His 
Tea. 








And now one word of warning. Any- 
one who considers himself a possible 
candidate for Poet Laureate must 
beware of associating himself with this 
movement as he would almost cer- 
tainly have to abandon its tenets on 
succeeding to the Laureateship. You 
see, the important thing about this 
school is that you choose your shape 
and then write your poem. But there 
are certain things upon which the 
Laureate is expected to comment if he 
does his job well, and, vast as are the 
possibilities in this form of art, he 
would find it somewhat difficult, | am 
afraid, to portray the wedding of 
Princess Martina or the Diamond 
Jubilee of the reigning monarch. 








Waves of Wonder. 





Ir you travel from Suez to Aden 

You are going from the bad to the 
worse, 

Past desolate shores that are laden 
With the blight of an infinite curse. 

"Tis a vista of Hades, an aching 
Impression of permanent grief, 

Of thirst which refuses the slaking, 
Of nights which are void of relief. 


But to-day little fishes are flying 
And the dolphins are rolling in file, 
And a sky which was lately so trying 
Is already beginning to smile. 
‘Tis an outlook which shows you how 
true is 
The opinion so often expressed— 
That the journey from Aden to Suez 
Reveals the Red Sea at its best. 


"Twas here, so I’m told by the bo’sun, 
That the waters reared upward and 
gave 
A means of escape to the Chosen 
But to PHARAOH a watery grave; 
And the seagulls which followed us 
crying 
Repeated a song as they flew 
Which suggested the screams of the 
dying 
Or the jeers of a jubilant Jew. 


But a truce to such thoughts as are 
galling 
To the memories of desperate days, 
For each London evening is calling 
More clear through the heat and the 
haze; 
And a sea which the ages have smitten 
So sorely must surely be proud 
To re-echo the voices of Britain 
And the cheers of a Twickenham 
crowd. J.M.S8. 








Warning to Horses. 
“ Wanted, side-saddle habit and breeches 
for matron 6ft. 7, bust 42, waist 32; good 
condition.” —Advt. in Periodical. 
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Letters to the Secretary of a 
Golf Club. 
XXII. 
From Ralph Viney, Captain Roughover 
Golf Club, Doudhoian 
Tuesday, \5th January, 1935. 
Dear Wuetx,—In reply to 
letter, I am quite certain the fon 
mittee would raise rey ge ua” rd 
taking a pupil so long cay be 
absolutely responsible for him. 
Hoping you will be able to find a 
suitable man, 
Yours sincerely, 
Ratrn VINEY. 


From the Manager, “The Daily Meteor,” 
London, E.C A. 
18/1/35. 


Dear Srr,—We are in receipt of 
your letter of the 17th inst. instructing 
us to insert the following advertise- 
ment in our issue of 23rd January, 
1935:— 

Golf Secretary has vacancy for Pupil; 
thorough grounding in all ts of 
Club and Course Management. Premium 
£50 per annum payable in advance, Apply 
with full particulars, credentials. bank 
references, etc., to Patrick Whelk, The 
Golf Club, Roughover. 


As our terms are strictly cash, and 
so that the insertion may ap on 
the date requested, we shall gad 
to have your remittance by return as 
per our pro forma invoice enclosed. 


Yours faithfully, 
for “The Daily Meteor,” 


Jackson V. Sketcn. 


From General Sir Armstrong Porcursue, 
K.B.E., C.S.1., The Cedars, Rough. 


over. 

1/35. 

Str,—I see in this morning’s Daily 
Meteor that you require a pupil; but 
frankly, Sir, I have never heard of 
anything so seandalous in my life. 

It is absolutely diabolical that you 
should be allowed to impose on people 
to the extent of advertising the gross 
untruth that you can teach the ins and 
outs of a job about which you know 
less than —s at all. 

Kindly note that if by any ghastly 
fluke some unsuspecting idiot comes 
forward, I consider that if you take 
his money you will brand yourself as 
« low-down swindler and an unscrupu- 
lous erook. 

Awaiting further developments with 
great interest, 

Yours faithfully, 
ARMSTRONG ForcuRSUE. 


ennai ne ian, 


From Baldred M. Coote, Whinley 
Castle, Whinley. 
23/1/35. 


Dear Sre,—Reference your ad- 
vertisement in this morning’s Daily 


Meteor. 
As my wife and I are sailing for the 
Anti on a two-years’ health-trip 


early in February, I should be glad if 
you would take my son (aged 24) as a 


P Basi has not been at all well lately 
(flu, jaundice and pernicious anemia), 
and we both feel an out-of-doors life’ 
would be most beneficial to his health. 
But apart from this and the fact that 
he has harmless epileptic fits two or 
three times a month, he is quite strong 
and is singularly intelligent. 

I enclose letters from the boy’s old 
housemaster and from his doctor, also 
a reference from my bank. 

I would require nothing from you 
except a written and stamped agree- 
ment to say that you will take entire 
charge of B. and be responsible for him 
during the next twenty-four months 
or until such time as my wife and I 
return home. It would therefore, I 
think, be better for you if he lived in 
your own house as a P.G. 

Yours faithfully, 
B. Coore. 


From Colonel Richard Carew Wynd- 
cheater (late Chief of Staff to General 
Pung Mah Jongg, China), c/o Station 
Hotel, Pullsea. 

23/1/35. 

Sm,—I have just returned to the 

Old Country after twenty-two years in 

the Far East and should like to come 

as your pupil for a short time. As I am 
anxious to get the job of Secretary at 

Combe Puttern (which is, I understand, 

falling vacant in August) I feel that if 

I have some previous knowledge of the 

job it would re a point in my favour. 

However, I definitely refuse to pay 

the premium you ask; and when I tell 

you I was— 

(a) in the retreat from Tsingchang, 

(b) in the retreat from Chowfu, 

(c) in the retreat from Pengsien, 

(d) nearly murdered in a rickshaw 
by a lunatic near Changsa 
(1926) 

(e) runner-up in the district of Sze- 
yu Amateur Kite - Flying 
Championship, 

(f) presented with the Most Im- 
minent Star of the Order of 
the Convex Ginger Root (7th 
Class) in 1928, together with a 
tuber to same in 1933, 

you will see how repugnant it would be 

for me to have to hand over a sum of 

money, however small, in return for 
giving you (as I should be most willing 








~ 


to do) the benefit of my full and 
adventurous life. 
Yours faithfully, 
Ricwarp C. WYNDCHEATER, 
Colonel. 


From Lionel Nutmeg, Malayan Civil 
Service (Retd.), Old Bucks Cottage, 
Roughover. 

23rd January, 1935. 

Dear Wuetk,—I see in this a.M.’s 
Daily Meteor that you are advertising 
for a pupil. 

Now, Whelk, you may consider it 
rather strange receiving an application 
from me, but I have long felt the need 
for something to occupy my mind in 
my retirement, so that if you took me 
on you would be doing both yourself 
and myself a good turn. 

Should you agree, however, I am 
most anxious that General Forcursue, 
Admiral Sneyriag-Stymie and Com- 
mander Harrington Nettle do not get 
wind of my plans for reasons which 
must be obvious to you; so perhaps 
when we are seen together we could 
pretend that I am grumbling to you 
about the state of the course or some- 
thing of that nature. 

I think your fee is excessive, but I 
would be prepared to pay £5 (five 
pounds) per annum in advance, or, if 
you would prefer it, £2 10s. half- 
yearly. 

Please reply by return. I should be 
glad to start in immediately. 

Yours sincerely, 
LionEL NuTMnrc. 


From General Sir Armstrong Forcursue, 
K.B.E., CST. 
. 25/1/35. 
Sir,—For all Nutmeg’s stupid cam- 
ouflage it is only too patent to me that | 
you have selected him as the most | 
suitable of the applicants. 
Honestly, Sir, this is the last straw. | 
I thought the man had more sense. 
Assuredly a fool and his money are 
easily parted. 
Yours faithfully, 
ARMSTRONG FoRcuRSU F. 


From Admiral Sneyring-Stymie, C.B., | 

The Bents, Roughover. 

Friday, 25th January, 1935. 

Srr,—I understand from the General 
that Nutmeg is now a sort of Assistant - 
Secretary. Kindly therefore hand him 
the enclosed letter. It is about the 
clock in the hall being one-and-a-half 
minutes fast yesterday. 

I hear Commander Nettle has also 
sent him a sharp note telling him to get 
busy and have the path from the back- 
door to the caddie hut properly weeded. 

Yours faithfully, 
C. Syeyrine-StyMie. 
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From General Sir Armstrong Forcursue, 











K.B.E., CS1. ty Alf “e 
26/1/35 An MA 5 hi dit’ org See 
Sir,—Kindly note that I have just HT hy M ram / A r " ™ a | 
written a seven-page letter to Nutmeg : ih i} , ie) Py byt | | 
in which I have tabulated a great many he wi) AP SWE | | 


things that must be done immediately. 

I think you had better explain to 
him that it will be to his advantage to 
have these matters attended to with- 
out delay, informing him at the same 
time of my methods in dealing with 
refractory and obstinate Golf Secre- 
taries. 

Yours faithfully, 
ARMSTRONG FoRCURSUE 














From Lionel Nutmeg, M.C.S. (Retd.), 
Old Bucks Cottage, Roughover. 


28th January, 1935. 

Sir,—This will confirm my state- 
ment to you this morning that I wish 
to discontinue being your pupil. 

I find that the work is not so con- 
ducive as I imagined, and that really 
I have quite enough to do playing 
golf, ete. 

Please return my £5. 

Yours faithfully, 
L. NurmMEa 

P.S.—I think you will admit that 
it is a bit over the odds for me to have 
to act as a buffer between yourself 
and the members whenever I am out- 
side your office, and to have to sit 
and address envelopes whenever I am 
inside it. 

Don’t forget the £5 








From Lionel Nutmeg (address as above) 
30th January, 1935. 


Sir,—Kindly note that I am report- 
ing you to the Committee for 





(1) Keeping the Club Accounts in 
a slipshod manner. 
(2) Not filing your letters daily 
| (3) Leaving notices on the board Little Man. * Wor’s Your ‘OBBY WHEN YOU'RE aT ‘OME Like? 
| which are out of date. The Other. “ Krerrs’ LoveBrRDS.” 
| 
| 








(4) Using Club stamps for your RTE EE 





private and personal corre- 
spondence and forgetting (de- 
liberately) to pay them back 


“Women ought to adopt a hair- A comedy withdrawn from a Lonuon 
dressing fashion which exposes both theatre was revived almost immedi- | 
ears,” says a writer. This applies ately. It is rumoured that the author 








(5) Not coming up to the Club until specially to teashop waitresses. had thought of another joke. 
11.30 a.m. on the 26th 
| (6) Sponging for drinks in the bar x * * 
every day before lunch. A lecturer says that two hundred 

(7) Conniving at General Forcur- years ago Fleet Street was full of 





sue’s dog coming into the Club rubbish. How times change! 
House on Monday. 
- eee tei x* * * 
Yours faithfully, 


Included with the next issue will be 


| 
People in “Punch.” 
found a coloured cartoon of Sir James 


| L. Nurmec A doctor says epidemics do not Jeans, F.R.S., President of the British 
spread easily when the weather is cold Association, 1934, and author of The 


letter about my £5 (five pounds), + ee works dealing with Astronomy, Cos- 


y BU re é aet e 
kindly note that I have handed th mgr iach eed 
matter over to my solicitors. You may An archeologist says that there was a . 
: eA : Mr. Punch’s heart. 
expect to hear from them shortly crude form of wireless three thousand 


Gq. { os N years ago We il, that would B. B.C, too. a = 


| 
| P.S.—With regard to your offensive and frosty. Nor does butter. Mysterious Universe and other 
} 
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“Hutto! More LUCKY PEOPLE WHO HAVE BEEN ABLE TO GET AWAY!’ 








Birds Ashore and Birds Aforeshore. 





The Wild Ones. 


(Wild, Whooper, Trumpeter or Elk-Swan.) 


We are the Wild Swans, hear us far flying 
Over dark water and under dark sky, 
Brother to brother replying, replying; 
We are the kings and as trumpets oar cry. 
We from the North came when froze the green 
billows ; 
We to the North turn and sound as we go; 
We to our wharves where the stunted sea-willows 
Stir with the sap and the melt of the floe. 


We are the Elk-Swans; ours not the reaches 
Of holiday rivers and cates from the hand— 
Ours are the estuary’s ultimate beaches, 
Ours are the outposts of wet shifting sand. 


We with no fancy fowl, ducks at their drakes’ side, 


Squabble and gobble and crowd all a-nigh ; 
We are no mendicant Mates of the lakeside, 
We are the Wild Ones who sound as we fly. 


We are the Trumpeters, we are the musical, 
We the far-flying, the Sons of the Skein. 
Where the dark tides turn and, sickle on new 
sickle, 
Water rows tumble and dawn brings the rain, 
Up then we rise where the dirty seas wallow 
Soupy with sand-roil and stained by the storm; 
We are the Wild Swans, our path who shall follow ' 
The Bear-Ward for beacon, the Wedge for a form / 


We are the Wild Ones; hear us, far flying 
Over wild water and under dark sky, 
Brother to brother replying, replying; 
We are the Princes; our bugles sound high. 

We from the North come, from frozen sea-sources ; 
Now do we turn us to whence we came forth; 
We, the white Elk-Swans, as stars in their courses 

Pass in the dawn to our nursery North. 


P.R.C. 
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THE PEPPER CRISIS. 


[A suggestion has been made that Mr. Luoyp Grorce might be asked to join the Government.| 














| 
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Impressions of Parliament. 





Synopsis of the Week. 


Monday, February 
India Bill read a second time. 





THE RED ROSE OF 
“ Our love is like a red, 
Mr. 


Tuesday, February 12th.—Lords: British 
Shipping (Assistance) Bill read a 
second time. 

Commons: 
ance (Temporary Provisions) 
read a second time. 


pepe February 13th.— 
Lords: Debates on Railway 
Shareholders’ Grievances 
and Export Trade, 
Commons: Unemploy- 
ment Assistance (Tempor- 
ary Provisions) Bill read a 
third time. 


Monday, February 11th.— 
Bishop’s Avenue, East Finch- 
ley, is becoming a cracks- 
men’s paradise. In safe- 
breaking circles one loses ton 
ifoneis notseen there at least 
once a week, and it is ru- 
moured that there is now a 
regular service of private 
buses which bring the cat- 
burglars to and from their 
work. In answer to the local 
Member, Mr. Capoaan, this 
afternoon, the HomE SEcrzE- 
TARY admitted that since 
the beginning of 1933 no 
fewer than ten houses out 
of sixty had been broken 
into, and in defence of the 
police went on to make the 
de ——* remark that over 


L ANCS., 
red rose,” 


CLEARY. 


Unemployment Assist- 
Bill 


11th.—Commons: 





this period no house had been entered 
more than twice. Some of the house- 
holders are in desperation flood-light- 
ing their houses, and it is feared that 
unless the underworld is quickly dis- 
couraged Bishop’s Avenue will be mis- 
taken in May tor part of the Jubilee 
celebrations. 

Mr. CLeary, the Crurcni. family's 
little gift to Wavertree, having taken 
his Socialist seat, and Mr. SPEAKER hav- 
ing ruled that there could be only one 
division on the Second Reading (which 
meant that the Diehards in order to 


oppose the Bill had to vote for 
the Labour Amendment—a pretty 
thought), the House settled down to a 
most interesting Indian debate, in 
which about half a full novel was 
spoken. 


The ArrornreY-GENERAL opened for 
the Government with a long and 
masterly survey of the legal and 


political aspects of the Bill. He in- 
sisted that what had been said of 
Dominion status in the Montagu 


Declaration of 1917 and Lord IRwi’s 
speech of 1919 remained just as binding 
as anything which could be inserted in 
the Bill, and refused to believe that 
absolute secession could ever be any- 
thing but an academic question. 

He was followed by Mr. Moraan 
Jones, who turned upon Mr, CHURCHILL 
and said that he reminded him of the 
man who made a journey from Jerusa- 
lem to Jericho and fell among political 
highwaymen., 
reaction, he was not likely to recover 


Pe, 


Ay t oy 





THE “PAS DE DEUX.” 


{In the Division on the Government of India Bill Mr, Caurcari. 
and Mr, Lanssury join hands.} 


Clad in the glad rags of 


his political faith in Bournemouth, 
where there was no political eréche 
only a 


but crematorium. Having 








Labour! Could I and thou with Fate conspire 


To grasp this sorry Scheme of Things entire, 


Would not we shatter it to bita—and then 
Re-mould it nearer to our Heart's Desire! 
Oman KuaarrAm (Revised Edition). 


Mr. Greenwoop 


finished with poor Mr, Cauronms, Mr. 


JONES protested vehemently against 


British racial snobbery and the fact 
that in six days’ debate the 
Government speakers had 
ignored the Labour case and 
concentrated only on their 
Conservative friends. It was 
rather sickening of them. 

Then came the elder Foor 
to reprove the Labour Party 
for previously accepting the 
three main principles of the 
scheme which they now op- 
posed. And then Mr. Cxur- 
CHILL. 

No one could deny that he 
was in very good order. The 
country was being edged, 
shoved, wheedled and drawn 
into a position to which the 
Conservative Party, if it had 
ever been asked, would never 
have committed itself, Once 
it got the chance the new 
Indian Parliament would 
attack the safeguards by 
maltreating trade. Lanca- 
shire would be tortured, (Did 


about here ?) 
After Lord Eustace 
Percy had pleaded that in- 





one notice Mr, CLEARY smile 
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BEHAVIOURISTS RECORDING THE REACTIONS OF GEESE 





TO THE WORD “BO.” 











| dustrialisation was necessary to India 


as an alternative to migration, and 
Mr. Lanspury had made the odd 


| suggestion that the Government should 


withdraw the Bill and send out a small 
Commission to confer with British 
Indians on the spot, Mr. Batpwtn 
wound up the debate and announced 


_ that the Government were allocating 
_ thirty days to the Committee stage of 


the Bill. In the course of his speech 
he expressed. his delight that Mr. 
CuuRCHILL and Mr. Lanssury should 
enter the same Lobby, his conviction 
_ that only Indians could deal with their 
_ own deep-seated problems, and his con- 
| fidence that Federation would give the 
| Provinces security. The Bill was then 
| given a Second Reading by 271 votes. 


Tramps in the Upper House. 

Tuesday, February 12th.—In the 
Lords the debate on the Shipping 
Assistance Bill took much the same 
course as in the Commons, Speaking as 
an owner, Lord Essenpon declared his 
hatred of tramp subsidies but warml 
supported the Bill. He looked fi : 
he said, to the modification 
or cancelling of subsidies which alone 
could bring back health to shipping. 

It was not isi ; 
Axraur Greenwoop should take ad- 





vantage of the Second Reading debate 
of the temporary Unemployment As- 
sistance Bill to pour out the vials of his 
scorn once more upon the Govern- 
ment, but the vials are now very 
empty. He made no charge against 
the Board, but painted the Govern- 
ment as a most frightful set of scally- 
wags, describing the P.M. as hiding 
behind the skirts of his new supporters 
just as Louts XVI. hid behind those of 
MARIE ANTOINETTE. 

Taking the Chair in the Commons is 
like goal-keeping ; nothing may happen 
for a long time, but at any moment 
a desperate bombardment may begin. 
Even thirty winks are out of the 
question. To-day Captain Bourne had 
suddenly to decide whether it was 
permissible for Captaii. BaLrour to 
criticise Lord Rusucuirre, seeing that 
his salary came on the Consolidated 
Fund. After eight other Members had 
chipped in, it was decided that Captain 
Ba.Four could deliver only a general 
criticism of the whole Board; which he 
did. On occasions like this the Com- 
mons is at its happiest. 

Mr. StaNLey wound up the debate 
with a handsome admission of error 
and an assurance that investigation 
would be immediate. 


Wednesday, February 13th.—Lord 








MONKSWELL is of the opinion that | 
British railways are so much in the | 


grip of the unions that nobody listens | 


| 


to the grievances of the shareholders, | 
to whom the railways happen to be- | 
long. To-day in the Upper House he | 
complained that the wages of railway 


workers were excessive, and asked if 
new powers of inquiry might be given 
to shareholders ; but Lord TEMPLEMORE 
for the Government thought that rail- 
way shareholders were in as good a 


position as those of other companies, | 


and Lord DaryNxeTron pointed out 
that the British Railway Stockholders 
Union already existed. 

There can no longer be any doubt 


that Mr. Hore-BELIsHa cares some- | 
thing more than a hoot, for at Question- | 


time he announced that he would con- 
sider local schemes for 24-hour zones 
of silence even in London. 

After a more friendly debate than 
yesterday’s the new Unemployment 
Bill was read a third time. 





Our Back-Bencu Wuo’s Wuo. 
Whenever Macquisten 
Cries ** Listen,” 
He means that the heads of 
distilleries 
Remain in the Treasury’s pillories. 
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Euclid and Song. 


7. 

I HAVE forgotten—gladly be it stated— 

All that of old was rammed into my head; 
My zeal for x was long ago deflated, 

I have no languages alive or dead; 
Only, of all that my scholastic mother* 

yave me of lore, this one clear truth abides: 
Similar triangles are to one another 

In the duplicate ratio of their homologous sides. 


Where are the facts our sires were wont to swallow 
So stoutly and so blindly, yesteryear ? 
If scientific, Science knocks them hollow; 
If in th’ artistic line, the young men jeer. 
This only stands above the general smother, 
This, that not e’en the brainiest youth derides: 
Similar triangles are to one another 
In the duplicate ratio of their homologous sides. 


* Alma mater, 


The music of to-day is harsh and broken; 
It is the boast of poets to be stark; 
But here—at least, if reasonably spoken— 
Lives a pure song that none may fail to mark; 
Let the schools clash, let one denounce the other 
With all the wealth that Billingsgate provides; 
Similar triangles are to one another 
In the duplicate ratio of their homologous sides. 


Oh flawless phrase! Oh pure and perfect jingle! 
Oh gift, that might have cheered e’en him of Uz, 
Where music, poesie and truth commingle, 
Does it not soothe the soul? I'll say it does, 
Here there is calm, my sister; and, my brother, 
Take heart and sing, whatever ill betides:-— 
Similar triangles are to one another 
In the duplicate ratio of their homologous sides. 


Dum-Dum. 
of course. 











Country Magnate. “1 #4 THOUGHT OF CALLING ON ‘EM, BUT THEY VE ONLY BEEN IN THE NEIGHBOURHOOD SIX YEARS. 
Bit Too SOON, ISN'T rr?” 
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_ may be ten minutes, but it 
is also more than ten cen- 
| turies, and indeed has to 


| tween B.c, and A.D. 


| people by the intensity 


| of religious faith, shown 
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At the Play. 


“Tue Two SHerHerps” anbd 

‘Hrerotytus” (Otp Vic). 

‘Tne fare now provided at the Old 
Vic is a remarkably mixed dish. The 
interval which se tes the 
first play, The Two gs A 
herds, from the second, the 
Hippolytus of Evripipss, 





stand for the whole gulf be- 


The Two Shepherds, by 
Crecorro and Marta Mar- 
rinez SERRA, is not only 
an excellent representative 
of the Suerra play uiet, 
natural, colourful —but holds 
the attention because, for all 
its easy realism, its moments 
have been cunningly chosen. 
[he story is very simple— 
the dismissal of the twoshep- 
herds, the priest and the 
doctor of a Spanish village 
after a lifetime of work. The 
priest, Don Antonio, has 
failed in a dogmatic theology 
examination; the doctor is being re- 
placed by a young man with more im- 
pressive paper qualifications, We who 
watch them at their work, doing 
idmirably by virtue of common-sense 
and good feeling, know 
that in fact shadow is 
being preferred to sub- 
tance when they are 
uprooted and displaced. 

But the play does not 
really need their effici- 
ency, for its concern is 
with the way they bear 








Dona Paquita . 
Juanillo 


meal YR 


From this warm humanity, placed in 
the heart of Christian Europe, and deal- 
ingwith a recurring poignant situation— 
the displacement of faithful servants, 
we pass to the strong and vile passions 
of the gods of Ancient Greece. The pros- 
pect that looked so fair at the end of 





STUDY IN EXPRESSION. 
THe New Prrest’s First Sermon. 


A Midsummer Night's Dream, of hap- 
piness for the genial Theseus, Duke of 
Athens, and Hippolyte his Amazon 
Queen, was, alas! a delusive one. 
Evriripes, interpreted in the high 








themselves, and in par- 
ticular with Don Antonio 
(Mr. MonLANDGRAHAM), 
Readers of WILLA 
Caruer’s Death Comes 
for the Archbishop will 
find much in this per- 
formance to remind 
them of that remarkable 
book. There is the same 
transfiguring of common 
events and homely 


rather than stated. All 
the detail is finished, as in good wood- 
carving, and all the characters of the 


| village, particularly the new 


(Mr. ALan Weep), with his fine speak- 
ing, and the old priest’s sister (Miss 
Ecsre Frencn), are shown in the round. 
We know all about them in the course 
of an hour. 


a ii A NL 


HOW TO BE BEAUTIFULLY MISERABLE. 


Miss Evetyn Hate. 
Miss Mary Newcomne, 


The Nurse . 
Phaedra . 





} 





melodious lines of Gr.pert Murray, 
shows Aphrodite, like the Demon Rat 
® the beginning of the pantomime, 


as disaster for the house of 


heseus, being piqued at the devotion 
to Artemis shown by Hippolytus; the 
son of Theseus and the now dead 





Hippolyte. No good fairy intervenes— 


Miss Eusre Frencu 
Mr. RayMonp JouNnson. 







indeed when the grief and slaughter are 
complete Artemis herself appears and 
explains that the gods never interfere 
with one another én their treatment of 
mortals. Professional etiquette or 


caste-feeling is too strong, although | 
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later vengeance in some other con- | 


nection and as opportunity 
serves, can and will be taken. 
Human beings, quite aware 
that they are but sport for 
the gods, must nevertheless 
endure it; and the tragedy 
is unrelieved, for there is no 
value in their suffering. Only 
there are worse things than 
| pain and death—in particu- 
lar, shame. 

Miss Mary Newcomse as 
Phaedra the Queen gives a 
superb performance, sug- 
gesting through her growing 
agony of mind a wild bitter 
spirit that becomes more 
marked and prepares us for 
the horrible revenge she 
takes on the stepson who 
spurns herlove. Mr. Maurice 








Evans as Hippolytus has | 
some grand things to say | 


about women in general 
and the harm they do, and 
says them with a sweep and vigour 
that fill the stage with a wind of 
strong vitality. Mr. SoraEgr as Theseus, 
grave and more like a high priest than 


the Athenian King, is a monument of | 


statuesque implacability. 

TheChorus, who ought 
to have told all they 
knew, the old Nurse who 
said too much, alike 
know that there is no 
thwarting the gods. 
Even a friendly fellow 
like Poseidon is 
much too blanderingly 
prompt to carry out irre- 
vocable requests made 
in angry haste. “‘ The 
two goddesses,” says 


RAY in a foot-note, ‘are 
treated as things in- 


rather like forces of 
nature come to life.” 
but in fact they are both 
of them very much like 
women, though that 
after all is one way of 
being a force of nature. D. W. 


“Ar 8 a.m.” (EmMBassy). 


Professor GILBERT Mur- | 


human and pitiless, | 


This is a serious play about capital | 


punishment, but mercifully it is neither 
one of those roaring psychological 
farees in which the sole action is pro- 
vided by fog settling down over Blooms- 


* aan tt cai 








oP Pamela se 
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bury nor the kind of entertainment in 
which the stage is lent for the evening 
to an academic debating society. 

Although its distinguished author, 
Mr. Jan Fasricivus, the Dutch play- 
wright, is sincerely moved by the 
problem presented to civilisa- 
tion by the murderer, he has 
subordinated his propaganda to 
his story, and the result is a dis- 
tinctly good play. 

It is easiest to think clearly 
| about capital punishment if you 
postulate a particularly brutal 
murderer for whom there is ab- 
solutely nothing to be said, for 
by doing this you rid your mind 
of all sentiment and come down 
to the bare bones of the matter 
i.e., Have we the right to defend 
| ourselves against an unmitigated 
nuisance by simply getting rid 
of it? And have we the right to 
fall back on what seems in some 
| ways the crueller and certainly 
the more cowardly alternative of 
a life-sentence ? 

Naturally this method, ideal 
for the sake of argument, doesn't 
recommend itself to a dramatist 
| who cares for his play. Brutes 
are not much good as heroes; 
| and Mr. Faprictvs has chosen 
the case of an entirely uncriminal 
young Englishman condemned 
to death for the murder of one of his 
wife's lovers. At the trial Drummond 
Osborne, through a chivalrous feeling 
which persisted for his wife, had 
pleaded Not Guilty, but the confident 
evidence of two policemen had swayed 
the jury against him. 

When we first see him, the day before 
the execution, he is too wretched about 
the failure of his marriage to be any- 
thing but stoical about his end, and is 
concerned chiefly with the ghastliness 
of the job which confronts his good 
friends The Chaplain, The Doctor and 
The Governor. These characters are 
drawn with extraordinary perception 
and are beautifully acted. They behave 
exactly as we should expect them to 
behave, as we feel that in the same 
shoes we ourselves should behave, they 
say exactly what we should expect 
them to say, and this is a remarkable 
feat for a foreigner writing for the first 
time in English, even if, as I under- 
| stand, his idiom has been tightened up 
by Mr. W. A. Dariineton, 

The Governor, Major Bradley, begins 
by regarding the execution—his first 
in the way that a soldier would, as an 
unpleasant duty ; the Doctor, a balanced 
fellow, hates capital punishment and 
holds the view that, if one person and 
| not a group were made responsible for 
| it, abolition would come quickly; the 





Osborne cheerful. 


Paul Mainwaring . 
Mayor Bradley 
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Chaplain is young and brave and is 
wearing himself to bits trying to keep 


discipline the nervous tension amongst 
these men is increasing visibly as every 





AT SEVEN FORTY-FIVE A.M, 
EARLY-MORNING SUSTENANCE, 


minute brings less hope of a reprieve. 
But there is an even more important 
reaction, for the Governor’s wife has 


discovered that the condemned man is 





END 
OF A 
Drummond Osborne 
Julia Bradley 


TO 


THE 
DISMAL 
Sm Basm Bartwiert. 
Miss Marpa VANNE. 


BEGINNING 
DAY. 


HAPPY 


Under the veneer of 


Mr. Dovatas Buraipar. 
Mr. Wynpnam Gotopre. 





her son whom, her lover dying, she had 
handed over to rich foster-parents (long 
before her marriage to the Governor) 
and had not seen since, This sub-plot, 
which might have been so irrelevantly 
melodramatic, is woven seam- 
lessly into the piece and gives 
Miss Marpa VANNE an oppor- 
tunity for a performance in the 
first class. It is difficult to de- 
scribe in words how goed she is, 
how restrained, how moving, as 
she conveys with what enormous 
courage Mrs. Bradley, hex secret 
still undiscovered, faces that last 
day. Her visit to the cell is ex- 
quisitely acted, no conventional 
tragic gestures, no hysteria, just 
a quiet litthe woman in agony, 
completely real. The play could 
equally well have been called 
Mrs. Bradley's Trial. 

It is not until within a few 
minutes of the execution that 
she tells her husband the truth, 
and by then the humanitarian 
has beaten the soldier and he 
has resigned rather than go on. 
A reprieve comes at the last 
moment, one of the policemen 
having been struck by doubt, 
and Osborne is released, 

I thought the only false note 
was the incursion of the trivial 
foster-mother, much less resigned 
to the dent in the family eseutcheon 
than to the boy’s death. Mr.WynpHam 
GoLDIR’s Governor, Mr. Evax THoMas’s 
Doctor and Mr. ALEXANDER ARCH- 
DALE’s Chaplain were, each in his con- 
trasted way, admirable—how refreshing 
to find a sound parson on the stage 
without a hint of farce! Sir Bas. Bart- 
LETT cleverly suggested what Osborne 
was going through; Mr. Dovatas Bur. 


nipGr’s Civil Servant was lifelike: 
Mr. Antnony Suaw’'s “g”-dropping 
Sheriff, Mr. Paut Farre.’s Irish 
Foreman and Miss Surrury Bax's 


Society dumb-bell with both feet on 
the charity-committee ladder supply 
plenty of light relief. 
Westward bound, with the same 
erew? I think I should bet on it. 
Eric. 


“Berwuant Srecraciues ror Kina's 
JUBILEE.” 
Newspaper Headline, 
With silver rims ? 

“ During the evening Mrs ad«lreased 
them on ‘What the National Government 
has done,’ showing that the financial position 
to-day was second to none. The balance-sheet 
showed a credit balance of 19a. 7d." 

Report of Social Club's Meeting. 


We must congratulate the CHANCELLOR 
oF THE ExcueQver on a Budget fore- 
cast of such unusual precision. 
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The Beginner’s Guide to 
Ski-ing. 
v. 
Ski Jumping.—Ski jumpers are a 
The same sort of 
utists, only 


they do it without Se. They 
_ have rubber joints no nerves, and 


| they are immune from the more 


painful 


consequences of the law of gravity. 


| pleted, 


When some of these strange crea- 
tures feel wild impulses stirring in their 
blood pw repair to the very highest 
and steepest mountain they can find. 
Some precipitous slope almost  indis- 
tinguishable from the perpendicular is 
what delights them most. In the middle 


artist over his chef-d’euvre or some 
eccentric over the tomb of his choice. 
Then slowly, very slowly, he climbs the 
slope above and, keeping his eyes off 
the platform below, he gazes about the 
snowy valley around him. Then, and 
still slowly, very, very slowly, he straps 
on his skis, plants his stick in the snow 
and puts his glasses and his cigarette- 
case beside them. (Please make a note 
of these preparations.) Then he takes 
out his flask. Is he going to leave that 
too? Yes, but not all of it, 

Now he is almost ready and is feeling 
for his handkerchief. Look, he’s off! 
He’s actually off! He was standing on 
more of a slope than he realised and 
gravity brought his indecision to an 
end. He is gathering speed rapidly and 





of this slope they build | 
« horizontal platform 
and also a stand for the | 
judges, who fill in the) 
pauses in the proceed- | 
ings by singing part- | 
songs with yodel chor- | 

uses for the — 

entertainment. 

Then the jumpers) 
whizz down the moun-! 
tain at four hundred | 
m.p.h. (or forty, 1 forget | 
which) and ricochet off; : 
the platform into space, | 
They hit the mountain- 
side again about a hun- 
dred yards furtherdown 
and (frequently) lose their | 
balance and go rolling | 
und spinning over and_ 
over at fifty (or five hun- | 
dred) m.p.h. for another | 
quarter-of-a-mile or so. | 
(See diagram.) ae 

All this being so, if you really want to 
commit suicide ski-jumping is perhaps 
as sound a method as any other. And 
if this is quite clear I will now give 
you your first lesson in the art. Not 
that I have ever done any ski-jumping 
myself, nor intend to, for if 1 ever do 
decide to throw myself down from a 
great height I won't go to the trouble 
and expense of first strapping skis to 
my feet. 

Perhaps our best plan is to follow 
Major Boldie when he off on one 
of those mysterious soli ilgrim - 
ages he makes to the pomome A Bele at 
the back of the Egwite Farm. 

Alone and unobserved (except by us) 
the Major laboriously builds himself a 
small snow platform on the side of a 
steepish slope. He pats it and smooths 
its sides and top, puts on an inch to its 
height here, takes off two inches there, 
as though loth to declare his task com- 
Then he stands and broods 
over it for several minutes like an 


Doctor. 


“L'’M BORRY 
PUT TWELVE OF THE VILLAGERS ON A FISH DIET.” 





Ll CAN'T PAY MY 


in another ten yards he will be on to 
the platform and shoot off it into the 


* 





air— No, he won't; he’s missed it. 
He must have got into a rut or some- 
thing and has passed it by on his left 





aX 


Mew away 


BILL THIS WEEK, BUT I ‘vE 


Now isn’t that bad luck? You see, 
there is a great deal more in this sport 
than meets the eye. He is turning at 
the bottom of the slope and will have 
to climb all the way up again. 

Up he comes now, carrying his skis 
on his shoulder. He stops again at the 
little snow platform to pat its top and 
smooth its sides once more. Now he is 
adding an inch to its height. No, I’m 
wrong; he’s taking off an inch. No, 
I’m still wrong; he’s taking off three 
inches. 





When he reaches the top he slowly | 


straps on his skis. Slowly, very, very 
slowly. Then he picks up his glasses, 
polishes them and puts them back 
down. Then he picks up his flask, 


screws it up tightly again and puts that 
= faces | 


iback. Then he 
can almost feel him brac- 
| ing his limbs for the swift 
‘steep run down and the 
ibreath-taking flight 
through the keen moun- 
‘tain air. This is thrill- 
jing, isn’t it? In another 
‘three seconds he'll be 
off. 

Look, he’s stooped 
/down to adjust his lace! 
No, I'm wrong: he’s 
adjusting his skis. No, 
'I ‘mstill wrong; he ’stak- 
‘ing off hisskis——— He's 
taken them right off, and 
/now he has put them on 
j|his shoulder. He picks 
up his glasses, his cigar- 
ette-case and his flask, 
grasps his stick and sets 
off walking down the 
lroad to the village. 

And if you take my advice about 
ski-jumping you will follow in his 
footsteps, 


The Sand Cure. 


(Ciare, Countess of Cowxiry, con- 
tributes to “The Evening News” a most 
interesting account of her recent sizx- 
weeks’ tour in the Sahara, which she 
recommends as a cure for victims of 
nerves.) 





WHEN the chariot of Progress— 

Less an angel than an ogress— 
Wildly jolts and swerves, 

What a blessing to the ailing 

‘Tis to find a never-failing 
Remedy for nerves! 


So | read with jubilation 

Lady Cow.ey’s brisk narration 
Of her recent trip 

In a car, but often choosing 

To embark on spells of cruising 
In the desert ship. 


down the slope and you | 


| 
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Far from Pacts and Pools of Pepper 
On her camel, a high-stepper 
For the Atlas bound, 
In “immensity and stillness” 
Cure for every nervous illness 
She has sought and found 


There she met with cordial greeting 
(Though devoid of central heating) 
At well-found hotels— 
Natives all with friendly faces, 
Resting-places at oases, 
Water at the wells. 


By this comforting recital 
From the wearer of a title 
Heartened and beguiled, 
Quitting my abode suburban, 
I intend to don the turban 
And explore the Wild 


So I’m planning with Dr Lara 

(Istpore) and Turepa Bara, 
First and greatest vamp, 

Underneath a deodara 

Somewhere in the vast Sahara 
Shortly to encamp. 


Failing them, with Punch and 
Toby 

And, if possible, Grorcr Rowry 
To the barren wastes of Gobi 

I shall fly (express) 
Primed with all the latest dodges 
For erecting Sandy Lodges 

In the wilderness. C.L.G 


Two Tables of Bridge. 

“Tr’sashame,” Pamela said, “letting 
us down at the last moment 
going to be awful.” 

I had been under the impression that 
eight were going to be pretty bad. 

“We could cut out,” I suggested 

Pamela shook her head. “They 
loathe cutting out. Perhaps the 

_ Harpers are free. I'll ask them.” 

The Harpers were delighted 

“The Harpers, the Merrimans, Maud 
Soames and the Major and us,” said 
Pamela. She added up on her fingers 
to make quite sure. ‘Two tables!” 

Mrs. Merriman rang up shortly) 
before lunch, said young John was 
sickening, and rang off. 

“Pamela,” I said, “young John 
Merriman is sickening. I have long 
thought so and now his own mother 
admits it.” 

“Oh, damn!” said Pamela it’s 
| measles of course, and they can't come, 
| and we're back to six again.” 
| I suggested that the Tait-Bronsons 
| would probably be delighted 
| “We don’t really know them well 
“Not at the 
I shall ring up 


Six is 


| enough,” she objected. 
last minute like this 








THE HEIR TO THE HARDCASH MILLIONS JOINS IN THE 


THE FAIR, 
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Maud Soames and explain, and ask her 
and the Major for Tuesday.” 

“Capital!” I said. “I shall look 
forward to Tuesday.” 

Maud Soames and the Major were 
delighted. 

‘So that's all right,” Pamela said 
‘just the Harpers and ourselves. One 
table! Perhaps it’s all for the best.” 

When Mrs. Harpér rang up I told 
her at once that I was sorry to hear it. 
“Lumbago,” she said. “It catches 
him.” 

I broke the news. ‘‘ Pamela,” I said, 
‘Harper has lumbago which catches 
him.’ 


“Oh, well,” she said. “You and I 
will play cribbage.’ 
I was delighted. 





“Among the terriers Cairns seem to be 
making the greatest strides.” -——Daily Paper. 


With those funny little legs, too! 


Let the cat out of the bag 

You know the expression, but do you know 
the meaning of it? 

Once upon a time, long long ago, when 
countryfolk were accustomed to take a suck. 
ling pig for sale to market in a bag, the pig 
sometimes really contained a cat.” 

Canadian Paper. 
If each cat had seven kits, how many 
were going to St. Ives? 
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A Municipal Fairy-Tale. 


THERE was once a very small town- 
councillor who lived alone with his 
mother in the big house behind the 
gasworks. He was called Councillor 
Fred Sprout, and every day he used to 
put on his second-best bowler-hat and 
catch the tram to — Dyeworks, 
which his father had built by the side 
of the main road next to the slag-heap. 
But one day he put on his best bowler- 
hat and, when he had finished his 
breakfast, he put on his best black coat 
too and the overcoat with the velvet 
collar which his mother had given him 
for his birthday. 

“And where are you off to to-day, so 
fine and grand?” asked his mother. 

“T am off to the Council-meeting. 
Mother,” he said; “and I am going to 
propose that a band-stand be built in 
Clump Park of which this city may be 
justly proud, and I have the plans in 
my little black bag.” 

And with these words he set off 
down the street to catch the tram for 
the Town Hall. As he passed the neigh- 
bours came to their garden-gates and 
asked; ‘Where are you off to to-day, 
Councillor Fred, in your best bowler- 
hat?” And to everyone he answered, 
“I am going to propose that a band- 
stand be built in Clamp Park of which 
this city may be justly proud, and I 
have the plans in my little black bag.” 

But all the people shook their heads 
and said, ‘“‘Alderman Smith of the 
Parks Committee will never allow that, 
Councillor Fred. Musie gives him in- 
digestion and he says that brass bands 
only encourage war.” 

But Councillor Fred was not dis- 
mayed by these dismal stories and he 
went on with a light heart to the tram- 
stop. 

When he got there he found that 
there was a big crowd of people all 
waiting to catch the tram to the Town 
Hall. He was just about to tell them 
about the splendid idea which he had 
had when at the back of the crowd he 
saw a poor little old commercial travel- 
ler hobbling about on a stick, and every 





_ time a tram stopped all the people 
| made a rush to climb on to it and the 


| said Councillor “dd. 


S 


| one is to 
_ built in Clump Park of which this city 
_ may be justly proud, and I must be 


poor little old man was swept aside. 

‘Good-morning to you, old man,” 
“Let me help 
you on your way.” 


“Oh, Sir,” cried the little old 


| commercial traveller, “you have a 
_ kind heart. Come what may, I must 


get this day to the Town Hall, for some- 
pose that a band-stand be 


there to hear him.” 


At that Councillor Fred swelled with 
pride, so much that he nearly burst his 
new overcoat with the velvet collar. 
He called out in a loud voice to the 

le who were waiting for the tram: 
“Tam Councillor Fred Sprout and I am 
going to the Town Hall to propose that 
a band-stand be built in Clump Park 
of which this city may be justly proud. 
Make way there for me and my friend.” 
And on hearing these words all the 
le stood aside very respectfully and 
helped Councillor Fred and the little 
old man to climb on to the next tram. 

“T knew you had a kind heart,” 
cried the little commercial traveller 
when they had seated themselves on 
top of the tram, ‘and now I know that 
you are a brave and public-spirited 
town-councillor as well.” 

But Councillor Fred only sighed and 
shook his head. For he was beginning 
to think of what the neighbours had said 
about Alderman Smith that morning. 

“No,” he said at length, “I shall 
never get a band-stand of which this 
city may be justly proud. Music gives 
Alderman Smith indigestion and he 
says that brass bands only encourage 
war.” 

“Have no fear, young Sir,” cried the 
little old man. ‘ You have befriended 
me and now it is my turn to help you. 
I may be poor and old, but I can still 
work a spell on Alderman Smith. And 
as a token of my powers I will give you 
now the first of my magic charms,” 
and with these words the little old man 
handed Councillor Fred a small flask 
bearing'a mysterious inscription :— 


“The magic cure for stomach ills 
Are Jones's Indigestion Pills.” 


“Oh, Sir,” said Councillor Fred, ‘1 
am indeed grateful, but I am afraid 
that Alderman Smith will still say that 
brass bands encourage war.” 

But already the little old man was 
hobbling off the tram as fast as his poor 
old legs would carry him, and Councillor 
Fred went on, feeling more disheartened 
than ever, for he could think of no way 
by which the little old man could make 
Alderman Smith allow a brass band to 
play in Clump Park. 

And when he got inside the Town 
Hall and found the Town Council just 
sitting down to the council lunch his 
heart grew heavier still. For there was 
Alderman Smith just about to start on 
a plateful of cold lobster, and there was a 
band at the far end of the room waiting 
to play as soon as the lunch was over. 

this time Councillor Fred was so 
dispirited that he could manage no 
more than one plateful of lobster. And 
he nearly had to refuse the cold turkey 
altogether ; and when the suet-pudding 
and treacle came round he had to give 





up after the second helping, although he 
had been looking forward to it all the 
month. 

At last the lunch was over and the 
band started to play. Almost at the 
first note Alderman Smith began to 
twitch in his chair, and Councillor Fred 
bethought him of the magic bottle. 

No sooner had he handed it over 
and Alderman Smith had swallowed 
the first of the magic tablets than a 
great change came over him. He leant 
back in his chair with a smile on his 
face and even began to drum on the 
floor with his feet. “Ah!” he said at 
last, ‘I am not saying but that there’s 
not something in this here music, as 
they call it. But, mind you,” he went 
on with his brows darkening, “it en- 
courages war, and that’s the truth of it.” 

But at that moment the door opened 
and a messenger came in with a big 
envelope which he handed to Alderman 
Smith. Alderman Smith opened it and 
a pleased smile came over his face. 
“See here, Gents,” he said, “they ’ve 
given me an honorary commission in 
the Volunteer Military Brass Bands 
Association, and they want me to take 
the march-past come Saturday.” 

Now there was very great surprise 
among the other town-councillors when 
they heard this, but Councillor Fred 
thought of what the little old man had 
told him and how everything he had 
said was coming true. 

And it was a with a light heart in 
the Council Chamber that afternoon 
that Councillor Fred began to propose 
“That a band-stand be built in Clump 
Park of which this city may be justly 
proud.” He spoke of the ‘ealth and 
comfort of the citizens which would 
thus be assured. And he spoke of the 
hartistic himpetus which would be 
given to the city by this means. And 
Alderman Smith said that music was an 


enjoyable ‘obby for a public man. But | 
most of all, he said that the band- | 
stand would encourage young chaps to | 


join the Volunteer Military Brass Bands 


Association what was needed for the | 


defence of our country and in which he 
himself held an honorary commission. 

And then all the town-councillors 
started shouting out that they must 
at once have a band-stand in Clump 








Park of which this city may be justly | 


proud, and the sooner they had it the 
better. And Councillor Fred went home 
rejoicing to the big house behind the 


gasworks. But he wondered very much | 


who the little old man was and why 
he had helped him in this wonderful 
fashion. 


A month went by and Councillor 
Fred again put on his best bowler-hat 
and went down to breakfast. ‘And 
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“SEEN ANYTHING OF THE SMITHERS LATELY?” 
“No, I HAVEN'T, NOT FOR YEARS. YOU SEE, THEY WENT INTO CONTRACT 





























AND WE STAYED IN AUCTION.” 








where are you off to to-day, so fine and_ eller. He was dressed in a splendid 


grand?” asked his mother. 

“I am off to Clump Park, Mother,” 
he answered, “to open a band-stand of 
which this city may be justly proud.’ 

And when he got to Clump Park 
Councillor Fred’s heart swelled fit to 
burst, for there was the Lord Mayor in 
his robes, and there were all the other 
town-councillors, and there was Alder- 
man Smith in the uniform of the 
Volunteer Brass Bands Association, 
and there was a brass band waiting to 


| play in the new band-stand. And at 


that moment Councillor Fred saw 
again the little old commercial trav- 


uniform and was talking to the Lord 
Mayor himself. 

Just then the little old commercial 
traveller turned and saw him. 

“Who are you, kind Sir?” asked 
Councillor Fred, “and why have you 
given your help to a poor—though 
honest—town-councillor ?”’ 

‘“T am the honorary Colonel of the 
Volunteer Military Brass Bands Asso- 
ciation,” replied the little old com- 
mercial traveller, “and I helped you 
because you have a kind heart.” 

“Ah!” eried Councillor Fred, “‘who 
could have thought that such great 


things could have come out of one 
simple act of kindness?” 


“Come,” said the little old com- | 
mercial traveller, taking his arm, “you | 


are not the only one to rejoice on this 
great day. My brother in the building 
trade has already advanced me ten 
per cent. of the profits he hopes to 
make out of the band-stand.” And 
together they turned towards the 
sumptuous refreshment-tent. 

But Alderman Smith had come 
without the magic cure, and when the 


brass band began to play he felt so ill | 


that he had to leave without having 
any of the lobster patties. H.W. M. 
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The Journalist, “Ou, yes, |’VE HAD THE GLOVES ON SEVEKAL TIMES IN MY YOUTH, BUT NOT AS A PROFESSIONAL. 








Our Booking-Office. 
(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 





A Reviewer Sees Life. 

Tere is, I note, an increasingly vivid dissatisfaction 
with commercialised art. A distinguised American novelist 
has just announced his intention of turning reporter; and 
now comes Mr. Dresmonp MacCarrny protesting his 
willingness “to live with a packed bag ready to dart to 
the scene of any crisis.” Moreover the actual reporting 
enshrined among his latest essays is so extraordinarily 
good that you cannot help wishing him a long run as 
our English Osertr with a thousand Cose Viste to his 
credit. Meanwhile the reader of Experience (PuTNAM, 


7/6) should begin with the burgling of the chateau of 


Montdidier. For in all these War memories Mr. Mac- 
CarTHy exhibits the quality he prized most in Oscar 
WILDE'S conversation: the power to keep modulating into 
a lighter key and out of it again. He is excellent company 
and his intellectual courage leaves a definite impression. 
He dislikes the crushing of the under-dog—F. E. Smrru hee- 
toring CASEMENT or an English mob baiting an ex-Service- 
man who left his bus running during the “ silence.” He can 
of course fall below an occasion. He has not said the last 
word about “Cats,” “ Eating” or “Obscene Books.” But 
why should so chivalrous a colleague say the last word 
about anything? 


The Unbreaking Front. 

The latest volume of the Official History of the War: 
Military Operations in France and Belgium 1918 (Mac- 
MILLAN, With Appendices and Maps, 24/6) deals only with 
one section of the Western Front during a period of six 
immortal days. The compiler, Brigadier-General Sir JaMEs 
E. Epmonps, finds it convenient to refer to units of the 
British Army after they had suffered losses that reduced 
them to a mere shadow of their nominal strength, in 
shortened form, as for instance Bdes or Divns. Before the 
end of the six days is reached all his pages are dotted 
with these ominous contractions, for this is the tale of | 
the German push of March, 1918. Here is a matter in | 
regard to which you may remember there has been not a | 
little subsequent argumentation, and protagonists of the 
Fifth and Third Army alike may profitably search these 
tremendous and dramatic pages for fresh evidence as to 
which retired further or faster. The real truth that emerges 
is that the gaps were filled as fast as they formed, that the 
line stretched but held, that the retirement was made only 
under the pressure of an intolerable superiority of numbers 
and was strategically not a defeat but victory. 





“Died at Sea.” 

General-Admiral BLakr was the forerunner and the 
equal (at least) of NELSON in raising his country’s prestige 
in the eyes of the world by the use of the Fleet, yet he is 
buried in an unknown grave somewhere about Westminster. 
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| Certain facts in the book, minor in 


| foreign Governments of 1652, referring 
| (my italics); the old story that vic- 
' and merciful in their peace-terms than 
| holding frequent Councils of War in all 
| sions, never found one to disagree with 
| his own views. As he was no bully one 


| must, I gather, allow for considerable 
| personal magnetism. 
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Mr. C. D. Curtis, in Blake (BarnicotTr 
& Prarce, THe Wessex Press), has, 





assisted by other enthusiastic experts, 
written an excellent life of this honest 
hard-fighting but neglected patriot. 


themselves, will unexpectedly stick in 
the readers’ memory. For instance, 


officially to the British Commonwealth 
torious Generals are more far-seeing 


the “‘frocks’’; and that BLuaxe, while 


weathers and on all important occa- 


I like to read of 
the eminent London doctor who was 
paid two-hundred-ai:l-fifty pounds (a 
great deal in those days) for treating 
the Admiral and who reported in long 
and ecclesiastical verbiage that he had 
no idea what was the matter, but the 
patient would certainly recover if he 
didn’t die first. A good book on a fine 
seaman up to the time that—“ Dark- 
ness took the land his soul desired.” 





Outlook for the Acquitted. 

Her latest study of domestic crime 
still shows Mrs. BeLLoc LownpeEs as 
her inimitable self—inimitable, that is 
to say, by competitors, for I am not 
quite sure that The Chianti Flask 
(HEINEMANN, 7/6) is not (as sometimes 
turns out with the best of us) a colour- 
able but not quite successful approx- 
imation to its author’s best work in the 
same genre. It is not easy, of course, 
to start with your climax—in this 
ease the acquittal of Laura Dousland, 
charged with poisoning her unpleasant 
husband—and then work up to and [| __ 




















down from the dramatic fact. That 
this is accomplished and the story’s 


Trarric ContTRoL—SvUGGESTED BY THE PencuIn Poon at THE Zoo. 











grip maintained triumphantly is owing == 

more, I feel, to the excellent drawing lavished on sub- 
sidiary characters than to any outstanding attractive- 
ness in Laura and her principal paladin—an indispensable 
witness at the trial. The crown of the book is undoubtedly 


| Mrs. Hayward, a wealthy employer of the heroine's 
| governessing days, who stands, and stands brilliantly, 


| for the vulgar lust for excitement 


| 
| 
| 
| 


t 


which under the 
guise of human sympathy must needs be “in,” and well 
“in,” at criminal proceedings. An admirably malicious 
portrait of an only too prevalent type. 





Canadian Saga. 
Few books of my recent reading have carried me so 


| completely and so happily into their current as The Flying 


Years (CoLuins, 7/6). Mr. FrepERick NIveN has written 
many novels, with Scotland or with Canada for setting; 
and here, with each fair land insistently and antiphonally 


| calling, he has given consummate expression to a long 
| well-pondered experience. Not that he is dependent on that, 


for, ending in the atmosphere of our present Peace, with 





an appropriate accompaniment of broadcast cacophonies, 
his story begins far back beyond his own time, when a war 
more futile even than the one we remember was being fought 
on the Crimean peninsula, and Highland crofters, that deer 
might be noutished for rich men to slaughter, were being 
evicted from their scanty holdings. The Munros, who are 
thus driven from their native heather to find a new fortune 
on an as yet almost virgin prairie, are, with those whom they 
meet there, depicted with the reality, pathos and humour 
which we have long come to associate with Mr. Nrven’s work. 
But what, with even more vivid apprehension, we carry 
away from this book, which is written by one who writes 
prose like a lover, is a sense of larger, less individual things 

of the inevitable flow and infinite variety of life and its 
perpetual return upon itself, of those beauties of land and 
water which man may tamper with but cannot wholly 
destroy, of (to be a little more particular) the nobilities 





which may be evoked (in evidence of man’s better capacities) | 
when two peoples so grave, imaginative and courteous | 


as Gael and Indian are brought into contact. 
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Business Affaires. 

Since to live at all must mean a gradual shifting of the 
point of view, the plotting of a human point-to-point course 
is the most natural of themes for the novelist; and when, 
| asin Mr. H. W. Yoxaty's A Man (Barkex, 7/6), 
| the hero starts with the of an artist but is so reso- 
_ lutely bumped and bored by cireumstance against the rails 
| of Big Business that he finishes with the outlook of, so to 
| speak, a City and Suburban, his pr is likely to be worth 
watching. After the War Adrian Bond wanted to be a 
| writer, and did indeed publish a couple of good though 
| unnoticed novels; but ily pressure drove him into the 
| management of his father’s firm. To begin with he hated 
| it, but, thi ing badly, he accepted the challenge and 
| became pong oh that within ten —_ had sre 
| a hearty pride in and a ruthless commercia 
| oc ores the at period his marriage showed 
a similar re-orientation, his attitude to his young wife 
| passing from idealistic independence to the respectable 





- humdrum, although to Margaret herself it proved impossible 
| to turn back from the a pemieeneasiice 





path of sophistication 
which he had shown her. 
Mr. YOXALL writes very 
well, with wit rather 
than humour. The story 
is completely alive, its 
background shows a 
great power of observa- 
tion, delicately used, and 
there is an wunimpas- 
sioned precision in his 
method of presentation 
which rivets attention. 
Certainly an interesting 
and controversial novel, 





Candid Court 
Chronicles. 
Through Miss HELEN 
Smupson’s Saraband for 
Dead Lovers (HEINR- 
MANN, 7/6) moves, with 
proud and stately step, —_______ 
Duchess (later Electress) Sopu1a, mother of our unamiable 
Gronce I., with her passionate faith in blood and the divine 


“Pur ‘Frrev Sreax’ 
HAVE It.” 








_ right, her grim acceptance of all the suffering that high place 


brings especially to women, her queer theological recreations 
and her power to exact respect and obedience in a crisis— 
an interesting and vivid re. Her husband’s mistress, 
CLARA VON PLATEN, also makes her effect, though she seems 
too full-blooded and ruthless a villain to be altogether 
credible. The pitiful tale of Prrvcz Grorcr’s young reluct- 
ant bride, Sopate-Dororuea of Zelle, whose heart turns to 
the romantic reckless K6NIGSMARK, is moving, though 


_perhaps the gallant cavalryman remains a rather 


shadowy figure. The dead lovers may well make a 
The 
| author does not m not hesitate to call a spade a 
_ spade—she evidently enjoys doing it. 


me The Gospel of Greed. 

_ The commercial community of Calcutta consists mainly 
_ of whole-hearted worshippers of Mammon. Such is the 
thesis which Mr. R. J. MINNEY maintains with some success 
| while narrating the life of his hero, Nicholas, in a novel 
| entitled Distant Drums sag gy AND Hatt, 7/6). I think 
| he is probably right; but the same holds good of the 








BACK ON THE MENU, THE GENTLEMAN WON'T 


commercial communities in Singapore and South Shields. 
The fault lies in commerce rather than in Calcutta. The 
tale itself follows well-worn lines and is the least interest- 
ing part of the book. Backgrounds are sketched in with 
a journalistic deftness, but there is little attempt at 
character-drawing. The Indian view of European com- 
mercial life is supplied from the lips of a Swami, talking 
cryptically but with little profundity. The author has 
evidently some knowledge of Calcutta, but I am prepared 
to lay a wager that he has never visited Jalgaon. 





In Dangerous Waters. 
Rose Sayer, the sister of a missionary, and Charlie 
Allnutt, the Cockney engineer of a gold-mine, occupy the 





centre of the stage, or boat, in The African Queen (HEtNE- | 


MANN, 7/6). But the real heroine of Mr. C. S. Forester’s 
vivid and unusual tale is the little launch from which the 


title of the novel is taken. At the moment when Rose and | 
Allnutt entered into their liaison neither of them was | 


employed. The missionary had died and Alinutt’s mine 
was closed because it was War-time and the Germans in 
, ~~ Central Africa had taken 
all the natives to fight 
for them. But the launch 





persuasion) 
strike a blow for Eng- 
land. The description 
of their voyage is as 





of us who remember 
The Gun will agree that 
ithis is high praise. 


I was on tenterhooks 
to know the fate of the 
African Queen and her 
impulsive crew. 


S. 1. D. A. 
Europe has become 








graphic and exciting as | 
| |anything Mr. Forester 
has written, and those | 


was left, and in her Rose | 
and Allnutt (after some | 
decide to | 


| Almost to the last page | 


aepaasiaee! —_i Mr. Francis BEEpINa’s | 


playground and, although his demands upon our powers of | 


belief are by no means small, it must be acknowledged that 
he uses his vast arena with striking effect. Few men, even 


in the most sensational novels, have ever been more pre- | 


cariously placed than F. X. Dodd in Death in Four Letters | 


(HoppER aNnD Stoventon, 7/6). He, Matthew Morris (who | 
at times reminded me pleasantly of Bulldog Drummond), and | 


a sporting girl took on the job of exposing a gang of men 
who for the sake of money were promoting death and des- 
truction in the world. No easy job, believe me, and one 
that gives Mr. BeEpInc ample scope for describing the 
contest between the so-called Syndicat Internationale des 
Armements and those who were engaged in thwarting it. 








The Granta, that unique university magazine, this week 


celebrates the appearance of its One Thousandth Number— | 


an event which Mr. Punch finds it impossible to pass over 
in silence. Many of his most valued contributors have in 
the past uated to his service from T'he Granta, and it 
is with feelings of more than the usual warmth that 
Mr. Punch wishes his middle-aged but still irresponsible 


Cambridge contemporary ‘““Many Happy Returns of 


the Day.” 
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Charivaria. 


A critic says he received a book 
recently that made him sit up nearly 
all night. Bank-managers specialise in 
that sort of publication. 


Cigarettes rere in the U.S.A. last 
year averaged al- 
most a thousand | 
for every man, 
woman and child | 
of the population. | 
Too many for a | 
child, in our opin- | 
ion: 4% 
* 


In Upper Silesia, 
we learn, a dis- 
tinctive head-dress 
denotes that the 
wearer is an elder- 
ly spinster. Head- 
dresses worn e!se- 
where areintended 
to dispel this illu- 


sion. « » 
* 





According to 
statistics the 
American packing 
trade is the wealthi- 
est industry in 
that country. It 
is good to know of 
one business which 
can make _ both 
ends meat. 


* & 
* 


What is it that 
sends people into 
the hedgerows at 
this time of the 
year?” asks a na- 
ture-lover. Very 
often, we fear, a 
high-powered | 
roadster touching 
about seventy. 





“Always begin “I TOOK TO THE 
at the bottom,” 


said a captain of industry recently 
Except of course when you re learning 
to swim. 


*% 


‘*Peach-trees should be fastened to 
the wall with neat pieces of cloth,” 
says a gardening expert. Your tailor 
will gladly forward the necessary 
patterns post-free. 


& & 
x 


According to a writer the secret of 
health in Russia is growing a beard 
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The only difficulty is in keeping it a Blackpool landladies are taking 
ele lessons in foreign languages. All the 


secret 
‘The Dove of Peace will never settle 
in Whitehall,” asserts a politician. 
Perhaps it feels that it would only be 
pigeon-holed if it. did. 
& & 
% 


A centenarian of Pembrokeshire died 


Gu 





BLOAKE AT ONCT, EVEN BEFORE "E SEZ 


same, Spaniards and Frenchmen would 
be well advised to polish up their 
Lancashire. a @ 
* 

German scientists have discovered 
that earthworms can produce musical 
sounds. Among the Variety entertain- 


ments of the future, we expect, will 


] be the worm doing 
his celebrated turn, 


* & 
* 


A motor-car has 
been invented 
which can also 
travel on the sea, 
Channel-swimmers 
will have to wear 
red rear-lights. 


* * 
w 


A disheartened 
smallholder writes 
to say that about 
the only way to 
make hens pay 
nowadays is to sue 
them in the Coun- 
ao ty Court. 


yy 


4 veg tl jt 
} 


+ & 
* 


“Do blondes 
have more ad- 
mirers than brun- 
ettes?” asks a 
correspondent. 
Why not ask some 
lady who has had 
experience in both 
capacities ? 


* # 
* 

The success of a 
Scottish gardener 
in crossing the 
potato with the 
beetroot is re- 
garded as a big 
step towards the 
cultivation of the 
salad in one plant. 





* & 


*Wor's yvours?’” } * 


| 


___...| “People whore- 





two days after seeing his first motor- 
car. It looks as if he didn’t see it in 
time » % 


* 
a 


What bigger nuisance can there be 


in the pantry than mice?” asks a 
woman-writer in a daily paper. Well, 
there are rats * % 

* 


A Hungarian inventor claims to have 
found a ray which renders marble stat- 
ues invisible. And the chief objection 
to most marble statues is their visibility. 


main cooped up alone for any length 
of time often develop a habit of 
muttering to themselves,” declares an 
eminent psychologist. We have fre- 
quently noticed this among occupiers 
of telephone - boxes. 


& & 
* 


A writer estimates that thirty out of 
every hundred persons nowadays have 
learned to drive a car. It is always our 


misfortune to have to drive behind one | 


of the other seventy. 
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The Nation’s Pulse. 


| am told that the British public is not interested in the 
Air Locarno or the India Bll or the League of Nations 


or anything like that. The problems are too difficult, too 


| intricate, too remote, 


| rate in 


are interested in difficult problems, or at any 
loms rather difficult to me. I know this, ee 

th ing page of one of the Sunday papers I foun: 
> oman obviously intended to make the heart beat 


But the 


quicker and set the blood aflame. 


There were six questions, and I give them in order below, 


| together with my own attempts at answering them. 


DO YOU KNOW, 


| they began, in big letters just like that-—and remember, 


| 
| 
j 
| 
| 


please, that I have not altered a single word of them. 


DO YOU KNOW— 
(1) What is the highest number of goals ever scored by 


one side in two consecutive visits to the same away ground 


in the Football League ? 


My Own Answer, One thousand and seventeen. They were 
scored by Seroughton Big End on the ground of Houghley 
Paralytic in 1863 and 64, The score in the first game was 
one goal all, and in the second game 1116 to 0. Houghley 
Paralytic could only muster one player, Spinoza, and he had 
heen badly injured on the preceding Saturday. The home 
crowd were justly incensed at the result of the second game, 
claiming that all the goals were offside, and the referee, Mr. 
Garbo, was subsequently roasted whole on the ice. 


(2) When a club oceupied second position in a Football 
League table after going for more than four months of the 
season without winning a home match ? 


MOA, This happened to Yarborough Olympic in 1899. 
/n point of fact the team went through the whole season 
without winning a home match and without winning an away 
match, and without scoring any goals, But one of the players 
had an uncle who belonged to the Printers’ Union. For fear 
of a printers’ strike the papers continued to print the name 
of Yarborough Olympic second in the table of the Football 
League, and though re ions were made by 
the Privy Couneil of the Aasociation to the Home 
Secretary, nothing could be done about it. 


(3) Which two players registered the quickest individual 
centuries of Football League goals on record, from the time 
of their début in first-class company ? 


M.O.A. The reply is in the affirmative. 


(4) Three players all originally left Seotiand for different 
Football League Clubs in one county, were given free 
transfers, later played with different Scottish League teams, 
and now are ther with the same First Division Club. 
Can you name them ? 


M.O.A, Yea, l can, Their names are— 


J. Maxtor. 
W. Eiwor, 
Auex James. 


| All of them were interested in free transfers from childhood, 
| having coat aaah teed esse pope they could find in 


~ 


the nursery. Later, on reaching they founded the 


_ Pree Transfer Club, which dines three times a week in a 


little inn off White Hart Lane, The title was afterwards 








~*~ 


changed to the First Division Club and the rendezvous to the 
Savoy Hotel. 


(5) The Football League team against which the fewest 
individual hat-tricks have been scored in the last six years ’ 


M.0.A. Banbury Rangers. No individual hat-tricks have 
been registered against them for the last six years because the 
Individual Hat-trick Register was lost through the carelessness 
of a mad confectioner during the political erisia of 1931. 


(6) Two League Clubs in the same city have been con- 
cerned in seven transfers of players—all forwards—from 
one to the other during the last six years. Which are they ? 


M.0.A, Why worry, asinegos? The Weat Wind calls, The 
spring ia at hand, The yellow crocus, vaunt-courier of spring, 
is in the Corporation Parks, leading on the vaward of the 
flowery year. The ousel-cock sings on the hawthorn-bough. 


“Let me go forth and share 
The overflowing sun 
With one being wise or one 
Better than wise, being fair.” 


Long after these two poor League Clubs are forgotten, the cycle 
of the seasons will continue to revolve, men will plough and 
sow, the harvest and the vintage will be gathered in. 


Turning to the page where the right answers were printed 
I found that none of mine were in point of fact verbally 
correct. “But I had entered into the spirit of the thing 
| had tried to understand the historical and intellectual 
background of a great people, I felt content. Evor 





“O Spirit of Love.” —1weipth Nigh. 


(Gin te now very widely used as the basia of beauty-lotions ) 
Wuenas my Julia's face I view 
I note with wonder ever new 
Its thultiplicity of hue; 


And when I see the curious art 
Wherewith she beautifies each part 
Lord! how it titillates my heart! 


No maid more deftly can dispose 
The orange powder on her nose 
Or teach her lips to shame the rose. 


Where all is so divinely graced 
Her cheeks do most delight my taste 
With fiery geneva braced. 


Yet, though to cavil were a sin, 
Regret will still be creeping in 
At such a sorry waste of gin, 





Without Comment. 
“ Neither the King nor the Queen shares the Prince's taste in 
books, The King rarely reads fiction “probably because he has to 
spend so much of hin time reading official papers.”——Sunday Paper. 





“The notorious buanan who knocked off work to carry bricks 
on his holiday is often referred to satirically.”——Auatralian Paper. 
The poor fool, it will be remembered, carted them all the 
way to Newcastle. 





“Mr. F. W. Thring explained yesterday that Madame Delysia 
was anxious to return; it was simply a question of finding suitable 
vehicles for her.” —~Theatrical Note setae “og 


We can only offer her the loan of our bieyele. 
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THE PEDESTRIAN MUST STILL LOOK 


WHERE HE 18 GOING, 








Scarecrow Reform. 





One day at the end of last summer a 
pienic party was preparing to set off 
home from a shady dell in the Weald of 
Kent. All the litter had been carefully 
collected and buried and the ground 
bore searcely a trace of the merry mad 
revelry, when a certain Mrs. Flooper 
was seen to kneel down on the ground 
and to straighten up the blades of 
vrass that had been crushed by thesome- 
what abundant frames of the reclining 
picnickers. 

“It helps the sap to rise,” she ex- 
plained to her curious friends. 

It is this same Mra. Flooper, whose 
letters to the Press, signed “ Lover of 
Nature,” have done so much to make 
the nation realise its heritage of fields, 
cows, farmers and things, who is be- 
hind a great new movement for better 
scarecrows. As she puts it: “A beau- 
tiful garden should have a beautiful 
scarecrow.” 

To all clear-thinking men her state. 
ment is bound to be a self-evident 


truth. Only too.often does one come 
across a fruit-garden embellished with a 
mass of blooming trees yet disfigured 
by the unlovely lay figure that is used 
to warn off “ gate-crashing” birds. 

Look at the smiling pleasaunce 
owned by Professor Bimt, the re- 
nowned Aassyriologist, at his home in 
Herts. Between the lovely lawn and 
the fruit-garden stands a grotesque 
scarecrow in hideous black, its knees 
askew and a battered hat on its head 
~#uch that short-sighted passers-by 
think it is the Professor himself con- 
siderably in his cups. How. can a 
refined sensitive soul be expected to 
enjoy the beauties of Nature and think 
poetic thoughts when the central figure 
of the show is so unsightly ? 

Nor can it be said that such con- 
ceasions to ugliness are needed in 
order to check marauding birds. 
Listen to Mrs. Flooper on this. 

“Our feathered friends,” she tells us, 
‘are all sensitive to beauty and, I have 
no doubt, would gladly co-operate 
with us in abolishing these blots on the 
fair countryside’ They are as ready 











to be seared by a neatly-clad figure 
as by that of a tattered tramp.” 

Proof of this comes from Mr. Sidney 
Whiffel, the sole proprietor of Whiffel’s 
Forty Bob Suits (One Pair of Pants 
Extra), whose fruit-garden at Guildford 
is more or leas the eynosure of every 
motoring eye on the Hog’'s Back. 

Tam a keen student of Aisthetics, ” 
he confessed not long since to a 
leader-writer of T'he Waisteoat World, 
“and I shrink from the thought of any 
incongruity in my garden. Hence for 
my scarecrow I bite taken a tailor’s 
dummy, medium gents’ size, and have 
garbed him in one of my own Forty 
Bob suits—with only one pair of pants, 
bien entendu; the other is kept as a 
spare in the tool-house—collar and tie, 
and a smart bowler-hat, all de rigueur. 
He is posed in a striking attitude, with 
hand upraised and the forefinger point- 
ing in an admonitory manner. 

‘Now, believe it or not, | have seen 
a starling alight on the garden wall and 
stare wolfishly at the cherry-trees. But 
as soon as he caught a glimpse of my 
scarecrow I could see him pull himsel! 
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up with a jerk. Then a look of remorse 
came over him and he, so to speak 
walked away. I have no doubt that he 
resolved to be a better bird in future 

Testimony like that from the 
‘Demon Pants-Maker,” as he is called 
in the Trade, should be enough to 
convince the most sceptical that the 
well-groomed scarecrow is as effective 
as the old hobo type. 

At the same time it is not suggested 
that all scarecrows should wear the 
Whiffel suit—or even that that type 
of garb must be rigidly adhered to 
Here there is room for endless variety, 
80 that individual taste may find 
ample scope. 

Thus the wealthy Mrs. Tibble, whose 
husband was happily lost at sea, has 
commemorated her loss by installing 
a dummy sailor dancing a hornpipe 
And Lady Gewgaw, whose pedigree 
French plums are widely known, has 
shown her sense of harmony by giving 
her scarecrow contract to a lay-figure 
garbed in the true Apache style, with 
corduroy clothes, a thick muffler and 
a cap of the type known to the pro 
fane as the “‘Gawblimey 

* Alphonse, as I call him,” she told 
me, ‘‘has not only kept the birds at 
bay but has intensified the rhythmi 
values of my garden.” 

So far there has been but one dis 
cordant note in the reception of thy 
movement. It has come from the 
Society of Equal Rights for Women 
which has raised the question of the 
employment of female scarecrows 

Now on the surface it would appear 
that this demand is reasonable enough 
To say that women were incapable of 
searing would be a libel on the sex 
On the other hand, tradition counts for 
a lot, and through the ages British birds 
have had it impressed on them that the 
scarecrow is of the male variety 

However, times change, and, as 
women are now forcing their way into 
so many male occupations, we can 
scarcely deny them the right to figure 
as scarecrows, 

So for minor fruit-gardens, where the 
marauders are wrens, tom-tite and the 
smaller fry generally, the experiment 
of employing a female scarecrow may 
be embarked upon without, as far as | 
can see, any loss in national dignity or 
efficiency 


Local Pronunciation. 


Pamela said she was ravenous and 
unfolded the map. “ We 're practically 
in Cirencester,” she informed me 

“*Cicester,’” Leorrected, and changed 
gear admirably as we breasted the hill 

Pamela remained silent while I coped 
with a brewer's dray, two cyclists and 
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“Prerry weirttna, wy't rr?’ 














a sheep-dog Then: “What about 
Daventry?” she asked. 
[ replied, after consideration, that 
Daventry was on all fours. 
Very likely,” said Pamela, 
every body Says 4 Daventry.’ ef 
When referring to the broadcasting- 
I do myself. If I lived in 
Daintree’ | should adopt the local 
pronunciation, 
Suppose you didn’t live there but 
did have lunch there, would you still 
adopt the local pronunciation ¢” 
Don't quibble, Pamela. I should, 
of COUTSO . 
And the same with Cirencester?” 
Certainly,” 
Good!” said Pamela. “We 'll stop 
the first likely-looking person we meet 


“* But 


station 


and ask what town we are coming to, 
I bet you five bob he says‘ Cirencester,’” 

“Done!” I said, and, observing an 
ancient plodding down the road, ap- 
plied the brake. 

“To all appearances, indigenous,” I 
commented. 

“ Definitely local whiskers,” agreed 
Pamela. 

| opened the door and struggted out 
to the roadway. Armed with six. 
pence, | approached the old man. 

“Eh?” he replied. 

1 repeated my question in a loud 
clear tone, 

* + ’ ’ ® 

“ Well?” inquired Pamela. 

“Cheltenham,” I said. “Give me 
the map.” 
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THE NIGHT-WATCHMAN WHO CAME 


INTO MONEY BUT WOULDN'T GIVE UP HIS JOB. 











Birds Ashore and Birds 
Aforeshore. 


—_—_—-—— 


The Whaup. 
WHEREVER there’s a flood-bank 
Or a tide that ebbs and flows, 
Wherever there's a mud-bank 
Where the grey gulls skreak in rows, 
And where wilderness untillable’s 
"Twixt foreshore and the blue, 
| hear those two sweet syllables 
That say, “Cur-lew, cur-lew.” 


And where a flood turns yawning 
And a gravel rumbles harsh, 

Or where the dusk and dawning 
Move the mallard to the marsh, 
Oh, tuneful and “lang nebbit” one, 
Your whistle, clear and wild, 
Long since or flood or ebb it won 
The friend it holds beguiled. 


‘Oh for the Curlew’s whistle,” , 
The Teller of Stories* cried, 
| To whistle school’s dismissal, 
To whistle a bairn outside! 
| Oh, that I, where the red moors fall 
away 


By Nith, ‘to-day and now’ 





* Tusitala, 


Might hear the Whaups in Galloway! 
His “heart remembered how.” 


So some love Merle and Mavis 

And say in a garden-close 
That Philomel most brave is, 

Who sings to the darkling rose; 
But others love a bill able 

To spill wild magic through 
Sweet syllable on syllable 

And cry, “Cur-lew, cur-lew. 
P_R.C. 





Hautboys and Torches. 


Has anyone ever heard (or seen) 
hautboys and torches? This is no idle 
question. I really want to know. 
Because all my life I’ve been wanting 
to go to a play where they really had 
them and I never have. It’s an odd 
thing too, because nowadays there seem 
to be at least three schools of thought 
about Elizabethan drama— 


(1) The back-curtain, cubes of wood 
and revolving stage school: 

(2) The steel furniture and _plus- 
fours school ; and 

(3) The good old original school with 
kings and queens wearing 
crowns all proper. 














heard and seen very nearly every other 
Elizabethan s 
by one of those three. I have heard and 
seen alarums and excursions ; the sound 





Now at one time and another I have 


e direction carried out | 


of a tucket is familiar to me; thunder | 


and lightning are always provided 


Producers seem to jump at the chance | 


of“ Drum and colours. Enter Malcolm,” 
and I have even seen creditable shots 
at that most disconcerting of all stage 
directions: “Enter Ariel like a harpy; 
claps his wings upon the table ; and, 
with a quaint device, the banquet 
vanishes.” 


I must say, therefore, that if one is | 


going to all the trouble of having a 
quaint device which makes a banquet 
vanish it seems a little silly to baulk at 


a hautboy or two and a few torches. | 
After all, there are plenty of hautboys | 


about, played by queer old men with 
whiskers, who'd be glad of a job. And 
there's a grand opportunity for the 
chromium plate and plus-fours schoo! 
to use electric torches, which would be 
very, very advanced indeed. 

[ have several reasons for feeling 
like this about hautboys and torches. 
Firstly because they always sound 
such an extraordinarily attractive 
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| direction in itself is so cryptic. 


| actor quite a lot. 


| Souls. See the difference ’ 
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combination. I can’t think of anything 
more eerie and dramatic than the sound 
of an hautboy (or boys) and the light 
of really flaring smoky torches (and 
nothing else, mind you. None of your 
Kleig lights). Secondly, the stage 
It 
doesn’t tell you what the hautboys or 
the torches do. Do the hautboys just 
play a long sustained note or do they 
play a little tune in a minor key? And 


then again the torches. Held by 
people? Stuck up somewhere! One 
just doesn’t know. 


But the third reason seems to me the 
most important of the lot. The Eliza- 
bethans were very nice about this 
matter of stage directions. They seem 
to have trusted the producer and the 
Look through one 
of their plays and compare it with the 
latest modern masterpiece, Scarified 


When 


| SHAKESPEARE wants to begin Hamlet 





he puts: “Elsinore. A platform be- 
fore the castle. Francisco on guard 
Enter to him Bernardo.” Just that 
And then he brings Bernardo in and 
fires ahead. There’s no messing about 
writing three pages of stage directions, 
telling us what time it was and how 
the furniture of the platform was 
arranged, and what colour Bernardo’s 
hair was. Now if the author of Scarified 
Souls had been turned loose on that, he 
would have begun :— 

“It is hard upon midnight on the 


| platform of the castle at Elsinore, the 


| Danish capital. 


It is a clear starlight 
night in January, and the moon, which 


| is just sinking beyond yon high eastern 
| hill, touches with its last rays the steel 


| is a grand piano left centre.” 


helmet of a soldier who stands on 
guard, gazing out raptly into the 
darkness. One glance at Francisco 
shows us the soldier. The strong lined 
face * and so on and on and on, with 
a complete description of the man and 
the place, probably ending up, ‘‘ There 
So, for 
He then probably 





the first four pages. 
continues :— 


Bernardo (agitatedly). Who's there? 
Francisco (spinning round quickly 
and levelling his partisan). Nay, answer 
me. (Threatening) Stand and unfold 
yourself. 
Bernardo (after a moment's hesitation) 
Long live the King! 
{it is the password. Francise« », wath 
a sigh of relief, slowly lowers his 
partisan and passes a hand over 
his forehead. 
Francisco (more quictly). 
Bernardo (nodding). He. 
Francisco (fumbling in his pocket and 
producing a cigarette-case, from which 
he takes a cigarette and lights it, striking 


Bernardo ? 
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“I grow I’m sor MUCH TO LOOK at.” 


The Girl. “Sim. You"L. BE aT WORK ALL Day.” 








the match on the sole of his boot). You 
come most carefully upon your hour. 

Bernardo (glancing at his watch). "Tis 
now struck twelve. (Clapping Fran- 
cisco on the shoulder) Get thee to bed, 
Francisco. 

[He slightly emphasises the word 
“thee.” His tone is the tone of a 
comrade who is at the same time a 
superior, if not in rank, then in 
intelligence. 

and so, as before, on. 

Now of course this sort of thing 
doesn’t matter. No producer or actor in 
his senses would dream of taking any 
notice of all this“agitatedly” or “ lighting 
a cigarette” business which authors love 
so. Asa matter of fact,if the thing were 
ever produced at all, they'd probably 


have Bernardo saying ‘‘ Who's there?” 
not “agitatedly” but “calmly” or 
“sarcastically,” and, instead of having 
the grand piano left centre, they'd 
have a wireless-set right rear. But my 
point is this. We assume thAt the 
modern author puts all that in for fun. 
But we know that W. SHaKEsPeare 
didn’t tend to be superfluous with his 
stage directions. He kept them down 
to the barest essentials. And it’s a fair 
bet that when he put “‘hautboys and 
torches” he really wanted them. Haut- 
boys and torches, not bombardou.s and 
bicycle-lamps. If he'd wanted bom. 
bardons and bicycle-lamps he'd have 
said so. But he said hautboys and 
torches, so why the Dickens shouldn't 
he have them! They're cheap enough. 
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Jubilee Revelations. 


Ir is high time, I think, that the public learnt something 
of the hideous machinations of Gregory Burnett Coke. 
We had not met for many years—not indeed since the 
_ time he floated his great Proctorial Fines Insurance Scheme 
at St. Mark’s and got sent down for it, but from stray 
remarks of mutual acquaintances I gathered that he was 
putting his really exceptional talents to good use. He was 
in short making money in the City. One heard of him in 
Oil, in Calico, in Margarine. He had done well in Tallow. 
_ For a time he even dabbled in Lime, but burnt his fingers 
| and had to get out of it. He had made, people told me, 
“a packet.” 

So that when, on my way to visit another and less 
versatile business friend (he had been sticking for years and 
vears to Glue), Tha to see the name G. B. Coke (Ltd.) 
outside a building of unusual size and magnificence it was 
curiosity perhaps rather than simple friendliness that 
prompted me to step inside, It would be nice, I thought, 
to see how packets were made. 

“Have you an appointment, Sir?” said a commission 
aire, stepping briskly out of his hutch. 

“No,” I said, hitting him under the ear with a right-arm 
hook, as my library books have taught me to do; and after 
waiting & moment to make sure that he had gone down 
like a stunned ox, strode to the lift. 

* What floor, Sir!” asked the attendant respectfully. 

“The Chief,” I snapped, waving my season-ticket at 
him, and so was borne upwards into the presence. 

Gregory Burnett Coke was seated behind an enormous 
desk almost entirely surrounded by telephones. At the 
moment of my entry he was talking into three of them. 
“ Buy!” he said to the one in his left hand, “ Get them! ” 
to the one in his right. “Sit down, old chap. Glad to 
see you, 

The telephone in front of him gave a frantic crackle. 

“No, not you, you fool! Offer them thirty-five.” 

“ You seem pretty busy,” I ventured as he slammed the 
last receiver back. “TIT hope everything's all right? ” 

“I'm cornering wigs.” 

1 tried for a moment to visualise a corner in wigs. 

Wigs!” I said ; “ but what on earth-——?” 

= a forward and pressed one of the bell-pushes on 
his desk. 

“ Wigs among other things, yes. Have a look at this—— 
\h, Miss Pre..tiee! Reports from the North in yet?” 

“ Most of them, Mr. Coke.” 

“ Any hiteh over the wigs?” 

“ We have them all.” 

“ Excellent! And the rest?” 

The secretary consulted a list in her hand. 

“ Coming in well, Mr. Coke. Two-hundred-and-fourteen 


“Stop!” cried Gregory suddenly and, ing a button 
on his Sieale. spoke rapidly into one a his telephones. 
“That you, Leslie? Listen. Somebody’s holding out on 
us over stomachers. Only three. Yes, they must have 
got wind of it. Send Jackson—— Now, Miss Prentice. 
Tridents and wimples satisfactory, I hope?” 

“ But look here, Gregory,” I broke in, “ this is monstrous. 
You propose to buy up every bit of historical costume, 
every flaxen wig, every wooden sword, every doublet-and- 
hose in the country, and then force the unfortunate local 
organisers to pay you whatever exorbitant rates of hire you 
choose to demand as the only man who ean enable them to 
have a pageant at all. Why, it’s—it’s criminal!” 

“My dear fellow,” he said mildly, “I'm only rationalis- 
ing the industry. It will be simpler and more satisfactory 
for everyone in the long run. The demand for pageant- 
properties at the beginning of May is going to be simply 
enormous. Enormous! Delay and disappointment under 
the old system would be inevitable. Think of the drain on | 
William Rufus wigs alone! But with me——” he broke off | 
for a moment to give orders to have Somerset combed for | 
hauberks—“ people will come to me knowing that they will | 
get what they want. Already my stocks are rama 
inexhaustible. I could let you have a couple of thousand 
crossbows to-morrow and not know the difference.” 

I intimated that I did not require them. 

“ Besides,” he went on, “I’m going to do more than 
supply the costumes. I’m going to supply the actors as | 
wet, 

“ You mean the whole pageant?” I eried. 

“Certainly. ‘England Through the Ages,’ ‘Great 
Moments in English History,’ ‘A Glance at the Plan- 
tagenets,’ ‘Sixty Years a Queen '—all according to price. | 
Also special programmes, including events of local interest, | 
to order. I've thought it all out. By the payment of a | 
small lamp sum local authorities can rid themselves of | 
all further worry and bother. No frantic search for 
costumes, no bickering and backchat in the village over 
who is to be Mary Queen of Scots and whether the Major's 
moustaches rule him out as Perkin Warbeck. IJ see to all 
that.” 

“And what about the clashing of dates? What is going 
to happen if your Henry VIII. is needed at Colchester, say, 
and Tavistock on the same day? You surely don’t think 
anybody can play a part like that without proper training ! ” 

For answer he led me to a window and bade me look 
The courtyard below was packed with figures famous in 
our rough island story. Singly, in sections or in companies 
they marched and halted, curtseyed and bowed, drew 
swords and couched their lances at the orders of stentorian- | 
voiced instructors. In the foreground I counted twenty- 
eight Edward the Confessors standing at ease. Behind | 
them row upon row of Queen Elizabeths stepped squarely | 
by numbers on to cloaks provided for them by an equal 








number of obsequious Raleighs. Some fifty-odd Canutes 
were ranged on thrones against a wall. It was an inspiring | 
spectacle. 
“The main party,” said Gregory behind me, “ are train- | 
ing seeretly on Salisbury Plain.” 
* But, Gregory,” I cried wildly, “ you must have thou- 
sands and thousands of men under your command. What are 
you going to do with them all, your Kings and Queens, your 
regiments of pikemen, your halberdiers and Crusaders, your | 
men-at-arms and musketeers, when the Jubilee Pageants 
are over? Are you going to dismiss them? Or what! | 
For an instant he looked disconcerted. Then his brow 


H arquebuses, twelve Boadicea’s chariots, four-thousand-and. 
sixteeh Crusaders’ outfits, twelve-hundred doublets, thirt y- 
cm ermine cloaks, seventeen thousand cardboard halberds, 
e1gnty -six——— 
___ Ina kind of daze I picked up the piece of paper which 
_ Gregory had thrown across to me. It was a newspaper 
| cutting stating simply that “The Home Office has sent a 
| communication to ities recommending that 
Pageants should, wherever possible, form part of their 
Jubilee celebrations.” For a time the full significance of 
the words did not dawn upon me, but when it did I leapt 
to my feet. 
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“Anything to Declare?” 





ly is a painful and perilous experi- 
ence to cross the Channel at night in a 
storm, as I did recently, and arriving 
an hour late at Folkestone to have to 
line up in the open air beside one's 
luguage while the officials take their 
time. At Dover this inspection occurs 
under cover; at Boulogne and Calais it 
is done under eover, or, for travellers 
by the Golden Arrow, on the train. 
Why could not some equally humane 
means be contrived at Folkestone? If 
luggage can be examined on a train 
from the coast to Paris, why cannot it 
be examined on a train from the coast 
to London? Is the 8, R. so bankrupt of 
ingenuity?! Many a traveller, I should 
guess, having congratulated himself 
on achieving this hateful voyage with- 
out contracting a chill, has picked up a 
serious illness while an official is satis- 
fying himself that that traveller's truth. 
ful statement that he had nothing to 
declare really was truthful. 

But, having asked the question, 
why do not the officials accept it? 
Hither we should all be treated as liars 
or none of us should be, After being 
handed a printed list of articles and 


_ replying that there is nothing of the 
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“Seen ANYTHING OF Mune LATELY? 


kind in any of my bags or trunks, | 
wofoundly resent being made to un- 
de them. I have grown, I hope, too 
cautious to exhibit any of this resent- 
ment, knowing what discomfort might 
be forced upon me by such powerful 
employees of the State, but \ feel it 
none the less, and if they were ordinary 
unprivileged persons thus suspecting 
my good faith I should adopt other 
Measures. 

The odd and stupid thing is that 
there is no rule. One officer will, with- 
out demur, put his cross on unopened 
bags; another will rummage every 
corner. This may be the result of chance 
or it may be that, chosen for their 
peculiar gifts as physiognomists, they 
cannot be deceived by appearances 
Our faces, to them, are true indices 
But can this be so’ Can all these men 
—some of them absurdly young for 
such a task—be Lavaters? Very 
doubtful. But of one thing I am 
certain, and that is that all who are 
employed at Folkestone during the 
winter must be of magnificent stamina. 
“Anything to declare?” “Certainly,” 
we should reply to them. “ We declare 
that this examination should be held 
either on the train or under cover,” 

As for the absence of any fixed rule, 
I can give two recent examples of it. 





CL 


At Tunis, where there is a tax on every 
separate cigarette, 1 was passed at the 
air-port without being questioned at 
all; while entering Algeria at La Calle, 
a few days later, in heavy rain, every 
single thing was taken off the car and 
out of it and subjected to scrutiny. 
Why I was not asked what I had, I 
cannot say; but so it was. Here, as 
there was no printed list and I was asked 
nothing, | did not know what was 
contraband, so ‘Tell me what you are 
searching for,” I said to the gendarme, 
“and I'll tell you if I’ve got it.” “If 
you've got what I’m searching for,” 
he replied with a suspicious laugh, 
“T'll find it,” and set to work. As it 
happened, he found nothing, so to this 
hour I cannot say whether the camera 
with many spools, the field-glasses, two 
boxes of cigars, fifty cigarettes and six 
tins of tobacco, all of which, owing to 
a curious interruption, he overlooked, 
were dutiable or not. 





The interruption ought perhaps to 
have been deseribed first, but here it is. | 
Just as the officer had begun to lift | 
things out of the gladstone-bag where | 
all these questionable articles resided, | 
the chauffeur, an Italian from Tunis | 
(who had at once been asked to declare | 
what he had), seeing what a standard | 


of thoroughness prevailed on this 











| country / 
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frontier, and fearing, pero his turn 
came, the consequences of detection, 
hurried up to the gendarme and said he 
was very sorry but he had omitted to 
mention his revolver. ‘‘A revolver!’ 
cried the officer, springing to his feet 
“You-dare to bring arms into this 
Look at this”’-—and he 


| snatched from the wall a copy of regu 


| to an Italian chauffeur from 
| In future leave 


| 1 was standing by my 


| free 


lations and pointed to the salient 
clause, “ But I have declared it, 
the chauffeur. ‘ Not at first,” said the 
officer; “your first statement was 
false. And why,” he added fiercely, 
“do you bring such a thing here?” 
The chauffeur said that he was a poor 
man with a wife and several small 
children and he must protect himself 
“Bah!” said the gendarme. ‘ Who in 
Algeria would want to do any harm 
Tunis ? 
pistolet at 


sald 


then 
And so forth 


thy 
home.” 


All this while they were walking 
about——sometimes into the street, 
where, in spite of the rain, they could 


think of something fresh, and then 
back again to shout it, and all the time 
open bag, 
wondering when, and if, the examina- 
tion of it would be completed. But the 
fates were kind, The dispute, in which 
the whole scale of human emotion was 
involved, lasted so long that I was at 
last told to lock up again and we were 
to go. When the re-packing of 
the car was done, and the revolver 


| confiscated, and we got off, the chauf. 


| the gendarme, 


had dried his tears, and 
forgetting his terrifying 
and I | had 


feur, who 


threats, shook hands; 


| my camera, my spools, my field-glasses, 


my cigars, my cigarettes, my tobacco, 


and my frances intact. KE. V.L. 


The Word War. 


IV.—A Few Foes. 
Word 


Comrapes of the War, you 
have done nobly. Your Black Lists 
darken the sky of this Borough, bless 


you; and if all the phrases you detest 
were placed in a line end-to-end they 
would go three times round the Inner 
Circle. Behold a few of them! 


“Ase near as made no matter 


A lady at Birmingham University 


sends this teasing little problem 


“Her eldest sister when 
hunting with the Whaddon, as near 
as made no matter got drowned in 
the Creslow Brook.” 


Illustrated Paper. 
What, asks the Comrade, do thes 
words mean? I cannot tell. They may 
mean that, though the unfortunate lady 
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did in fact. survive the adventure, she 
was so nearly drowned that she might 
just as well have been quite drowned. 
In other words she went about in a 
waterlogged and oozy condition, hav- 
ing artificial respiration, and was a nuis- 
ance to herself and friends. 

Or, as the Comrade shrewdly sug- 
gests, it may be that the lady did not 
recover but died from some unknown 
A horse, for example, may have 
kicked her in the brook, so that the 
degree to which she was 


CAaAuURC 


extent or 


drowned (nearly) was not a matter of 


I cannot tell, 


importance 


“Teauea.” 
The Wavertree 
very large bag of “ 


Election 


" 
148UCcs, 


vielded a 
A Stroud 


warrior sends me the following beau- | 


tiful piece of issue-work which was 
attributed (in The Sunday 
to Mr. Piatt, the Conservative Candi- 
date: 


“While the 


India question is a 


Times) | 


vital one to Liverpool and Lanea- | 


shire, the main plank is the fight 
against Socialism. The issues are 
clear-cut, however much one’s oppo- 
nents may try to side-track the 
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Boss. “Is THIS THE WHOLE OF MY POST THIS MORNING? 
Tuen I'VE DESTROYED THE WRONG ONES.” 


Girl. “Gracious! 





THEY RE ALL ANONYMOUS.” 








main issues down to one particular 
question.” 


| think (speaking timidly, as usual) 
that this is the first case of issues being 
side-tracked. Moreover, they are clear- 
cut issues; and they are also (see the 
first sentence) (a) a plank ( mably 
in a platform) and dye fight. So that 
the full picture shows the main plank 
in a platform being side-tracked down 
to (but why “down to”?) the one 
particular question of India (India, I 
suppose, being a buffer). 

1 think it is very hard that such a 
master of the issue-craft should have 
failed to enter Parliament. He would 
have had a great welcome. 


New Verb. 


I denounce, Comrades, the foul new 
verb “to service,” an invention, I be- 
lieve, of someone in the motor-trade. 
I will deal with no man who offers me 
first-class “‘servicing.” I may be told 
that the dictionary shows a respect- 
able precedent in the verb “to voice.” 
i shall not be im Modern 
dictionaries are pusillanimous works, 

tangy. feebly to record what has 
n done than to say what ought to 


be done. These great dictionaries will 
help us little in the difficult encounters. 
Anyhow, Comrades, we will nor have 
“servicing”! Let that invader through, 
and the next thing we shall have 
solicitors and doctors charging for 
“advicing” or “attendancing.” To 
arms! 


“Centre Round.” 


Here, in my judgment, is another 
“offencing” which is increasing and 
ought to be abolished. “‘ The little céterie 
which centred round So-and-So .. .” 
“Comment in the Lobbies centred 
round the re-alignment of, ete., etc.” 

Surely, surely, brothers, it should 
be “centred mm”? For how the 
Thackeray can anything find its 
centre round something else which is 
already the centre? If I am wrong it 
would be correct to say that the stars 
centre round the sun. But do they? 

Some low user of the phrase, I dare 
say, will offer the ingenious “defenc- 
ing” that he is thinking of two con- 
centric circles, the larger being the 
world and the smaller being the céterie, 
which is a sort of centre to the world. 
ee do. But let him try it if he 
will. 





» 


“In any shape or form.” “Of any sort 
or kind.” 
These must stop. 
politicians, please note. 


The Acid Test. 


I agree with a warrior in Newcastle- 
on-Tyne that the acid test is becoming 
a little tiresome. He sends me an ad- 


Lawyers and 


vertisement of some new flats, headed | 


in large capitals ‘““Tae Actp Test...” 
I have often wondered what exactly 


the acid test was, and, being ignorant, | 


have shunned this seductive phrase. 
I have now consulted my dictionary, 
and I understand that by the acid test 
is (or was) meant the testing of gold, or 


alleged gold, with aquafortis, or nitric | 
acid. I still do not know exactly what | 
is the effect of aquafortis upon bogus | 


gold—whether, for example, it shrivels 
up or bursts into flames. But perhaps 
this scrappy information may be of use 
to the innumerable acid-testers who 
are as ignorant as I am—but not so 
cautious. 

At least, I conclude, the test shows 


clearly that the alleged gold is not gold | 


—an exciting, doubt-removing process. | 
And with this thought I returned to the | 
advertisement of the flats, eager to see | 


j 
i 
i 
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| a Bill, and this will confuse me. 
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what new and thrilling thing had been 
devised to prove to the distrustful 
world that the new flats were really 
flats. genuine flats, not bathing- 
machines or hen-roosts cunningly dis- 
guised. And I read that “ Personal 
Inspection puts every detail of the 
building and equipment to the most 
searching test. . . .” In other words, 
you may go and have a look at the flats 
before you take one. 

But is not this a little disappoint- 
ing? One must not be pedantic, one 
is told; but is there not the faintest 
lack of proportion between the thought 
and the words? Would not, for 
example, “Come aND See THEM” be 
equally effective and less pretentious ’ 
Anyhow, I beg my countrymen to give 
the test a rest. For in future, when I 
read that the acid test of the right 
honourable gentleman’s Bill is in its 
failure to implement the Majority 
Report of the What Not Committee | 
shall think of nitricacid being poured on 
I offer 


| a prize to the first statesman who intro- 


ducesintoa speech “The Alkaline Test.” 


| To Implement. 


There is another noxious verb. Tread 
on it. Yes, I know that it was used in 
1806, but I don’t care. 

Other verbs put on the pension-list 


by my warriors are “commence,” 
“liquidate,” “co-operate” and “ moti- 
vate.” “Commence” I have always 
| abhorred; “co-operate,” I agree, is 
grossly over-worked but not easily 
| replaced. ‘“Liquidate” is behaving 
| badly in political circles; and “ moti- 


vate” is simply foul. (You may not 
have met ‘“‘motivate.” It breeds in 
film-studios. ) 


Deals. 

No more now, warriors—except a 
query. Does anyone here know Mr. 
RoosEvVEtT? If so, will he ask Mr. R. 
in what sense he used the word “New 


| Deal” ? I am not on the warpath, but 


| ask for information. 





For it is probable 
that many in our own land will come 
forward soon with plans for the im- 
provement of our country’s state ; and, 
since we are sheep, we shall call these 
plans and programmes Deals. But in 
what sense—“the distribution of cards” 
or ‘“‘a business transaction or bar- 
gain”? Neither, when examined, seems 
wholly suitable for a philanthropic and 
reasoned plan for the drastic amend- 
ment of a nation’s affairs. Cards have 
lamentable associations with trickery, 
chance and speculations; and a new 
deal does not necessarily relieve him 
who has been unlucky before. “ Doing 
a deal,” on the other hand, seldom 
suggests philanthropy or unselfish 
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NOTHING MUCH ON FOR LUNCH TO-DAY. 











struggle for the community. Let us ‘at 
least be clear in our own minds what 
we have in our minds (if, as they say, 
anything). And I hope that when at 
last A Man pops up with a plan to 
Save England, we may be able to think 
of a new and native phrase as brief 
and catching as the other but less 
ambiguous. This, warriors, will be 
your homework this week. A. P. H. 








To a Small Relation 


On his Offering the Author a Sweet. 





Your kindness cannot be denied, 
My worthy little friend, 

3ut there ’s a fiend in my inside 
I ’d rather not offend; 


The gift is tempting to the eye, 
But if, alas! I ate it 

I fear that I should by-and-by 
Have reason to regret it. 





We must not turn to childhood’s joys | 


When we have passed their stage, 
And what is right for little boys 


Is wrong for middle age; 

We may not merely sit and eat 
When other tasks are fitter, 

And much as I should like a sweet 
I think I'll have a bitter. 








“In the second half the Air Force inside 
forwards . hardly made enough use of 
their wings.” "Football Report, 

Perhaps they thought it wouldn't be 
sporting. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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DANCES. 


“Nor wu. JULY; AND I'M NOT FIXING A DATE YET, BECAUSE THE DARLING CHILD MAY GET ENGAGED BEFORE THEN, 


AND IN THAT CASE I NEEDN'T GIVE HER A DANCE AT ALL.” 








Kultur. 
Typical englisch Conversations for nordic Students. 


(Made in Germany.) 





XVIL—CuiLper. 


Lord Robinson. Look, my good chaps, here are some of 
my childer, hes and shes. Milady Robinson will say that 
they are little dearlings, but I am not always of the same 
persuasion, for the lads are prone to leap about and make 
noises, while the smallest daughter whines for no causes. 
The more aged lad is not here. He overbicycled himself 
yester. He went too far by half and is strained. 

Viscount Brown. ‘The eyes of that one over there playing 
with the toy are at cross purposes. 

Lord Robinson. Indeed: It is inherited from my good wife, 
who is so nice and is now unfortunately out, alas, I regret. 
She has gone to a facelifter’s. 

| Lord Smith. The elder lad who is grasping the tail of the 
kitten, which squeaks, will soon be of age of attending 
school. For where is he intended ? 
, Lord Robinson. We intend him for the Playing Fields o! 
tton. 

Lord Smith. And after that for Oxford and Cambridge, of 

|} course. 


~~ 





~~ 


Lord Robinson. Of course, though I must confess that 
it will be not easy for me to make both ends of the 
candle meet. But we will manage, however, I say. He 
shall follow in father’s footpads, as we say in our englisch 
phrase. 

Lord Smith. Ho! ho! Then allow me to say, if you please, 
if you don’t mind, that if he follows your examples he will 
be on a blue goose chase. He will be off to the dogs in no 
time and nothing will become of him! 

Lord Robinson. I am resenting these observations, my 
good Sir. I am one who is ever prepared to enchoy a good 
choke with the best people, but I cannot but feel that you 
say this with a nasty taste in the mouth. I beg leave to 
point out that your critique of my characteristiques and 
carreer is one which no gentleman would give himself leave 
to apply to another gentleman! 

Lord Smith. But, I say, do not take on! I did but make 
a bit of fun. Come, do not carry on so dismaly! Surely 
you are not he who resents banter from cronies and I was 
but banting you! We are friends, eh? 

Lord Robinson. Very well. Think nothing of it. 

Viscount Brown. For what profession are the lads 
meant ? 

Lord Robinson. They are meant for the Army and Navy. 

Piet oun gether), How nice! 
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| hawkers of fish were properly 





| tional taste for beef is shrink- 
| ing, and this is a fact which 
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Impressions of Parliament. 





Synopsis of the Week. 
Monday, February 18th.—Commons: 
Cattle Industry (Emergency Provi- 
sions) Bill considered in Com- 
mittee. Metropolitan Water 
Board Bill read a second time. 
Tuesday, February 19th.—Lords: 
British Shipping (Assistance) 
Bill considered in Committee. 
Commons: India Bill con 
sidered in Committee. 
Wednesday, February 20th.— 
Lords: Debate on the Kellogg 
Pact. 
Commons: India Bill consid 
ered in Committee. 


Monday, February \8th.—When 
he urged the Minister oF Acri 
CULTUREto-day tosee thatstreet- 


encouraged, Sir ARNOLD WILSON 
did not go far enough. What is 
really wanted to impress on the 





ish is a new series of street- 
cries which would bring romance 
back into our arid suburbs 
“Who'll buy my Chavender ?’ 
would go well to the old tune 
even if rathera hopeless question 
and assertive slogans like “ Her 
rings are good for the brains,” 
if put to music by our leading 
composers, might start such a boom 
as would empty the seas. What about 
a Jubilee competition ¢ 

To some the most remarkable thing 
about Peacehaven is that no 
celestial thunderbolt has yet 
consumed it. ToMr. THomas 
Cook, however, it is upset- 
ting that when fire broke out 
there the other night two 
brigades refused to come 
The Home SkcrRETARY ex- 
plained that the brigades 
were outside the district; 
but to Mr. P.’s R. it will 
always remain a beautiful 
thought that the lusty fellows 
restrained themselves on 
purely «esthetic grounds, 

The British public’s tradi. 





iH 
w 


. 


ywroducers have got to face, 


Mr. Exsior told the House 
| to-day, when he moved a 
Resolution to extend the ini 
beef subsidy for another Spi 


three months to the end of 
June. In the meantime, he explained, 
it was hoped that negotiations with 


the Dominions would be concluded 
which would allow of a levy on 
imports which in its turn would 


guarantee a reasonable profit to the 
efficient producer. In defence of his 





- 
4 


You are old, 


Yet all of a 
Wil! you show me just how I can do it?” 
| Proceeds to do likewise. 


PROSPECTIVE 
WoLMER, 


general policy the Minister pointed 
out that since 1930 the cost of food 
had dropped in the ratio of 145 to 
122, three out of four labourers had 
got increased wages, whereas the food 





weg the importance of eating “= 


WONDERLAND. 


Greoror LAMBERT said, 
And your hair’s not as dark as I knew it; 


IN THE FISCAL 


Father Davin,” 


sudden you stand on your head 


value of wages had risen in the propor- 


tion of 100 to 112. Opposition was 
desultory, Dr. App1son insisting that 
Mr. Etitor was undermining the 





WESTMINSTER STADIUM. 
CANDIDATES FoR THe Vicernoy's Cup 


AT THE 


Mr. Moroan Jones anp Mr. 


Empire; Mr. Lampgrt, admitting that 
he found Mr. Liuoyp Grorer’s con- 
version to tariffs exciting, declared that 
the home producer must be protected ; 
and the Resolution was easily carried, 

Tuesday, February 19th. — Their 
Lordships disposed of a NS of 


MAxTon 


dull essential business and rose at six 
minutes past six. 


First Indian Excursions. 


Then the Committee stage of the 
India Bill, which is to take thirty 
days, was begun. Clause 3, which 
deals with the position of the 
Viceroy, was soon reached and 
occupied the House for most of 
the sitting. An Amendment 
moved by Sir Ropert Horne 
provided that a Viceroy should 
only be appointed after consul- 
tation with a Committee which 
should consist of the P.M., 
Secretary of State and previous 
Viceroys who were Privy Coun- 
cillors; Sir Ronerr saying that 


most responsible office in the 
world. He was supported by 
Lord Wotmer; but, while the 
Labour Party chose to read into 
the Amendment a desire to pre- 
vent a Labour Government from 
appointing a Socialist Viceroy, 
Sir Samurn. Hoare disliked it 
because he foresaw possible fric- 
tion between the Committee and 
the Cabinet which would drag 
the appointment into Party con. 
troversies. Through Mr. Foor 
the Liberal Party also objected, 
and Sir Rosert withdrew his Amend. 
ment. 

The second Amendment, moved by 
Lord Wo.umer, laid it down that a 
Viceroy should enjoy the 
same security of tenure as a 
Judge—that he should not, 
in fact, be removable for 
politic al reasons, The Sxc- 
RETARY OF STATE was not in 
favour of it, pleading that 
its effect would be motions 


down in the House, which, 
even though defeated, would 
greatly damage the Viceroy’s 
prestige. Mr. 
thought it a 
strengthening. SirStarFrorpD 
Cripps drew rebuke from the 
Chair for alleging scandal- 
ous judicial appointments 
by the Conservative Party, 
and Mr. Maxton pleased 
everyone by remarking that 
he failed to understand why 
Conservatives should boggle 
at the idea of a Socialist 
Viceroy when they had already accepted 
their P.M. from the Labour Party. 
Wednesday, February 20th.—Inter- 
national Pacts are like orphans in that 
they can be adopted by all kinds of 
funny people. The Briand-Kellogg Pact 


of lack of confidence put | 


CHURCHILL | 
necessary | 





the | 


in his view the Viceroy held the | 
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“ ESTEEMED INTERPRETER, WOULD YOU KINDLY TELL THIS HONOURABLE FOREIGN DEVIL THAT HE CAN Nor INTEREST ME 
iN THe Kwick SYSTEM OF FILING CABINETS?” 














by the International Law Association 
at Budapest in September; and to-day 
Lord AsKwiTH asked the Government 
whether they thought the Association 
had interpreted the Pact correctly. 
He thought they had gone too far. 
Lord Howarp (of Penrith) was afraid 
the Pact was generally remembered as 
a very Utopian pious expression of 
_ opinion. Lord AMULREE said that the 
Pact had not received sufficient atten- 
tion considering that it brought inter- 
national war within the range of inter- 
national law. In reply the Lorp Cuan- 
CELLOR was vague, taking the line 
that it would not do for the Govern- 
ment to approve any particular inter- 
pretation, 

At Question-time in the Commons 
the determination of Sir Wr114mM 
—_ to get og better of Mr. Horz- 

seLisHa gave Mr. SPEAKER the opening 
for a very happy shaft. Sir Wi.1aM 
having taken pains to make the 
ee that he was a 
dangero' independent young man 
who coved did things without ask- 
ing hendiadh of people’s advice, and 
the Mrntster having countered effec- 
tively, Mr. Speaker checked Sir 
| WILLLAM’s obvious intention to rise yet 





again by informing him that he was 
himself now in a silence zone. - 

The Indian debate centred on 
Clause 5, which deals with Federation, 





AS NOW WORN. 


{Among other notable exhibits at the 
British Industries Fair there is now on view 
a suit of Belisha pyjamas. } 








and most of the day was taken up with | 


Lord Wotumer’s Amendment that 


alternatively an 


Advisory Council | 


should be established, consisting of | 


two hundred representatives of the 
Indian States and British India. In a 
nutshell the Diehards’ argument was 
that Provincial autonomy was quite 
enough to try out at one time, and that 


this Council would tide India over the | 
initial stages, Mr. CHuRcHILL being | 


incredulous that Federation could pro- 
vide anything but a sham responsibility 


and again begging that the whole | 


position should be reconsidered. 

Sir Samuet, Hoare described the 
proposal as setting up irresponsibility 
at the Centre for an indefinite period 
of time, during which the Provinces 
would extort more and more revenues 
from the unreformed Centre and become 
increasingly disunited. 

The Amendment was then flung out. 





Our Back-Bencu WaHo’s Wuo. 





Although Mr. Herspert WILLIAMS 
Thinks in milliams, 

He is prepared to be microscopic 
About any topic. 
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| 
; 
| | 
| The Walk. | 
| Bick | 
Frencu Boy. T 
—} 
We met the little French boy; j 
I heard him say, “Oui.” A 
(I always stare at him, % ys 
He always stares at me.) $6 
‘ He has brown kid gloves, og 
His hair is very neat, aa 
His legs are long and thin, 
He has long thin feet. 
| 
- 7 
| | 
Cats in Our STREET. 
There’s a white cat at twenty, 
There’s a black cat at nine, 
But the twenty-threes have a Siamese, | 
And, oh, how I wish she were mine! 
r . : as | 
The white cat is a Fairy, 
The black cat is a Knight, 
But they’d go on their knees to the 
Siamese, 
For she is the Queen of Delight. 
Nuns. 
: The nuns are lovely, lovely— 
‘ I can’t say why in words; 


Their caps go curving out 
Like wings of white birds; 
Their dresses fall in folds 
Like pictures in a book ; 
Their heads are bent down 
With a quiet, kind look. 


R. F. 
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/ or two to the monotonous 
_ security of the bank fill him 





_ for conventional stage trouble. 
No. 8, in private life Mr. James Brett, 
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At the Play. 


‘Man or Yesterpay ” (St. Martry’s). 


Wuen No. 8 is wheeled on to the 
stage suffering from loss of memory 
and surgeons confer about him and 
Nurse Lindon (Miss Ann Topp), 
though generally cool and snubbing, 
loses her heart to him, we are a 

or 





assistant-manager of a bank in Shaftes- 
bury Avenue, is married. He does not 
recognise his wife (Miss Gmt1an Lrxp) 
because the effect of an old shrapnel- 
wound in the head, disturbed by the 
street accident, is to blot out every- 
thing that has happened since the 
Battle of the Somme. Physicians of 
the utmost eminence, Sir George Row- 
land (Mr. C. V. France) and Mr. 
Braham (Mr. H. G. Stroker), can do 


_ nothing much for him beyond breaking 


his condition to him gently and leading 
him back to his West Kensington wife 
and flat. 

It is in this flat, in Act I1., that the 
play becomes exceedingly interesting. 
Mrs. Brett has been self-centred, rather 
hysterical, mainly thinking of her hus- 


over. In fact it is really here that we 
reach the rich pastures after a hum- 
drum walk. A fortnight 
elapses and behold Brett lies 
smoking his pipe, drinking 
beer, reading the papers, 
immensely pleased to be 
alive and seeing his flat 
against the immediate back- 
ground of the Somme. He 
is alive and free with the 
youthful zest and outlook 
of twenty-four. The cease- Oi 
less round of what he terms . 
“piggling,” fussing over 
keeping the flat clean and 
tidy at the cost of the in- 
mates’ comfort, the pros- 
pect of returning in a week 





a 


with depression. 

He is equally exas 
to his wife and her parents, 
who are the comic relief in 
the play. Robert Mason (Mr. 
BroMLey DavEeNPoRT) and 


Sir George Rowland 
James Brett 


is not only immensely henpecked, he 
has borne bis load with quiet fortitude 
for thirty-one years; he represents a 
way of life Brett cannot face. Brett had 
sunk into his own groove gradually, 





does not belong to the milieu to which 
the intervening years had assigned him. 





THE FAMOUS BRAIN-DOCTOR TURNS HEART- 


SPECIALIST. 


Pe ee peg Mr. C. V, France. 
. Mr. Lestre Banks. 
. Miss Ann Topp. 


Sir George Rowland intervenes, his 
bland manner and bulging forchead 
inspiring confidence in everybody, and 
persuades Nurse Lindon, now his 
assistant, to abandon the scruples 
which made her hide her love because 
Brett was married. She, he indicates, 
can save him, while his wife means 





nothing to him now. He throws them | 
together, and Brett abandons his wild | 


young impulse to go off and join the 
Foreign Legion. 

The curtain falls, but we cannot but 
ask: And then? Brett’s accident is only 
a month old and he holds his new youth 
by a precarious tenure. The wife and 


home and income are abandoned, and | 


he sets out aged forty-one with no skill 


or prospect and with the shadow over | 
his new romance that the last seven- | 


teen years may at any moment resur- | 


rect themselves. 


Mr. Leste BANKs as the “man who | 


knew too little” 


is thus to the end a | 


tragic figure, and the uncomfortable | 
realities of his life do not give his | 
youthful exhilaration at beingalive and | 


safe much scope. This difficult part 
is played with great distinction. His 
War-time friend, William Lawrence, 
played by Mr. ALLAN JEAYES, is full of 


business and domestic life. 

The play has the weakness of all 
plays which treat the emo- 
tions of a moment as solid 
bases, but it is far above 
most of them in asking, in 
memory, deep 
routine and the why and 
wherefore of life in grooves 
which have been slipped into 
and acquiesced in little by 
little. Young Brett aged 
twenty-four does not like the 
life of Brett aged forty-one, 
and thinks, like Faust, to 


in him that which made him 
what he was by 1934. D.W. 


“Barnet’s Foiiry” 
(HAYMARKET). 


Although I yield to no 


§ "i. Pee : : 

; band’s illness and peculiarity in terms refreshing robustness. He hankers for 

| of acquaintances’ gossip, but she rises SOMETHING IN JUTE. planting in Penang, but he has a right 

i to the oceasion on his return, and after Rober ss to. hanker, for he has lost everything 

| Pw ; rt Mason. . Mr. Bromiey Davenport. a oe ~- | 

i a little awkwardness they are in each there once. When Brett hankers for | 
other’s arms. say our dramatists, but his accident Malaya it is a boy’s dream that distant | 

You might think the play was end- has set him free, giving him back his places and romantic names will change | 

i ing, the interest, such as it had been, scarred but enthusiastic youth, and he the essential day-to-day pattern of 





terms of a case of loss of | 
questions | 
about the value of a habitual | 


have a second innings as a | 
young man. But he cannot | 
learn by obliterated experi- | 
ence, and there was always | 


an aaa” 


. Mrs. Mason (Miss Wrixirrep Evans) 
. | walk every Sunday in Kensington Gar- 


cs ooare i 


The dramatists—the play was 

adapted from the French by the late 

dens and expect their daughter and her Mr. Dion Trruenapaxr—do not achieve 
husband towalk with them. Mr. Mason any particular solution. In the last Ac 
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man inthe warmth of my feelings for the 
marl of England and the little creatures 
of her woods and dells, I confess that I 
cannot begin to understand why farmers 











PREY poset ine « 






ae 


al 


Bei in 


er nied: 








February 27, 1935] 





| worth, say, £30,000 (if there are any 

such left), prefer to remain tied to an 
| occupation which, besides being a 
| constant menace to the £30,000, ex- 
poses them to all the horrors of early 
| morning and the final certainty of 

rheumatism, instead of selling out and 
| enjoying the comfortable rural life 
| which even 3%, would bring them, 
| with a little mild pork-prodding and 
egg-gathering as relaxation for the 
summer months. 

You and I, reader, if we had £1,000 
a year sitting pretty, would take every 
| precaution to prevent the slightest 

possibility of our ever having to face 
the false esthetics of that pink gin and 
snare, the dawn, to slosh about after 
the least intelligent of animals. Ours is 
softer clay ; we may even insist that the 
haddock and the kidney sizzling by 
our bedside should be the first har- 
bingers of light; but at all events we 
are bound to respect our more rugged 
fellows. 

This comedy is about one of them, 
Mark Lannacott, a farmer who was in 
fact worth £30,000 until an unscru- 
pulous neighbour cozened him into 
sinking all his capital in a factory 
for preparing and marketing agricul- 
tural produce. Being an honest fellow 
| and a mug, he signed papers unread 

which let him in for all the risks of 

the venture, and when the other 
| farmersrefused, as Mr. WaurEeR ELLiot 
could have told him they would, 
to come in on the scheme until it 
was a proved success, which of 
| course it couldn’t be until they 

did come in, he finds himself with 

nothing left but a devoted wife 

and daughter, two adhesive re- 
tainers and an immense red ele 
| phant of a factory. 

Experience has taught us that 
agriculture nearly alwaysinvades 
the theatre from the West, but 
although Melston Farm has a 
| good Devon ring about it, | 
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a love complicated by the facts that it 
is old Barnet who has done down old 
Lannacott, and that the village contains 





PRIDE IN HER PORT, DEFIANCE 
IN HER EYE. 
Hannah Mudge . . Miss Murret AKEp. 


a dynamic couple named Burridge who 
are determined that their daughter and 
none other shall be Richard’s bride. 


The other thread—to me the richest 
—is the relationship between the 
Melston factotum,; Hannah Mudge, 
and the farm-foreman, George Growsell 
—Miss Murie. Aken and the play’s 
author, Mr. Jan Srewrr. They are 
tremendously good together, concealing 
a vast respect for one another under 
@ perpetual nagging which they both 
enjoy very much. And so did I, for 
there are few things so comforting to 
listen to as verbal catch-as-catch-can 
when you know that no quarter will 
be given and everyone concerned is 
happy. Miss AKED has taped down all 
the tricks of the privileged old Nanny; 
no other actress can fling a barbed dart 
over her shoulder and slam a tea-pot 
on to a table quite so crossly or so 
lovably as she can, And Mr. StEwer 
plays his George straight, as it were, 
from the cow’s mouth, innocently de- 
livering himself of all the best idiom 
you may hear in the tap of “The 
Spotted Dog” any Saturday night, 
and prepared to help Hannah indefin- 
itely so long as he can be rude and there 
is no suspicion of “orders.” 

The first two Acts are the best, the 
Second ending in a rich vein of sad 
humour as Hannah and George are told 
they must leave the sinking ship, and 
flare up accordingly. The Third is not 
altogether successful, to my mind 
because Mr. SteweEr has hit the senti- 
mentally pathetic note too hard and 
too long in dealing with the erack- 
up of the old farm, especially 
when he makes the broken farmer 
talk like a minor prophet; but 
he compensates us by keeping 
Nellie’s love-story light and dry 
and compensates Lannacott by 
discovering at the last moment 
an improbable buyer for the 
derelict factory to the tune of 
£30,000. 

Need I add that threatened 
adversity is sufficient to drive 
Hannah and George if not into 


| shouldn’t care to have to mark 


it on a map, so varied are the 
accents of its occupants. Some 
sort of common denominator 
should have been settled during 
rehearsal; at present our farmer 


| is beyond doubt Welsh, and the 
| others range from the Atlantic 
_ seaboard to the regions where 


normal synthetic stage Mudshire 
is spoken. 
Besides Lannacott’s financial! 


| decline, two other threads run 


| through the play. 


One is the 


| mutual love of Nellie Lannacolt, 
| the farmer’s lovely and fear- 


fully well-educated daughter, 
and Richard Barnet, straight- 
cut son of a curly-cut father 
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SUFFICIENT UNTO THE DAY. 

George Growsell (Mr. Jay Srewer), dismissed owing to 
bankruptey of Mark Lannacott, his employer (Mr. Henrsexr 
Lomas), “Br | To TAKE THEM STEERS TO MARKET, OR 
parn’t 1?” 


each other’s arms at any rate to 
the altar? 

The rest of the cast are good, 
particularly Mr. Hersert Lomas, 
whose Lannacolt, with all his 
drawbacks, is a real and sym- 
pathetic person. 

This is a simple piece, but the 
kind of thing which seems to 
magnetise us loam-starved Lon- 
doners for months and months 
and months. If you go, please 
note the admirable introductory 
barnyard chorus. I want to know 
whether it comes from some human 
genius endowed with an Orpington 
uvula and stationed in the wings, 
or, like so much modern chicken, 
is it just canned ¢ Eric. 
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As Others Hear Us. 
The Chairman. 
“Now I do so want you to meet the 
Chairman. Sir James, who is very 


_ kindly taking the Chair for you—Mrs. 
| Cage, who is so very kindly giving the 


days we hope to have the 
| means of warming it, which is 

rather a difficulty at present.” 
| oil-stove—don't you?” 


| reach very far in a big hall; 
| but still, there it is, you know, 


_ of our speakers have found it 


| behind them. I don’t know 


| they are.” 





\ 


Club a talk to-night .. . : 
“It’s so very kind of you, Sir 

James...” é 
“So kind of you, Mrs. Cage . . . 
“What a delightful hall you have!” 
“Ah! we’re very proud of our little 


other \ecturer. 


haps you’re right. Now let me see—is 
it ‘The Child and the Inferiority Com- 

x,’ or, ‘The Inferior Child and its 
Complex’? It isn’t that I’ve forgotten, 
but just for the moment ‘s 

“Oh, of course, Sir James. I’ve so 
often felt exactly the same myself. 
The only thing is, I’m not quite sure 
you may not be confusing me, just for 
the moment, you know, with some 
It’s really the tiniest 
little slip in the world, but my lecture 





actually is not really absolutely on those 
lines. It’s just—not that it matters 








hall, I must say. of these 


“Oh, but I always like an 


“Well, of course it doesn’t 


there it is. By the way, some 


rather trying to have it just 
whether you——” 

“Oh, not at all, not at all. 
At least I don’t think so. Shall 
I let you know?” 

‘ Please—please. I’m afraid 
we're not always quite as 
punctual as we might be. I 
sec we're just about twenty 
minutes after time.” 

“So much more informal, 
don't you think?” 

“Shall we give them an- 
other five minutes? They’re 
beginning to dribble along 
now. Very difficult toget them 
to turn out on a cold night. 
After all, they’ve got books 
and the wireless and a fire at 
home. .. . Not that I mean 
to say for a moment they 
aren't all mad keen to come 
and listen to you—naturally 








! 





“Oh, but I quite under- 
stand, Sir James. I’ve so 
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Plumber. “ We, AVE YOU BROUGHT ALL THE TOOLS?” 
New Boy. “ Yrs, Sim.” 
Plumber. “ You woutp!” 





often felt. exactly the same myself.” 

“Quite, quite. Uncommonly good 
of you to come down, I’m sure. There 
were just one or two minor points I 
rather wanted to ask about before we 
begin. Do you want me to announce 
the title of the lecture?” 

Just exactly as you like, Sir James.” 

“No, no,no. I'd rather told me 
exactly what you prefer. A Chairman, 
as I always say, should be seen and 
not heard. Ha, ha, ha!” 

“Ha, ha, ha!” 

“Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha! What I always 
say is a Chairman should be seen and 
not heard. So ‘d like me to give 
out the title of the. lecture. Well, per- 


in the least—one sees so well how the 


mistake arose—but it’s really called 
“Why I Write Cookery Books and 
How.’ ” 

“My dear Mrs. Cage, how extra- 
ordinarily stupid of me! Of course it 
is. ‘Why I Write Cookery Books and 
How.’ Most interesting, to be sure; I 
often wonder how people find the time 
to write books. ‘Why you write Cook- 
ery Books and How.’ That ought to 
be quite delightful. [ shan’t say more 
than a word or two, they’ll be longing 
to listen to you.” ; 

“No, no; they all want to hear you.” 

“Not at all, not at all, I’m simply 
going to introduce you and give the 


I think they 'll like.” 


\\\ 


title of your talk. ‘Why I Make U 
Menus and When’—was that it? 
wonder if you’d mind just jotting it 
down? Thanks so much—one wants 
to get it absolutely right. And then | 
there’s a little story I want to work in, 
about a Scotsman and a Jew—not that | 
it ll take a moment.” 
“That sounds too delightful—a | 
Scotsman and a Jew. Yes . . how very 
funny!” 
“Yes—ha-ha-ha! Then there’s one 
about the old lady and the parrot that 








“It sounds most amusing.” 

But of course it’s you that 
they want to hear, not me. 
Now I think our secretary's 
anxious to begin. Shall we?” 

“ Yes, certainly. Would you 
like me to come just here?” 

“Excellent — excellent. 
Sure you don’t mind the oil- 
stove?” 

“No, really, I love it. Unless 
perhaps it could be moved off 
the platform—if you're quite | 
sure @ 
“T’ll ask the secretary...” | 

“Certainly, Sir James. I | 
always think the smell is | 
quite oe at close | 
quarters. I daresay they'll be 
glad of it in the middle of the 
hall, and Mrs. Cage can always 
keep her coat on. I think | 
they 're quite ready when you 
are, Sir James.” 

“Ladies and Gentlemen, | | 
am not going to keep you a 
moment. My motto on these 
occasions is to be seen and 
not heard. A Chairman, as | 
always say,should be seen and 
not heard. Ha, ha, ha!——” 

“Ha, ha, ha!” 

‘“Ourspeaker to-night needs 
no introduction. She is Mrs— 
er——” 

“Cage, Sir James.” 

“Mrs. Cage, who has written | 
ta number of very interesting — 











books on the very, very interesting | 


topic—the really remarkably interest- 
ing topic——” 

“Cookery, Sir James.” 

“The quite extraordinarily interest- | 
ing subject of cookery. Which reminds | 
me of a little experience concerning 
winter sports that once befell me 
many years ago. To begin at the 
beginning . . .” E. M. D. 








“T have youth, beauty, personality, edu- 
cation, culture, ambition, concert, stage, 
broadcasting experience as linguistic singer- 
actress, dramatic dancer.”—Newspaper Advt. 
Acquire self-confidence and you should 


go far. 
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She. “On, JOM, WHAT A PITY YOU DIDN'T BACK HIM BOTH Ways!” 











| 
Kismet. / 
— | 
Ir is decreed then. I must suffer too. Farewell, then, my Appendix ; 
They have just told me and my mind still gropes We must submit to fate. 
To realise that I am losing you. Just one more night alone, we two: 
I hoped so much—but here ’s an end to hopes. Then cruel men will come for you 
I was too confident, too boastful, gay; At half-past eight. 
I said, “ This comes to other men maybe;” 
But still it seemed a thousand miles away— How small our lives! How trivial are the 
And now it’s come to me laws 
That hang our destinies upon a string! 
; Farewell, then, my Appendix; I could more gladly give you up for some great 
It seems that we must part. cause 
For you, when you have left my side, That made our severance a noble thing. 
; The slow, the lonely suicide Oh! I could die of shame when I reveal 
‘ For me the bitter smart What has dissolved our life-long partner- 
: ship; 
We were both young together; we have grown Not King, not Country, not some big Ideal 
To full estate together, all through life But just one orange-pip. 
The happy comradeship that we have known 5 
Has been unmarred by any inward strife Farewell, then, my Appendix ; 
But now I seek the old content in vain: Ah, Heaven! I little knew— 
Small things have led to discord and to doubt. Your unobtrusiveness was such— 
Let ’s face the truth, though it may bring us pain That it would cost me quite so much 
It’s best to have things out. To part with you. 
| 
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G. F. Handel. 


Born Fesruary 23, 1685. Drep 
Apriz 14, 1759. 
TuovcH nearly nine-score years have 
flown 
Since HANDEL passed away, 
The magic that is his alone 
Still moves our hearts to-day. 


Age has no power to co him 
Or quench the imm glow 

When his bright, burning seraphim 
Their silver trumpets blow. 


With Acis still we wander on 
Through sad Sicilian vales, 

Or hearken in his Solomon 
To deathless nightingales. 


In melting measures he delights, 
Yet none could higher climb 

On Music’s Himalayan heights, 
Majestic and sublime. 


\nd if, though generous of soul, 
He plundered right and left, 

He made the men from whom he stole 
Immortal by his theft. 


Wherefore, when pygmies carp and 
hoot, 
‘Tis fitting to recall 
I BETHOVEN’S reverent salute: 
‘The Master of us all.” C.L.G. 








The Record Badge: 
A Nightmare of the 21st Century. 





‘Tury ‘d got a start on me. It wasn’t 
my fault—see? It was like this. 
I'd been on my back twelve months 
(engine-trouble on a strato-jaunt). The 
does told me as I left casualty-ward 
that I’d got six new ribs (whalebone), 
one new knee-cap (donkey) and some 
glands grafted in my neck (bull and 
ape). I felt kind of queer with the 
small zoo inside of me, but the docs 
were real proud of my case. 
“Shake!” says Doc Grope as I came 
to leave. ‘You'll do fine, save you 
mayn’'t like red, with the bit of bull 
inside of you.” 
“O.K., Doe!” I says. “I’m a lime- 
shirt anyway, and we don’t have no 
truck with the Reds, not us.” 
But though the docs were proud of 
me pulling through, I wasn’t no record 
that way—see? There was an Indian 
that had eight new ribs (whalebone) put 
in him, and glands (ape and tiger) in his 
neck; for that he didn’t hold with bull, 
being a Hindu. He went about biting 
folk until the docs grafted some sheep’s 
_ brain inside of his skull, and that 

stopped it. He was a record with all 
| that inside of him. But | wasn’t, not 
| having tiger-glands—see ? 


When I came out of casualty-ward 
not a man, skirt or kid but held a 
record for something. They wore brass 

to show it that were issued by 
the World Record-Holders’ Bureau. 
Folk sneered at me by reason I’d no 
badge. I grew tired of telling them I'd 
been in casualty-ward while all this 
record craze was blowing. I wasn't 
asked parties; I got no rise (my boss 
has a badge for the biggest boss-eye in 
the city); the girls gave me the razz— 
and all for the reason I’d no badge to 
show. It wasn’t by miles what I'd 
been used to. 
Dickens backwards with a pal to time 
me. It took three weeks all in. 

Then I go along to the local Records 
Bureau and asks for a badge. They 
look up their lists and finds there's 
a Pole that’s read Dickens complete, 
straight and backways, in a fortnight. 
I didn’t get my badge. 

After that I rode a kiddie-scooter 
three hundred miles. Three days it 
took me; but when I get to the local 
Records Bureau they finds there’s a 
Czech that’s done it in fifty-six hours. 
And I didn’t get my badge. 

So I went climbing Snowdon on the 
back of a mountain-goat, thinking sure 
noone ’sdone it before. But when I come 
tothe local Records Bureau they tell me 
of a Tibetan that’s done it quicker in 
Tibet. And still I didn’t get no badge. 

I tried other tricks—cycliag .to 
Land's End with a water-melon on my 
head; hiking to John o’ Groats in a 
diver’s suit; going out hunting snails 
with a pack of field-mice—but always 
there was someone had got in first. I 
thought sure the field-mice would win 
me the badge, but no. There was a 
Yid that used to run a pack of 
mice to catch beetles—and a flight 
of bats too in place of moth-balls. I 
went out of that Records Bureau rare 
wild. 

Perhaps it was the bit of bull inside 
of me, but when I see a red mail-box 
outside I butt my head against it time 
again and dents it proper. When | 
cooled down I thought maybe I'd get 
my badge, being the first to dent a 
mail-box with my head. So I go back 
to the Records Bureau. They look in 
the index and find there’s a Wog 
that’s smashed five mail-boxes with 
his head and, what’s more, knocked 
down a radio-pylon, butting it. And 
so I didn’t get my badge. 

All this time my boss was upstage 
and the dames stand-off for reason I'd 
no badge; and I thought of walking 
out of life with a slug in my brain. But 
faster than I could pull the trigger 
there shoots into my mind an idea 
that makes me drop the gun quick as 
a strato-speed-cop. 





» 


So I read the works of 


With the idea in my brain and my 
heart beating against my ribs (whale- 
bone), I go along to the local Records 
Bureau and I say to the smug behind 
the grille, “See here, Sap,” 1 says— 
“how about me holding the record as 
being the only living creature that 
doesn’t hold a record ¢” 

And so at last I got my badge. 





Mr. Shagreen’s Diary. 





For a long time Mr. Shagreen and I 
had been going down in the lift. When 
at length we were disgorged into the 


street below Mr. Shagreen took off his | 


glasses and stood for some moments 
staring straight up into the air at the 


top of the building we had left. Pres- | 
ently he put on his glasses again and | 


nodded solemnly. 





‘It is some such edifice as that,” he | 


observed as we began to walk away, 
“that I shall have to—to——” 
“Charter?” 
“Thank you—to charter for the 


storage of my diary. It will soon be | 


getting out of hand.” 

“T never knew you kept a diary,” | 
said, 

“1 do not boast of it; but only those 
who have kept a diary for a consider- 
able time realise what I mean when I 


say that the trouble is not keeping the | 
diary but keeping the diary. The word | 


‘diary’ is an elastic term. In this in- 
stance it stretches,” said Mr. Shagreen 


with a sweeping gesture, “to cover | 
volumes containing entries for every | 
day since I began making them at the | 


age of fifteen.” 
“Atleast,” Lsaid,* I should think you 


have always had plenty to put in it.” | 
Mr. Shagreen replied unexpectedly | 
that that was the trouble. “From my | 


earliest days,” he explained, “odd 


things have happened to me constantly | 


—so constantly that I have never had 
the strength of mind to cease recording 


them for fear that I should at any time | 


want to look up the reference. 
yet | have with dismay watched the 
books of manuscript mounting, from 
the earliest little pocket-book in 1883, 
through the more massive and un- 
wieldy volumes of the ‘nineties and 
early nineteen-hundreds, to the stout 
loose-leaf iedgers, constantly oiled, 
into which I am to-day in the habit of 
pouring forth my soul, If this goes 
on * He shook his head. 

“But if the problem worries you, 
why goon?” I asked. “ Why notstop?/”’ 

“When next you see a deep-sea 
diver in full costume jumping out of 
an aeroplane with a bag in each hand 
containing bricks,” said Mr. Shagreen 
sadly, “ put that question to him. Not 








And | 
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that I have not tried to stop from time 
to time. I tried to stop in 1898, I think 
it was, and I tried again in 1910. | 


| made a prodigious effort in 1910; I 


took a cottage in the country and lived 
there alone in the hope that nothing 
would happen and that [ should not want 
to write anything down. And what did 
happen? On the very first morning I 
was there a bear fell through the roof 

“A what?” 

“A bear,” repeated Mr. Shagreen 
distinctly. “It fell through the roof 
into the cistern while I was having my 
breakfast. I knew at once that some- 
thing had occurred.” 
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“| should have thought the same,” 

I said. 
For some moments I ate on grimly. 
I will not be dragged into this,’ I said 
to myself. But events had a certain 
urgency; the water from the over- 
flowing cistern had soaked through the 
ceiling and my room was not large 
enough to permit of moving the break- 
fast-table to a less rainy spot. At the 
very least I had to go and take the 
object, whatever it was—I had not 
recognised it from the sound as a bear 
out of the cistern. [| went and made 
the attempt, and the animal, which 
was not lacking in intelligence, did its 


best to help. But I could do nothing 
unaided. Wet and covered with dust 
and cobwebs, I went to the village inn 
and made guarded requests for assist- 
ance. Details leaked out; in half-an- 
hour it was all over the county that I 
had a bear in my cistern, and shortly 
afterwards an official of the R.S.P.C.A.., 
under the impression that 1 kept it 
there constantly, came to see that it 
was being properly fed.” 

“And was it?” 

“By that time there was a large 
crowd,” said Mr. Shagreen, “filing up 
a ladder at one side of the house and 
down a ladder at the other, and feeding 
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Keen Bird- Watcher. 
AND, WHATEVER YOU 


” THERE—THEY OUGHTN 'T 
DO, AgEP sTiLL.” 








TO SER YOU NOW, 








it buns in the interval, By the gate of 
my cottage an immense placard had 
been erected, advertising these buns. 
The owner of the bear, who lived close 
by, was explaining to reporters how 
fond his pet was of climbing about, 
interrupted at intervals by the man 
who had thatched the cottage, who was 
insisting that his thatch would stand 
the weight of any ordinary bear, and 
that this one must have been pampered 
for years. Workmen were building a 
wooden platform beside the hole in 
the roof, and a relay of carts from 
the village was transporting the parts 
of a crane with which to extract the 
bear.” 

“And what were you doing?” 

“With a heavy heart,” replied Mr. 
Shagreen, “1 was getting ready to go. 
| had come to my cottage in the be- 
lie! that nothing would happen there 
and that my diary would gently die 
out of itself. 1 was leaving in a 
cloud of incident. What was the first 


_ thing I saw when I got back to Lon- 


lon ¢” 


‘Bear in Cistern.’ ” 
“Very close, very close,” 


Mr. Shagreen. 


admitted 
“But you forget this 
was 1910. The words were ‘A Bear in 
a Cistern.’ Yet again I had been un- 
willingly dragged into history. I knew 
when I was beaten. Resignedly I went 
back to my groaning shelves of note- 
books to put it all down in my diary.” 

“| suppose you had a subconscious 


idea you might forget it,” I said, ‘if 


you didn’t do that /” R. M. 


The Rendezvous. 


A pus there is of far renown, 
A pub that seamen know 

In every street of Sailortown 

Or sea where they in ships go down 
From Clyde to Callao. 


And there they say if a man should 
wait 
A twelvemonth and a day 
That all his shipmates soon or late 
Would surely pass that way. 
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Both night and noon with every tide 
The sailormen blow in. 


They come with talk of ships and men 
And lean upon the bar 

And yarn and drink and yarn again 
Of ports both near and far. 


But theirs are ships I never spoke 
And trades to me unknown, 

And all they see is a grizzled bloke 
That drinks his drink alone. 


They neither pause nor listen when 
From all the oceans home 
Between the tides the sailormen 
I wait alone for come— 


Come in with laughter on their lips 
And names I used to know 


And speech of men and speech of ships 


Forgotten long ago. 


No door swings wide to let them through, 
No eye but mine can see 

That all the shipmates ever I knew 
Biow in to drink withme. C.F.S. | 
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Our Booking-Office. 


(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned 
Clerks.) 
A Small Sweet Nosegay. 

Books that go straight to the heart 
of childhood are rare. They exact ten- 
derness, insight, a literary gift both 
supple and delicate, and an austere and 
sensitive avoidance of anything like 


Bye for the Present (HoppDER AND 
SroveuTon, 7/6) is all this and more 
It contains the late Lady (ELBanor) 
AcLaNb’s portrait of her small self as 
“Mitiy ”"—a child of the ’eighties in a 
country-house near Kendal—and the 
brief legend of her own little daughter, 
written for private publication. Inevit- 
ably the palm for picturesqueness goes 
to the North-country nursery ruled 
by the formidable BarLey, whose sole 
recorded piece of tenderness was to 
have the first shed teeth of her charges 
mounted as lilies-of-the-valley in a 
brooch. But even under Barvey it 
was the interior life that mattered—a 
life overlaid with boredom and terror 
yet with at least one unforgettable gust 


availed to safeguard her own child is 
charmingly evident. Yet ELiLen’s 
bright adventurous girlhood was dark 
ened by the War and by that dread 
of “ killing accidents ” in her case (and 
still, unhappily, in a thousand others) 
so tragically justified. 
Microphonetics. 

I have one small bone to pick with 
Professor A. Luoyp James. In his 
enthusiasm for the spoken word he says 
things about the written which no love: 
of literature can accept without pro 
test. Printed language, he appears to 
think, is a dead language. But surely 
good writing, in prose no less than in 
verse, reads itself to the ear of the 
imagination, imposing its proper rhythm 
and accent, even though it leaves to 
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‘Iv’s ALL Rian?T, CONSTARLE, THIS GENTLEMAN RECOGNISES MY GENIUS AND 
‘AS BOUGHT THIS PICTURE.” 








our local fancy the precise breadth of Bene a ce: 
the vowel-sounds. Which being said, I can praise The 
Broadcast Word (K®GAN Pavt, 7/6) without further reserva- 
tion. It is a stimulating and on occasion a witty discussion 
of a difficult and controversial subject, to be read with 
pleasure and profit even by those weaker brethren who may 
sometimes pronounce a voiccless alveolar affricated plosive 
consonant without due reverence for the solemnity of the 
occasion. It is also an effective answer to the carping folk 
who write to The Radio Times denouncing B.B.C. announ- 
cers. Professor LLoyp JaMEs, who is honorary secretary of 
the B.B.C.’s Advisory Committee on spoken English, makes 
it very clear that the greatest care is exercised both in the 
selection and in the training of those gentlemen, but that 
a reasonable freedom of speech is advisedly permitted im 
Portland Place. For, as he points out, even while main 
taining the advantages of a universal phonetic alphabet, 
a standard.speech is a purely mythological conception. 


Inclinations of a War-Twisted Sapling. 

One has, I feel, a fair quarrel with a man who sets out to 
give you one kind of book and ends by fobbing you off with 
another. The Apple of Concord (Dent, 7/6) opens with the 
pleasant ease of a Lockr romance, showing a couple of 
Englishmen, somewhat the worse for their share in the War 
and its subsequent Peace, proceeding to make a fresh start 
in Paris as the chauffeur and secretary, respectively, of a 
Gallo-American millionaire. The freemasonry of Wilson 
and Wade, their delicious adventures on the way, the 
pleasant glimpses of French landscape and French character 
affect one (despite rumours of Wade's gloomy past) as a 
prelude to comedy. With the Fletchers, however, the 
valetudinarian American and his monstrously full-blooded 
daughters, a macabre element enters; and this, fortified 
by the mania of a Fascist acquaintance and his miserable 
domestic background, threatens to overpower the strong, 
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suave, civilised French note which is the best that life and Mr. 
RuicHarp Cuurcu can offer their war-shattered hero. There 
are passages of power and enchantment in this curiously 
unequal book; but they are not as a rule the purple ones. 


More Lambs to the Slaughter. 

Alike as a ist of modern journalese and as a 
) pseudo-mediavalist Mr. J. B. Morton excels. Rejoicing 
to picture himself as a mighty scourge striding ruthlessly 
about the land chastising t ions of the devil, he claps 
from time t6 time upon his nose the roseate spectacles 
through which he chooses to regard war, the unspeakable 
discomforts of the dark ages, all the Latin races and even 
inevitable indigestion. ving wrenched them off, how- 
ever, no one can be more pitiless than he, and here, in 
Stuff and Nonsense (Carn, 7/6), which is the cream of his 
Beachcomber column of 1934, is another thundering blast 
on the trumpet against the monstrous regiment of women- 

novelists, financiers, political gangsters, Lawrence-idol- 
| aters, fairy-mongers, sahibs, unintelligible poets, novelist- 
reviewers, mystics, storm-pixies, teetotalers, revivalists, 
and vegetarians whose eee 
misfortune it is to have 
inspired loathing in his 
tempestuous bosom. 
Whether only a few of 
one’s black beasts or a 
great many happen to 
be rounded up for a 
whipping matters not at 
all, for a roaring south- 
| westerly good temper 
| blows through the pages, 
and the scholarship and 
the comic invention are 
both as amazing as ever. | 
| Most of our old friends | 
are here, Strabismus in | 
| a state of preservation | 
| clearly divine in origin, | 
and all the major absurd- 
ities of the year, from 
the leg-theory rumpus 
to the fatuous records, 
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“You can ’ave Bru *leGrns FOR TEN FAG-CARDS AND A ’ALFPENNY.” 
“LumMMy! WOTCHER THINK WE ARE? 


Soviet Russia. 

Personally I share Mr. CHAMBERLIN’S dislike of the ‘ Me 
and Russia” book. Nothing could be more unlike that than 
his admirable survey of Russia’s Iron Age (DucKwortu, 
15/-). which is easily the best of many books upon Soviet 
Russia that I have read. He contrives to avoid falling be- 
tween the two stools of sensationalism and dulness. His 
book is packed with information, conveyed in a lively style 
that also serves him well in his sketches of Soviet leaders. 
I feel that Mr. CHAMBERLIN is as safe a guide as can be 
found to the intricacies of the Soviet maze. For in my 
opinion he possesses the invaluable quality of knowing 
that he does not know everything. Besides, Mr. CHAMBERLIN 
has the advantage over many other writers upon Soviet 
Russia in that he has lived for twelve years—not twelve 
weeks—in that country. His stay has convinced him that 
Bolshevism is not destined “to serve as an ultimate model 
for the rest of the world.” 


Studies in Deduction. 
The Adventures of Ellery Queen (GOLLANC2Z, 7/6) are eleven 





Manca cS a “in number, and all of 


them go to show that as 
a deducer their author 
is unrivalled in detective 
fiction. It is difficult to 
pick out the cleverest 
tales from this exceed- 
ingly clever XI., but I 
would suggest that “ The 
Seven Black Cats” and 
“The Adventure of the 
African Traveller” are 
excellent examples of 
, |Mr. ELLERY QUEEN’s 
art. As cases these ad- 
ventures are really fault- 
less, but as stories I do 
not think them entirely 
successful because, while 
admiring the skill of the 
hunter, it is often im- | 

ible to care in the 
least about tine fate of 


THE BLOOMIN’ ARSENAL?” 








are dropped into the killing-bottle with marvellous adroit- 
ness. A grand book to dip into if you can pardon the 
| impossible attitudinising for the sake of the fun. 


Seconds out of the Ring. 

It is sometimes said that we are to-day a nation of lookers- 
on at instead of participators in sport, but Mr. Norman 
CLARK combines both experiences in his All in the Game 
(Meruorn, 12/6). A skilled boxing amateur himself, a yacht- 
ing-shooting-cricketing N.S.C. referee and a writer of 
talent, he is old enough to have met some of the Kings of 
the Ring—men who fought battles hours long with the 
| “raw “uns.” The book is full of dry wisdom and anecdote 
_ (I delighted in the wire sent by a Victorian fighter to his 
pal—‘ Won easily. heiabi lve rounds.”) and I agree 
with the author that there is no boxer to-day who could 
have lasted long with such as Frrzsimmons, JACKSON or 
LANGFORD. In the War he served in both Infantry and 
R.F.C., and I am much impressed by his description—clear, 
thrilling and just technical enough—of a pupil learning 
aerobatics ; I have never heard or read such good instruction. 
This is a book for boys of all , whether now at prepara- 
tory schools or still sealing i CLARK’S fighting in the 
Public Schools Championship of 1910—those a pionships 
which could and should be revived to-day. 





the hunted. Thanks to Mr. Queen my knowledge of 
American idiom has been considerably extended. 


A Holiday in Maine. 

The Lark Legacy (HoppER AND StovueutTon, 7/6) is not 
altogether the inheritance that I should have chosen for 
Mrs. Atice Hecan Rice. In the limelight she has placed 
a young American who, despite his natural gifts, is so 
entirely engrossed in himself that for me his charms simply 
did not begin to work. I conceived a strong dislike for 
this Richard Reed, but, dismissing him, we have Mrs. Rick 
in her most engaging mood. The Professor and his young 
wife are delightful, and the troubles of trying to fit an 
incongruous batch of relations into a house too small to 
hold them are related with quiet and effective humour. 











“Election fever is boiling high here. There is great excitement. 
Twenty-five Police, armed, have just arrived. More are expected. 
Both candidates are running hard.”— West Indies Paper. 


News of their arrest is expected hourly. 





“16 golf clubs, measuring stick, bag, 6 balls, 9 flags, 9 number 
plates, 7 tennis racquets, 4 presses, 2 football cases, 2 pair skates, 
pair gymnasium ropes, 4 rules, tee square, stick, 2 cues, pair crutches, 
trouser press.”-—Lot in Sale Catalogue. 


After all, there ’s nothing like being prepared. 
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TEMPERANCE bodies are protesting 


| against the customary use of brewers’ 


| ponies. 


horses for the SPEAKER’S coach in the 
Jubilee procession. A suggested com- 
promise is that this vehicle should be 
drawn by a mixed team, half supplied 
by milk-round 








stamps to the value of over four 
hundred pounds could not have been 
on the premises more than half-an- 
hour. There seems no limit to the 
speeding-up in our post-offices. 


& & 
*% 


In view of the prohibition of the sale 
of Irish sweepstake tickets in the 





& 

An eminent fin- 
ancier who was 
closely associated 
with the develop- 
ment of South | 





A London chef declares that half the 
joy of eating an egg is lost if it is boiled 
too long. Or too late. 

* & 
* 


“Although I am seventy years old, 
I have never had a conversation over 
the telephone,” declares a correspon- 
dent in a daily paper. It’s tiresome, 
1 we know, but he 
O should persevere. 


O * * 


»® 





Africa recently) 
gave a lecture on | 
poetry. Much has | 



































that the 


vessels 





he travell’d in the} 








realms of gold. 





The newly -dis- | 
covered diary of 41 
SAMUEL Pepysre-| fi! 
veals that he was| ir assay 
the first to insist | | PASSIONAT Fi 
that every ship’s 
captain should keep | 
a log. It would be | 
interesting to know | 
whether contem- | 
porary skippers| 
adopted the phrase | 
‘And so to bunk.” | 





] 
According to a} 
psychologist emo- | 
tionalism in a| 
woman makes her 
attractive. It aleo| 
makes her slam 
doors. 

PHARAOH, we are | 
informed, was| 
saluted in the Nazi | 
manner. This! 
throws a new light 
on the Exodus 


















































brewed good beer 
with excellent yeast 
but with impure 
water. And they 

would seem to 
| have been negligent 

| about cleaning their 
| drinking-vessels, 
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Writing to The 


| Daily Express a 
Woodley, Bucks, 
iresident stated 


| that one day he lit 
his pipe from the 
}sun by means of a 
| magnifying - glass. 
iThus saving a 
imatch. , y 


| An American 
film-actress wants 
‘to get married in 
jan Army tank. It 


ihas never been 
| married in an Army 
| tank before. 

* # 

*% 


| 
| 
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A writer com. 








‘No one,” says! 
a writer, “who Cambridge 
No one 


who dines in London could fail to see 
them. 


goes to 


An American doctor asserts that 


| money is free from disease germs. This 
| announcement should do much to des- 


| 


troy the well-nigh universal prejudice 
against it. * % 
* 


Thieves at Chertsey Post-Office who 


United States it is anticipated that 
every American will carry one in his 
hip pocket 


Phe bus of 1940 will pull up within 
a few feet,” claims an expert. But 
not if you signal to it to stop, of eourse. 


> 
A correspondent declares that since 


his salary was raised he is a different 
man. But we doubt whether his income- 


forced a strong safe and took cash and tax collector will be put off with that. 
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CINEMA THAT'S SHOWING * THE 


eee te ial plains that in deal- 
ing with the China- 
Japanese question 


he is handicapped by the number of 


Chinese officials named Hsu. A new 
and up-to-date Who’s Hsu seems sug- 
gested. “% * 


The fall of tin in the City last week 
was deafening. 4 » 
a 
Returning from a jumble sale a 
man was held up by a motor-bandit. 
The latter, however, was sporting 
enough to join in the laughter against 
himself. 


Ancient Egyptians | 
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A German pro- | 


1 fessor claims to | 
iO have discovered | 
O il] |from the deposits | 
= left on the insides | 


of their drinking- | 


jappears that she 
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Kindness all Round. 


“ Krxpwness To Bats. 


From Our Own Correspondent. 
Vienna, Feb. 3. 

Sixty bats found hibernating in a 
hollow tree just felled in the Prater 
Park in Vienna were carefully removed 
yesterday and handed over to the 
Tierschutzverein (Society for the Pro- 
tection of Animals), which lodged them 
in the Fledermausturm (Bats’ Tower) 
by the Danube, where they will con- 
tinue their winter sleep till insects are 

once more abroad.”—Daily Paper. 


(Further communications from Our Own 
Correspondent in Vienna are printed 
below.) 








Vienna, Feb. 7. 

The action of the Tierschutzverein 
has aroused strong resentment among 
members of the Insektschutzverein 
(Society for the Protection of Insects). 
At a special meeting of the Society 
held last night several speakers voiced 
their alarm at the impending threat to 
the welfare of the insect world. De- 
manding the exclusion of the inmates 
of the Fledermausturm (Bats’ Tower) 
from the Park during the season (May 
to September), when the insects are 
abroad, the President declared, “We. 
as Miickenfreunde (Friendsofthe Gnat). 
cannot but deplore the criminal in- 
dulgence extended to the Grosse 
Schlechte Fledermiuse (Big Bad Bats), 


whose vicious nocturnal habits are 

fraught with so much peril to our 

playful and musical little friends.” 
Feb. 9. 


The Executive Council of the Tier- 
schutzverein has replied to the demand 
of the President of the Insektschutz- 
verein in the following terms: “We 
must return an unqualified negative to 
your heartless proposal that our 
leathery-winged friends should be de- 
prived of their enjoyment of the 
amenities of the Prater Park during 
the height of the season.” 


Feb. 12. 

Consequent upon the unfriendly atti- 
ude af tee Tierschutzverein the in- 
og, arta of a Safety First campaign 
is being planned by the Insektschutz- 
verein with a view to reducing the risks 
attendant upon night-flying by insect 

_ users of the Prater Park. "We under- 
| stand that arrangements have been 
| made for the ts to be carefully 
removed from the Park every evening 

_ at dusk and lodged in the Miickenturm 


the bats to the Fledermausturm (Bats’ 


Tower) in the early hours of the 
morning. 
Feb. 19, 


A demonstration by the Tierschutz- 
verein was held in the Prater Park 
yesterday afternoon to protest against 
the proposed action of the Inselt- 
schutzverein. Speakers denounced such 
action as constituting a grave menace 
not merely to the recreation but also 
to the health of the endearing creatures 
protected by their Society. 

Later in the day clashes occurred 
with supporters of the Insektschutz- 
verein. A determined attempt by the 
latter to wreck the Fledermausturm 
(Bats’ Tower) was prevented only by 
the arrival of a strong contingent of 


lice. 
eg Feb. 20. 

An energetic protest, alleging ill- 
usage at the feet of the police, has been 
addressed to the authorities by the 
Wurmschutzverein (Society for the 
Protection of Worms). “Owing to the 
casualties sustained by our vermicular 
friends in yesterday’s demonstration,” 
the manifesto states, ‘“‘we must insist 
that suitable crossing-places be pro- 
vided for our protégés on all the prin- 
cipal paths. Our only alternative will 
be to remove our clients from the 
Prater Park and lodge them in special 
Wiirmerlager (Camps for Worms).” 


Feb. 21. 

At the headquarters of the Drossel- 
schutzverein (Society for the Protection 
of Thrushes) great indignation is ex- 
pressed at the serious consequences to 
the feathered world if the Wurmschutz- 
verein carries its threatened proposals 
into effect. It is felt that it would be 
contrary to every principle of equity 
should the legitimate rewards of early 
rising be withdrawn from those whose 
welfare the Society is concerned to 
promote. 

Feb. 28. 

While regretting that its differences 
with the Insektschutzverein appear to 
be incapable of adjustment, the Tier- 
schutzverein is pleased to report that in 
spite of the recent disturbances in the 
Prater Park the bats are still continu- 
ing to benefit by their winter sleep in 
the Fledermausturm (Bats’ Tower). 








Unposted Letters. 


To My M.P. 

Dear Mr. Biccers,—I don’t think 
I really know you, but the fact of the 
matter is that the newspapers are 
always imploring me to write to my 
M.P. or to My Mother, and since I 
already write to my mother quite a lot 
it seems only fair to drop you a line too. 
Because it must be unpleasant to feel 





that you are a lonely soul and that 
Nobody Cares. I write therefore just 
to remind you that even if nobody 
takes much notice of you in the House 
of Commons or asks you what ought 
to be done about things, you are still 
my very own personal M.P. and I 
watch your doings with interest. 

As a matter of fact it is hardly true 
to say that I watch your doings. Per- 
haps it would be more accurate to say 
that I watch for them. Because, al- 
though I am sure you are straining 
every nerve to forward my interests, it 
is extraordinary how little I ever see 
in the papers about you. There was 
that time when you asked the Prime 
Minister if he proposed to give time 
for the discussion of the Importation 
of Mad Dogs (Amendment) Bill, and 
he said. ‘No, Sir.” That appeared in 
The Times and it made me proud and 
happy to think that my very own M.P. 
was beginning to take a hand in the 
counsels of the nation. But that was a 
year ago, and since then I haven't seen 
anything about you. The point there- 
fore is this. Doesn't it strike you that 
you are leaving things rather late? I 
mean to say, do you think you will be 
able to get in all the things you intend 
to do before the next Election ? 

After all, think of the programme 
you gave us in the Gloopling Division 
of Rutland. Quite apart from restor- 
ing prosperity and dealing with India 
and stamping out unemployment and 
ensuring international peace, you had 
a lot of things of your own—little im- 
provements in the government of the 
country that you were going to arrange. 
Actually it was because of that pro- 
gramme that I decided to have you as 
my M.P. I remember it quite clearly. 
At your first meeting you were going 
to conquer unemployment, increase 
widows’ pensions, put the country’s 
finances on a sound basis and enlarge 
the Navy. I wasn’t too keen then, 
because your opponent, Sniggers, was 
going to do all that and bring down the 
price of living. But at your second 
meeting you introduced some more 
things, and told us you were proposing 
to take half-a-crown off the income- 
tax, decrease death duties and halve 
the tax on motor-cars; and, as that 
seemed to show that you were an 
active man with the right ideas about 
things, I decided that you should be 
my M.P. Well, I mean to say, you've 
had three years . . . 

Don’t, please, think that I am com- 
plaining. I should hate you to think 
that. 1t’s only that I’m puzzled as to 
how you are going to fit your pro- 
gramme in. I know it’s difficult and 
that there are a lot of things to do and 
that Rome wasn’t built in a day and 
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“Hi, Mom! YouR HORSE 1S ON THIS SIDE.” 
“I KNOW, AND MY HOUSE IS ON THIS.” 








all those things. But, seriously, I think 
you ought to get started soon. I don’t 
want you to work yourself to death 
trying to do it all in the last six months. 

After all, what’s the difficulty? I 
know they think a lot of you in the 
Cabinet. Think of all the things the 
Minister of Imports and the Secretary 
for Private Affairs said when they 
came down at Election time. They 
told us that you were one of the men 
who were absolutely necessary at West- 
minster if the country was to carry on 
at all. They said they had always felt 
that in you they had got one of the few 
great constructive brains in the land. 
Surely after that they won't put 
obstacles in your way if you want to 
lower the income-tax or anything? 
If anybody objects the Minister of 
Imports will take him aside and warn 
him that, if you should happen to get 
annoyed and leave, the country would 
just crumple up. And the Secretary 
for Private Affairs will just say, “Well, 
gentlemen, we may not all agree with 
Mr. Biggers, but we’ve got to remem- 
ber that he’s got a constructive brain.” 
And then you just go ahead. 


So there you are. Don’t be nervous. 
Remember that you are my M.P. and 
that I’m looking to you to save the 
country. Just go along to the Prime 
Minister and point out that you've 
been very patient, and let everyone 
else introduce Bills and things without 
interfering or hindering in any way, 
but that the time has come when you 
really must insist on getting on with 
your programme. Tell him that it is a 
sacred trust—that you’ve given your 
word and that you ’ve just had a letter 
from a gentleman who wants to know 
when the balloon goes up. You might 


even try pointing out that the eyes of 


the wor-rid are on you. 

Just one last word in your ear. It 
may be that you've already left it too 
late and that there won't be time to 
get all these improvements. In that 
case don’t worry. Just arrange the bit 
about income-tax first and let the rest 
go for the moment. And then I'll have 
= as my M.P. again at the next 

lection and you can get on with the 
rest of your programme. 

‘ours faithfully, 
N. Qurrer. 
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The Push-Bike Problem. 
“We don’t want paths, and we shall 


not use them.” 


Thus blithely and briskly a cycling 
correspondent in The Observer raises 
the banner of revolt against the 
proposal to provide road-tracks for 
cyclists. 

I think I should at once tell any 
cycling reader of this article that I 
doubt very much whether my dear 
Aunt Janet, though a keen cyclist in 
her day, would associate herself with 
the tone of this pronouncement. If 
somewhat dim memories serve me 
aright, Aunt Janet’s cycling was indeed 
a gentle art—for her, at any rate, if 
not for her escort. Garbed in straw- 
hat, veil and long skirts, Aunt Janet 
rarely exceeded six m.p.h. on the 
straight, always dismounted at every 
doubtful corner, and gracefully per- 
mitted her male companion to wheel 
her machine up or down anything in 
the shape of a hill. No, Aunt Janet, 
even when flushed with the triumph 


of winning the Decorated Bicycle prize | 
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at the Tennis Club Gymkhana, would 
NEVER have spoken to the Ministry of 
Transport like that. 


Having thus mildly rebuked the 
modern cyclist I am only too willing 


| to uphold to the best of my ingenuity 


| the small round things are the heads of 


his right to ride on the road if he wishes 
to. The fact that his machine does 
not hoot or squawk or clatter, and, 
save when ridden by newsvendors 
and errand-boys, constitutes no grave 
danger to pedestrians, entitles the 
pedal-cyclist to fair use of the public 
thoroughfare. Nor can the argument 
that special tracks on main roads are 
for the cyclists’ own benefit carry any 
great weight, unless it is proposed to 
construct them also on winding and 
narrow byways where the cyclists’ peril 
from petrol-driven juggernauts is far 
greater. The question is: What is to be 
done about it? 


The battle for the road is more than 
likely to be to the strong, and the push- 
pike at the best is a frail affair. Under 
the Kellogg Pact or the Order Pro- 
hibiting the Carrying of Firearms or 
whatever it is, the cyclist may not 
assert his right to the roadway by 
attaching scythes, sickles, bayonets or 
any other cutting implement to his 
machine, nor may he resort to the dis- 
charge of gaseous vapours other than 
those contained in bottles of mineral! 
waters carried for the purposes of 
refreshment. How then can he hope 
to stand up to other vehicles which are 
endeavouring to shoulder him into 


accepting defeat and _ segregation ? 
The answer, I fear, must be BiecErR 
BICYCLES. 


So far as the small ear is concerned, 
a return to the old penny-farthing type 
of bicycle would produce a pretty 
formidable adversary, and the six- or 
eight-seater once seen on cycle-tracks 
and at circuses could hold its own fairly 
well and in addition solve the travel 
problem of the man of moderate means 
with a large but stalwart family. 
Neither machine, however, would b: 
convenient in a traffic-jam. 


| suggest, as shown in the following 
simple sketch (Fig. 1), the four-wheeled 
push-bike, constructed in the form of 


@ Car. 


As is usual with such things in this air- 
minded age, you are looking at it from 


| an aeroplane (which added considerably 


to the draughtsman’s expenses), and 


the riders. 


I do not of course propose to stop 
here, and when sufficient royalties 
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which obviously 
or cycle-coach. 

From which it is the merest step to 
Fic. 3: 


is a sort of cyclabanc 





or two-deck cycle-bus, of which a side 
elevation is necessary for you to be 
able to appreciate its simple beauty. 


It only remains for The Observer's 
correspondent and other cyclists of 


similar calibre to rally round and help | 


me give the Ministry of Transport 
something fresh to think about. 
D.C, 








“Mr. Angel left by air.”——Motor Paper. 
Naturally. 
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At the Pictures. 


Tus Latest Lawiess Fivip. 
Toes have changed indeed when 
the dynamic impish Carry with the 
ready fists is found “ running ”—what 
do you think ¢—milk, But that is what 
the films have come to. With illicit 








USING HIS HEAD. 
. James Caonry. 


Kddie Kennedy 


drink no longer supplying a motive, 
and Hollywood's wilful para, Me Hercules 
spoiling for work, a picture had to be 
invented called A Be ‘ect Week-End, 
with a milk-war as the motive and 
James CaGNzy in it as Eddie Kennedy, 
a lorry-driver in the pay of the Trust 
against the farmers in revolt. Once 
the enormity of the substitution—milk 
for rum (and not even rum-and-milk) 
—has been accepted, all goes well, for 
milk as a means to profit can excite 
as many dark passions as the other 
stuff as a beverage, and revolver-shots 
are frequent. 

As for smashing blows, well, on the 
way to the Regal I said, “I’m glad it’s 
CaGney, for he is sure to hit someone.” 
And so far from being disappointed, I 
was glutted, for he is hitting them all 
the time and even teaches his girl, 
Ann Reid (Parricia Exuts), to hit 
them too, a well-delivered hook from 
this young lady to the jaw of Eddie's 
employer ending the play. 

It is an exciting picture and will do 
much to reinstate this naughty little 
man in —— that were slightly 
strained by the odd part he had in that 
American Navy story recently shown, 
while his companion and foil, ALLEN 
JENKINS, who is knocked down as often 


as Cacney knocks down others, is 
again in his old character. But— 
milk’ I ask you. 


1 am in favour of A Perfect Week- 
End also because its producers have 

rformed their task as cinema-men 
should. They have provided an actor 
of strong personality with opportuni- 
ties, constructing out of the blue, 
so to speak, a frame for that purpose. 
That, I hold, is what the cinema is for 
and not to reproduce stage-plays already 
performed, such as, for example, the 
film version of Biography which has 
just been released, with the cumbrous 
title, Biography of a Bachelor Girl. 

Having a liking for the directness 
and ease of Ronert MonTGOMERY, and 
wishing again to see that admirable 
actress, ANN Harpinc, I went to 
the Empire, all unaware that I should 
find merely a screen translation of 
something that I already knew. Still, 
as plays are seen by hundreds and films 
by millions, I suppose I ought not to 
grumble; and in fact I enjoyed it, 
although ANN HAaRpING never per- 
suaded me that her past was sufficiently 
bizarre and lurid to be worth twenty- 
two thousand dollars to an American 
magazine, and even more so than in 
most plays that end on a kiss, did | 
feel that that kiss is not the close of 
drama but the beginning of it. 

Why does no revue concern itself 
only with sequels? A very amusing 
and instructive evening might result. 
I suggest as a title, After the Final 
Curtain. 


When Maskerade, that most moving 
and ingenious Austrian picture, with 
enough plot for half-a-dozen ordinary 
pictures, began its long run at the 





HOPELESS LOVE. 
Nolan. . . Epwarp Everetrr Horvroy. 


Marion . Aww Harprva. 


Academy, I was abroad and not able to 
write about it, but, although its present 
season is nearly over, I take this oppor- 
tunity of urging those readers who have 





not yet seen PavLa WEsSLEY’s ex- 
quisite performance as Leopoldine Dur 
to do so. The film as a whole is 
absorbing in interest and a master- 
piece of technique, and is acted with 
great skill—in particular, among the 
accessory characters, by Perer Prersr- 
son as the Doctor—but what one in- 











REBUFFED IN THE BALLROOM. 
Prof. Carl Harrandt. , Perer Pererson, 


delibly remembers is PavLA WEsSSLEY 
and all her delicate shades of emotion. 
Now and then she reminds one of DusE 
~and can one say fairer than that ?— 
but she can never haveseen that actress. 
Her plainness radiates beauty and her 
silences melodiously speak. E. V. L. 








The Perfect Diplomat. 

“The Abyssinian Minister . 
his opinion that the demands of Italy were 
at present too high, and would have to be 


modified. When asked, however, what these | 


demands were, he replied that he did not 
know them.”-——News Report. 





‘It will be welcome knowledge to the 
many friends of the bride and bridegroom 
that they will both be living in Hove.” 

Local Paper. 
Not under the same roof, surely ? 





“Ctesias, the Greek physician and _his- 
torian of the fifth century before Christ, 
describes a race of pigmies in the heart of 
India, the tallest only two ells in height.” 

Daily Paper. 
Still, 7} feet isn’t bad for a pigmy. 





Our Wonderful Police. 

“The police were at once notified, but 
| was informed at Shoreham Police Station 
to-day that they are and always have been 
completely baffled.”-—Daily Paper. 

So that’s that. 
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Drinking Song of Prince Edward Island. 


(According to an evening paper, Prince 


Edward Island is the only State (sic) where the ban on alcoholic 


liquors is still in force.) 


No Irish now or Highland 

Invades Prince Edward Island, 

No reveller staggers bedward 

In the good isle of Prince Edward; 

Wherefore no doubt that sea-girt spot 
In all its times and seasons 


Is Plenty’s grove, Contentment’s grot. 


But would I live there? I would 
not; 
And I will give my reasons. 


Not that my thirst’s assuaging 

Demands strong drink the raging, 

Not that I’m off my rocker 

On the proverbial mocker, 

Not that I crave the wine that is red 
In bucketfuls, my brothers, 


But a glass at eve and a glass at bed, 


I kold (and so my spouse has said), 
Improves me. Likewise others 


Great mischiefs and misuses 
Spring from the grape its juices, 
Malt liquors with them carry 
Old Nicholas and Old Harry, 
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So it is said; but I seem to find 
That everyone, man or woman, 
By nature hard or by nature kind, 
When ever so slightly alcohol-lined 
Is ever so much more human, 


And I find as day progresses, 

With snags and snubs and stresses, 

As labour mounts on labour, 

Man comes to loathe his neighbour, 

And by six in the evening brutes like me 
Say and do things we shouldn’t 

For lack of the spirit of bonhomie— 

A thing man cannot achieve on tea 
(Or anyway, J couldn't). 


No man abhors the bellow 

Of his inebriate fellow, 

Of those who quaff unduly, 

More keenly than yours truly; 

But a timely glass is a wonderful thing, 
So, till it desists from dryness 

And the pubs re-operate, I who sing 

Will please be excused from visiting 
The isle of His Royal Highness. 
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A Return from the Jungle. 


Tuts is the story of how our Captain 
Bayonet once got the better of a 
Command Paymaster in Malaya. 

Bayonet, then a lieutenant, was 
living with a lot of Dyak, Malay and 
other coolies in the depths of the 
jungle; the Command Pa. was 

_ living with a lot of gin-slings, iced beers 
' and other coolers pig depths of 
| Singapore. The trouble began over a 
/ tench called the Officers’ Casualty 
Return, copies of which, duly filled 
up, were supposed to flutter like 
homing pigeons into the Command 


to be brought in—miles of impene- 
trable and primeval forest, swamps, 
poisonous snakes, ravening tigers, etc., 
ee 

It was no good. All the answer he 
got was a veiled insinuation that he 
was exaggerating the difficulties. At 
this, stung to the quick, he at once 
issued a challenge: He had to visit 
Singapore in a few days to buy stores; 
would the Command Paymaster return 
with him and see things for himself ? 

To his surprise—and delight—the 
invitation was accepted, the victim 
actually stating that a day in the 
country would do him good. Whereat 
Bayonet, cunningly playing his fish 





| Paymaster’s office every 
_ month from the various 
units and detachments 
under his financial care. 
And flutter they did— 
allexceptone, which was 
always late and finally 
didn’t materialise at 
all. This was the one 
due from Lieutenant 
Bayonet out on detach- 
ment in the jungle. 
Asked for an explana- 
tion of this lapse, 
Bayonet wrote back quite 
frankly. He said that he 
hadn’t bothered about 
the Return that month 
because it seemed abso- 








lutely absurd to go on| # 
sending a man through| = 
miles of difficult jungle 
and swamp every month 
| just to report a “Nil” 
| casualty on a strength 





/\\ 


\ 
| 


of one solitary officer. \ oe 
The Command Pay- Lew < 
masterpromptly retorted “WalreR, wat 1s ‘Satsiris pe JamBpon pe York 


that a Monthly Return 
was a Monthly Return 
and as such it must be 





Jarpinitre’?” 
“*Am, Sir!” 





sent in—or, as they put it in the Army, 
its punctual rendering was essential to 
the proper functioning of the Depart- 
ment, please. 

Bayonet thereupon made what he 
considered a commonsense proposal : 
If the Command Pa r would 
excuse him from sending a “Nil” 
Return every month he would promise 
to let him know as soon as an officer 

_ casualty did occur—and indeed, being 
out where he was, would be only too 
glad to let everyone within reach know 
pea it at once. This not unreason- 
able suggestion being merely called 
“irregular procedure,” he next tried 
for sympathy. Did the Command Pay- 
master at his ease in Singapore the 

_ wrote, with a sob in the throat) full 

_ realise the conditions under whic 

these meaningless “Nil” Returns had 


W/.\ \ 





A LA BoNNE 


been able to find in his whole gang, 
muttered evilly to himself the whole 
time and at intervals honed up an 
already razor-edged parang just behind 
the Command Paymaster’s shuddering 
neck. 

After ten miles the guest managed 
to ask how far they had to go. The 
answer, “Another fifteen along the 
road and then two along a track before 
we leave the car,” was not encouraging. 
The rest of the main road portion was 
disposed of in thoughtful silence, except 
for the rattling ironmongery in the 
back. Even that, however, seemed like 
a breathless hush compared with the 


clangour produced when they turned 


off onto what only a 
blind and irresponsible 
optimist could ever have 
called a track. Indeed 
the Command Paymaster 
called it a good many 
other things till his at- 
tention was distracted 
and held by the fact that 
the Dyak behind, though | 
being thrown violently 
sideways, upwards or | 
forwards at every lurch, 
had not yet seen fit to 
sheathe his parang. His 
relief when they at last 
descended and plunged 
into a wall of sweltering 
green jungle through 
which the Dyak began 
j | to hack a path lasted 
fully half-an-hour, or 
rather up to the time 
when Bayonet suddenly 
exclaimed, ““My god! 
what wasthat ?”’ in great 
apprehension, and, 
clutching him by the 
arm, promptly drew an 
enormous revolver. 
The Command Pay- 
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before striking, gave him further reason 
to suspect that all the impenetrable 
jungle stuff was largely a myth by 
saying he would pick him up in his 
car and that they would drive the first 
part of the way. 

On the morning appointed, the Com- 
mand Paymaster, in spotless drill 
suiting, got his first shock when 
Bayonet, dressed like a piece of White 
Cargo, rolled up in a disreputable Ford 
and under pretext of extreme haste 
hustled him in before he could change 
his mind, A motley collection of stores, 
mostly loose and mostly tin, chucked 
haphazard in the back, precluded any 
verbal protest either at the conveyance 
or at the added presence in the rear 
seats of a “Stores Guard,” a gentleman 
who, besides being the smelliest and 
most foul-looking Dyak Bayonet had 





. 





master hadn’t heard anything, but 
obediently stood stock-still. He argued 
that if this officer who was so used to the 
jungle had heard something, then some- 
thing there must be to hear. A highly 
disturbing corollary to this argument 
occurred to him oy a seconds later: if 
this officer who was so used to the jungle 
was afraid of that something, then it 
must be something to be afraid of. He 
began to find a little difficulty in stand- 
ing quite — ar the region 
of the knees. r five tense minutes 
they moved cautiously on, but the 
Command Paymaster had left his 
nerve irrevocably behind him. 

The next half-mile was like a night- 
mare. Three times Bayonet pointed 
out B marks which he cheerfully 
called fresh tiger-spoor. Twice the 
Dyak disappea completely and 
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May | HAVE TO-MORROW AFTERNOON OFF TO GO TO MY UNCLE'S FUNERAL? 
CAN LEND ME YOUR RATTLE IF YOU LIKE.” 
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Bayonet talked airily of how no white 
man could ever find his way in the 
jungle without a native guide, but 
simply wandered helpless until eaten 
piecemeal by ants. And twice Bayonet 
himself suddenly leapt aside and was 
heard shouting and excitedly thrashing 
about with a stick, to return later look- 
ing rather white and talking about 
hamadryads, the most poisonoussnakes 
in the world, and practically invisible 
till you stepped on them—after which 
it was too late. Taking it all in all, 
the Command Paymaster was not 
happy, and when at the end of an- 
other half-mile, which took three- 
quarters-of-an-hour to accomplish, he 
asked how much further it was, and 
Bayonet casually said it was not more 
than five miles to the little half-way 
camp by the Crocodile River where 
they would have to rough it for the 
night before moving on next day, th 
Command Paymaster definitely re- 
membered something important that 
he had to attend to that evening and 
thought he’d better go back. 
Clothing torn, nerves shaken, drip- 
ping outside and parched inside, he 
was too sorry for himself to notice how 
quickly they found a ready-made foot- 
path which led back to the car. And 


touch of masterly generalship produced 
a dozen ice-cold bottled beer from the 
stores in the back, casually mentioned 
something about the Officers Casualty 
Return, the Command Paymaster 
simply waved the whole question into 
limbo and disappeared himself into 
beer. 
* * * » * 

Bayonet told us he met the Command 
Paymaster a short while ago, and, as 
several years had elapsed, he told the 
fellow of the deception he had prac- 
tised. The Command Paymaster was 
neither angry nor amused; he just 
glanced apprehensively around and 
said: ** Don’t tell anyone for Heaven’s 
sake, there’s a good chap! You see, 
I’ve been dining out for years on my 
terrible jungle experiences in Malaya.” 


A. A. 


Miss Smith in America. 

swell,” 

Schoolgirl’ s Comparison. 
The suggested corollary is: “ Bad— 
worse- ‘ 


Good better 


lousy.” 
The evening was brought to a pleasant 
conclusion with Handel’s Lager.” 
Musical Report. 
Light or Dark ? 


Birds Ashore and Birds 
Aforeshore. 


The Outlaw. | 
(The Royston, or Grey, Crow.) 
THE Rook—hislong skeins never end 
Comes tumbling home to roost; 
The Raven is most reverend 
Who saw the Flood reduced; 
The Pye’s for larceny and low; 
The Jay’s a small-bird’s egger: 
But outlaw is the grim Grey Crow 
As ever the Clan Grecor. 


No reputation ’s dark as his— 
The black repute that hangs; 
So shepherds poison carcasses 
And Bagwell’s twelve-bore bangs; 
But still he'll gouge the labouring ewe 
And, gun and bait avoided, 
Still he will cheat the gallows due 
As nimbly as Ros Roy did. 


The leveret’s hid in vain from him 
Each grouse-egg’s his to tap; 
So never we refrain from him 
With poison, gun and trap. 
And yet a final fact it is, 
Despite what many a foe does, 
That he for ever flourishes— 
The old Rob Royston Crow does! 
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| remembering how long 
| us at school to learn only fifty lines of 
| English verse, I have never really be- 
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How Homer Got About. 


Iv has always been a wonder how the 
works of Homer and the early verse- 
writers got about, long before the days 
of paper, or even pens. Verbose gentle- 
men all, they were never content with 
a short age to article, and oad or | 
got goi seldom 
they Tad etemataed a“ book of many 
thousands of hexameters. Homer, as 
you know, was responsible for two 
enormous works, each containing 





twenty-four books and, I on 


about thirty thousand 
never counted them). And hexameters, 
mark you, with no rhymes to aid the 


_ memory. Yet these works 
_ passed about the St gen south to 
_ mouth and have been handed down to 


us (they say) more or less as they were 
bag about thirty centuries ago. 
e minstrels, some say, spread 
them about and taught them to their 
sons and families. It may be so. But, 
it took some of 


lieved in the minstrel boy who learned 
the whole of Homer at his father’s 
knee. We speak with admiration of a 
ninety-minute Budget speech delivered 
without notes. But to recite the whole 
of Homer would take, I suppose, about 
three weeks. 

Yet I do know one modern parallel 
to this miraculous transmission. The 
work in question was by the poet 
Haddock. It had only sixteen lines, 
but the metre was just as tricky as 
a hexameter and the theme was highly 
technical. Indeed, though delicate in 
thought and treatment, the thing was 
unprintable—at least in these columns. 
It was never intended for publication 
or even circulation. I wrote it almost 
by accident for one man to see. And 
it has gone all round the world. 

1 wrote it for the purser of a liner, 


_ whom we will call “Smithie.” The 
_ purser, as you may know, is generally 


| bets, elaborate 


the literary member of a liner’s com- 
pany. He quotes Krrrine at you at 
cocktail-time ; and he keeps a portfolio 
full of small typewritten documents, 
puzzles, funny aneedotes, comic alpha- 

ies, verses— 
patriotic, silly and sometimes indeli- 
cate. (And, I am sorry to say, he 
—T prefers them to be indeli- 
cate. 


“Smithie,” the Purser of the Orchid, 


| had been kind to me. And one i 


in the Red Sea, as I sat in the hot wi 
trying to do some serious work, the 
thought came to me that it would be 


_ easier to write some verses for the 


Purser about the book which I had 


borrowed from his colleague the 
Doctor. Ey 

I repeat, it was a sticky morning in 
the Red Sea, and I was thinking only of 
Smithie. Otherwise I should have used 
more care. As it was, I rather dashed 
the work off, and I left it in the Purser’s 
room on my way to the morning swim. 

Later, I met Smithie. He said he 
liked the little poem and was having 
some copies “roneo’d.” Later still, he 
sent me two copies. I put them in a 
drawer with the miscellaneous litera- 
ture one collects in a ship—neat 
accounts of the history and physical 
beauties of Port Said, excursions at 
Naples, lists of rocks at Gibraltar, 
wireless tariff, concert programmes, 
etc.—and thought no more about it. 

I thought no more about it till the 
day before we landed at Tilbury, when, 
packing and clearing up, I tore up the 
two copies of my poem. How little I 
thought of it you will be able to judge 
when I tell you that I preserved a good 
many of the descriptive documents 
about Algiers, Gibraltar, etc. 

And I remember that, a few minutes 
later, the bedroom steward came in and, 
seeing what I was at, said, “I’d like to 
have that bit of poitry what you done 
for the Purser, Sir.” I told him I was 
sorry but I had just torn up the only 
copies I had. I told him that the 
Purser might have one to spare; but, 
as I heard later, he hadn’t. 

A few days after our return, by 
accident, I met the Purser in the 
Strand and took him to lunch at the 
club. There I introduced him to a good 
friend of mine, an actor, the infamous 
Hervey, who likes indelicate verses 
too. While I was ordering refreshments 
for the two the Purser, it appears, 
told Hervey about my poem, and 
Hervey said he would like to have a 
copy. The Purser then took the 
majestic verses from his pocket and 
gave them to Hervey, adding that 
this was the only copy in existence. 
But, he said, it didn’t matter, for the 
words were fixed in his mind. 

And after that, from that one copy, 
the blamed thing went round the world. 

The infamous Hervey must have a 
great many friends. Within a week 
I began to meet men-about-town who 
took me aside and drew from their 
breast-pockets little scribbles in pencil 
on the backs of envelopes and menus 
which I recognised as unworthy records 
of my Red Sea poem. At dinner in 
strange clubs and houses old gentlemen 
— eating suddenly and whispered, 
“Have you heard this?” And they 
would declaim into my reluctant but 
admiring ear my own works. 

I met it in restaurants. I heard a 
man recite it at a smoking-concert. A 


stockbroker told me the name of 
another stockbroker who had that day 
delighted the Stock Exchange with it. 
And soon it began to come back across 
the seas. I met Americans. who knew 
about it. Australians brought it fresh 
from Sydney for the London season. 
East and West it seemed to go equally 
well. I gather that wherever the 
English tongue is spoken the blasted 
poem has currency. And one day I 
was shown an “answer” to it—the 
same metre and number of lines— 
written very cleverly and written, 
they said, by a Naval officer in Ceylon. 

Except where I was already sus- 
pected I never confessed my own part 
in the affair. For I was not, and am 
not, specially proud of the work. And 
it interested me to hear the names of 
the various ple who had written 
it. Stockbro were the principal 
authors; Mr. Noxt Cowarp was held 
responsible many times; and even the 
august Mr. BeLLoc was dragged in 
once. 

The thing has saddened me in many 
ways. Firstly, asa matter of professional 
pride, I wish I could have known it 
was going to travel so far, for then I 
might have done it better. (The third 
stanza, I always think, is regrettably 
loose.) And let this be a warning to all 
of you—always do everything as well 
as you can, since, for all you know, it 
may go to Singapore. 

On the other hand, if one had taken 
more trouble it might not have gone 
so far. And there is another sad 
thought. We sit and sweat, we poor 
scribblers, thinking every day that we 
have done something good, something 
that will live, become part of the 
language, perhaps obtain an_ inter- 
national vogue. It never does. And 
then one throws off some silly verses 
on a hot morning in the Red Sea—to 
please the Purser—and they go all 
round the world. 

And the dismal certainty is that if 
one tried one could not even do the 
same thing again. I mean, if I sat down 
and said, “I am now going to write an 
indelicate poem which shall go all 
round the world and please my pride, 
though it brings in no royalties. I will 
give it to my friend the infamous 
Hervey, and from the —— Club it will 
fly swiftly to Los Angeles and Yoko- 
hama,” no one would look at the thing. 
It would never be heard of again. 
Which supports the theory that acci- 
dent is the real father of success. 

Yet—fourth sad thought—I gather 
that I am strongly suspected of having 
done it again. For poor old Haddock’s 
name did leak out at last; and since 
then I have heard attributed to him 
numerous indelicate ditties of which, 
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“WILL YOU BE LEAVIN’ THE CAR "ERE LONG, Sin? 


“ABOUT A OOUPLE OF HOURS.” 


“THEN WOULD YOU MIND GIVIN’ ME MY TIP FOR MINDIN’ 'ER Now, SiR? 








| swear, he never heard before— 
dreadful things about bishops and 
Heaven knows what. Do not believe 
these tales if you hear them. Haddock 
is responsible for this single wickedness 
only. (Oh, yes, and there was one about 
a General—but that, we hope, is for- 
gotten now.) 

But we are wandering. Let us go 
back to the technical point from which 
we started. For here at least there is 
light and (academic) joy. The sur- 
prising thing is the substantial 
accuracy of the various versions which 
come back to me across the world. 
The errors are few—and they are 
generally the same errors. For these 
| blame the infamous Hervey. 

But as a scholar the main conclusion 
| draw is that the works of Homer 
must have been regarded as indelicate ; 
and that is why they lived. Perhaps 
they were composed in an idle moment 
to please a friend. A. P. H. 





“Women Hunt Masters.” 
Newspaper Caption. 
Good-bye, Mr. Chips! 
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The Factory Feeling. 


As soon as the news reached Rath- 


berry that the neighbouring town of 


Mullinabeg was to become the proud 
possessor of a starch factory the village 
was plunged into the uneasy condition 
described by an Irish historian of long 
ago as “vexation of heart and con- 
fusion of mind.” 

“Them Mullinabegs will be in no 
ways short of funds on the head of it,” 
one spokesman said darkly, “ An’ look 
at ourselves, pullin’ the divil be the tail 
the same as ever, an’ no sort of an 
outlook at all.” 

With as little delay as possible two 
large and representative meetings were 
held in Rathberry. One of these was 
summoned by the almost fanatically 
patriotic son of the local school- 
teacher, of whom admirers say, “To 
tell the truth of him, Liam Connolly 
does be out-an’-out mortified if anny- 
one sthrives to make little of Rath- 
berry. Sure, only for the way he 


argued an’ lamented mebbe we'd 








never have got the Shannon Schayme 
as far as this at all. Even if we don’t 
make a whole lot of utility of it, sure 
we know it’s there, for the cattle go 
mad to scratch theirselves agen th’ 
uprights of it on the hill yandher.” 

At this gathering, representative of 
Rathberry’s more influential citizens, 
one speaker acknowledged regretfully 
that owing to the mushroom growth of 
new industries in Ireland there were 
comparatively few productions left for 
any factory the village might build. 

And,” he said reasonably, “if we go 
to all that trouble we must produce 
something.” Then, having skated 
gracefully over the thin ice of a suitable 
site and of necessary capital, he sat 
down amid applause. 

As a listener outside the ill-fitting 
door told some of his cronies, “‘ There's 
no mistake at all but Misther O’Hara 
measured the whole affair to the vein 
of nicety; an’ Liam was eyein’ out 
what would be the most benefit to 
Rathberry, you may be sure.” 

* * * # * 
The second meeting took place 
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automatically in the lamp-lit kitchen 
behind the corner-shop. There the 
speakers saw no reason why theyshould 
try to disguise their real motives in 
the matter of a factory. “As great as 
them Mullinabegs think theirselves,” 
was the general feeling, ‘ bedad, Rath- 
berry is well aiqual to them for the 
matther of that.” 

To Peter Hennessy, a man of one 


| idea at a time—and that one com- 


| anny starc 


paratively unimportant—it was the 
rival town’s decision to make starch, 
of all unlikely things, that appeared 
most grotesque. ““ You'd say they was 
stiffened up enough wid pride adout 

b> he said several times, 
until an orator of some repute, who 
found himself baulked by the repeti- 
tion, showed a characteristic disregard 
of human probabilities and complained 
loudly and bitterly: “He has me that 


much annoyed wid his starch that if 


so be someone kem up an’ gev me a 


| sword in me hand I’d plunge it into 


Pether Hennessy up to the very halt.” 
These interruptions ended, the un- 


| official meeting followed the course of 





all such gatherings in the kitchen of 
the corner-shop. That is to say that, 


suddenly abandoning all thought of 


the purpose for which they had met, 
its members talked about the things 
that really interested them: a recent 
case in the little District Court; the 
chances of Dr. Grace’s horse, Fairy 
Feet, in the approaching Point-to- 
Point behind Ardbeg. 

“He wouldn’t as much as utther,” 
someone said of the prisoner, who, 
true to his Republican upbringing, 
“refused to acknowledge the Court ” 
by making any plea. “‘Annyone 
that’s obligated the way you are to 
me,’ says the Justice, ‘would be the 
betther of a few manners; but ‘tis all 
in the broughtin’-up,’ he says. ‘There’s 
some childer is cultivated an’ some is 
quite the reverse. Knock the hat off 
of his head,’ says he to the guards. 
‘There’s aither of two reasons why he 
won't spake,’ he says; ‘aither it’s an 
act of God an’ the fella is a dummy, 
or he’s mute of malice. It’s me own 
opinion,’ says he, ‘that he’s a dummy, 
God help him!’ An’ the lad was that 
mad that he med three leps out of his 
body. ‘I’ve the full use of me tongue,’ 


| says he, ‘an’ no thanks to you or 


your like.’ *Three months,’ says the 
Justice. ‘He done it all right; an’ 
annyway he contempted this Coort.” ” 

The question of the well-known 
Fairy Feet’s ability to win his race in the 
local Point-to-Point soon wiped even 
the reminiscences of the District Court 
from the minds of those who had meant 
to settle the matter of a new factory. 
“You'd say Jimmy Davin should 
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“On, | nea your PaRDON, MADAM. 
BUT IF YOU'D ALLOW ME A MOMENT TO 
MY CABIN ONLY THAT IT MUST BE THE 


I’m sure I’M MOST FRIGHTYULLY SORRY, 
EXPLAIN, THIS REALLY AND ACTUALLY is 
NEXT DECK.” 








know,” a speaker said, referring to the 
groom-chauffeur of the doctor's estab- 
lishment. ‘Still an’ all he’s kind of 
dubious. ‘Sure the boss put that name 
on him out of pure sarcasysm,’ says he, 
‘on account of him bein’ so weighty; 
but he’s terribly dogged,’ he says, 
‘an’ that’s what you want at the back 
of Ardbeg.’ ” 

In the ruminating silence that fol- 
lowed, Peter Hennessy’s remark came 
as a complete surprise. “T tell you 
what we could make,” he said sud- 


denly, “‘an’ it’d be a right humbug 

for the Mullinabegs wid their starch ; 

we could make them semi-loid collars.” 
== PD. M.L. 





“PowTrs on PANCAKES." 
Cookery Gossip 
These may be avoided by taking them 
off the ceiling with a palette-knife. 
“Wales has not yet produced a Welsh 
composer capable of commanding world 
attention.”—Correapondent in Western Paper 


Surely he forgets John Sebastian bach ? 














~ 




















go WSS MRA, 
Nk 


\ 


Ldon Charivari 


= PUNGH, or The 


\ ‘ NY is 

















[March 6, 1935 





~, 








'3 


4g Muay, WHY DOES SHE SCREAM WHEN SHE YAWNS! 








Kultur. 
Typical englisch Conversations for nordic Students. 
(Made in Germany.) 





XVITL.— A-Morortne 


Lord Smith. This here is my limouzin. Leap in and we 
shall all be off before you can say “ Lord Robinson.” 

Lord Robinson. Ho! Ho! You make me a laughing-stick, 
my old boy. “Jack Robinson” is what you should have 
said. Of course I realise only too good-humorously that 
you are having a bit of fun, eh? I am one who can accept 
it with the right spirits. My heart is in the right-hand place 
Cherefore | am convolsed with a giggle. Ho! Ho! Do not 
by any means have the idea that | am he who cannot 
tell what is in fun and what in deadli earnest. Ho! Ho! 
You comic, what! 

Viscount Brown, However so many miles per one hour 
can the waggon go on at? 

Lord Smith. At threescore and ten. 

Lord Robinson. Peace! You do not tell me! 
What next, | wonder? What agility indeed! 

Lord Smith. Today I myself in my person shall conduct 

Viscount Brown. Very well, set the conveyance a-going 
We are prepared. 

| But something is not all well. The motor carriag 

proceeds hastily in a direction not intended. 

Lord Robinson, Fi! Ei! Gracious! You must have de- 
pressed the false button! Undo all this or we shall mect 
with an obstacle and collision something! 

{Lord Smith draws a lever. 
Lord Smith. That is better. Now we are progressing in 
the direction towards which we were pointing, which is 
always securer, now isn’t it? 


1 never! 





SS 






Viscount Brown. Caution! The trafik lamp shows a 
vellow streak. Now it has struck pink. Come to a rest! 
[They evade the hazards and reach open countriside. 
Lord Robinson. This is of the nicest. I am so enjoyable 
in this motor-car de lux. Some haste we bowl along with! 
[Upon a sudden the auto crackles and stillstands, | 
Lord Smith. Deary me! I fear a piston is not united any 
more! 
Lord Robinson, Let us leave the schofeur to tinkle with 
the engine while we stretch a leg. 
[They gatn admition into a hotelry and call for 
jolly good ail. 








Astounding Hunting Scandal Exposed. 
“ He was a keen shot and at one time regularly turned out with 
the West Norfolk foxhounds.”—Evening Paper. 


Bad Blow for Classics. 


“Those present adopted a motion that Latin be dropped from the 
curricula of schools in Canada, and Greek as well ‘until Greece is 
uble to prove by scientific advancement that its language is a neces- 
sity.’ ‘There are few Greek people here, and they all speak English,’ 
Dr. —— observed in explaining the motion.” 








Canadian Ratepayers’ Assoc. Meeting. 








That Mr. Wrxstox Cuurcutie still takes an interest in | 
art is shown by the rumour that he has offered to do 
Mr. Ramsay MacDonatn’s portrait in boiling oils. 

* * * * 

One of our titled gossip-writers observes that snobbery | 

is an English foible. But should he complain of this ? 
ae Pie 

A new cotktail is called the George Washington. No | 

cherry, we suppose 
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Impressions of Parliament. 


Synopsis of the Week. 
Monday, February 25th.— Commons : 
Supply Considered in Committee. 
Tuesday, February 26th.—Lords: Various 
measures advanced a stage. 


Commons: India Bill considered in 
Committee. 


Wednesday, February 27th.—Lords: De- 
bate on Imprisonment for Debt. 
Commons: India Bill considered in 
Committee. 


Who Peeped at Our 
Telegram ? 


Monday, February 
25th.— Like so many 
other admirable citizens 
(including Mr. P.’s R.), 
Sir Wiiw1amM Davison 
can never quite forget 
the Betting Bill, and is 
determined that the 
Homes Secretary shall 
not forget it. His pres- 
ent method of attack, 
aggravating tothe Home 
Office and yet impossi- 
ble to elude, is to ask 
as he did to-day, under 
what authority SirJoHn 
Gitmour withholds 
postal facilities from 
persons who are not 
breaking the law. When 
Sir Joun replied that he 
possessed a power at 
common law to detain 
postal packets but that 
it was not in the public 
interest to detail his 
measures, Sir WILLIAM 
wanted to know more 
about the common law 
which authorised the 
stopping of telegrams 
bet ween private individ- 
uals, and in answer the 
HoME SECRETARY could 


° Cat. Mr 
advertisement of the ig 
Sweeps should = take iwexip aXD Mr 


place in the House when 

it was not allowed in the newspapers 
It is unlikely that this fact has escaped 
Sir WiLL1AM’s notice, or the fact that 


| newspapers can still report in full the 


proceedings of the House 

In the subsequent debate on Supply 
the criticism of the Labour Party, that 
the Government were brutally under- 
paying their Civil Servants, was neatly 


| answered by Mr. Durr Coorrr, who 


quoted the Royal Commission set up 
by the Labour Party on the subject, 
which laid it down that the standard 
of pay was reasonable and called for 
no substantial revision. 
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On the Supplementary Estimate for 
Agriculture and Fisheries Mr. ELLior 
proved once again how difficult it is 
to be a logical humanitarian, for 
having pleaded for a fairer deal for the 
whale, he went on to congratulate his 
Department on its extinction of the 
Colorado beetle, the home-life of which 
is said to be particularly beautiful. On 
the whole it undoubtedly pays an 
animal to be bulky. 

Tuesday, February 


6th Their 





THE 


TABLES. 
“Cat and Mice,” by Kiosai.) 


rURNING 
(A fter 


CHURCHILI 


Austen Caampernarmy, Loro Wrixtrerron 


Foo" 


Lordships transacted a quantity of 
formal business which left little or no 
impression on Mr. P.’s R., except that 
a Committee was set up to consider, 
with a similar Committee from the 
Commons, the petition of Western 
Australia to secede from the Federal 
Commonwealth. 


Joke Over. 

Usually the Labour Benches in the 
Lower House exercise a sense of 
humour, but to-day Mr. LanssurRyY 
and Mr. Wrmor were very solemn 


and ridiculous when they protested 


against Mr. THomas's post-prandial 
statement that the General Election 
would not come for years. The P.M. 
went so far as to explain that Mr. 
Tuomas had intended it as a JoKR, 
but he clearly failed to dispel the 
impression that there was on foot a 
very sinister plot indeed. 

Mr. Cavrcni had rather a mixed 
day, even for him; in the way of 
criticism he got more than he gave, and 
it was an experience which more than 

once made him appear 
uncomfortable. On the 


mittee again on the 
India Bill he immedi- 
ately moved to report 
progress, urging that, in 
view of the latest de- 
claration of the Princes 
that in its present form 
they found the Bill un- 
acceptable, it would be 
absurd to go on with 
the Federal clauses until 
they knew in what way 
the Bill would have to 
be altered. The Govern- 
ment, he said, still had 
a chance to get back to 
the broad proposals of 
the Statutory Commis- 
sion, to which nothing 
useful had been added. 

The S®oRETARY OF 
Strate followed himand, 
ignoring his gibes, put 
it calmly to the House 
that he remained con- 
vinced of the essential 
goodwill of the Princes 
to the Government's 
scheme, that it was un- 
true that the Govern. 


ment had gone back 
upon previous agree- 
ments, and that re- 


visionsin drafting would 
make the position clear. 
Finally he promised that 


Sim Tuomas if ever he found it im- 
»0asible to meet the 
*rinces’ demands he 


would come to the House and admit it. 

The exotic partnership of Socialist 
and Dichard, so exquisitely embarrass- 
ing to both, was further cemented by 
Mr. Morcan Jones in a speech charged 
with suspicion of the Princes as cap- 
italist autocrats; after him came Sir 
AUSTEN CHAMBERLAIN, who, in almost 
the best speech of the day, begged the 
House to shoulder its responsibility, 
and, to that gentleman's evident dis- 
satisfaction, coolly enumerated the 
many weaknesses in Mr. CHURCHILL'S 
position. 

Then, like one of his beloved [ron- 


House going into Com- | 
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MAKE A FEW STATISTICS 


IN ORDER TO DISCOVER THE RELATIVE THICKNESS OF THIEVES. 








sides to the fray, came the Elder Foor, 
raising his sword in salute to the 
SecRETARY OF StaTE before running it 
fiercely through Mr. CuurcHiLy for a 
mischief-maker, and through Lord 
OTHERMERE for a slanderous and 
fickle megalomaniac. In the course of 
the battle which ensued these two con- 
tinued to suffer grievous wounds; 
Lord Wo MER did his best to pass off 
the Tory’s alliance with The Daily 
Mail, but Lord Winterton took on 
the charge where Mr. Foor had left it, 


| hotly refuting the suggestion that Sir 
| SamugL Hoare had acted with lack of 


| Great Britain. 


| 
| 
/ 
| 
| 
| 
/ 
| 


candour, describing the Member for 
Epping as out simply to destroy the 
Bill, and the Member for Northcliffe 
House as the Wit1am Hearst of 
The Arrorney-Gev- 


| ERAL wound up with an effective 
debating speech in which the mention 


of Mr. CuurcHILL’s “game” brought 


| him to his feet indignant at such 
| frivolous treatment. 


The Resolution was flung out by 
194 votes. A stirring day. 
Shadows of the Marshalsea. 
W ednesday, February 27th —DickENs 
is popularly supposed to have put an 


end to imprisonment for debt, yet in 
1932, out of a total number of 53,150 





imprisonments for all causes in England 
and Wales, no fewer than 24,272 were 
for various kinds of debt. To-day Lord 
ARNOLD called the attention of the 
Upper House to these facts and to the 
recent Report of the Departmental 
Committee on the subject, and urged 
that on grounds of humanity and 
economy the reforms suggested should 
be speedily put into practice. 

Their Lordships were unanimous in 
agreement with him; and in reply 
Lord FEVERSHAM intimated that the 
Home Office, while considering legis- 
lation, was meanwhile circularising 
justices as to methods of softening the 
existing law. 

Having sobered up from yesterday's 
little flutter the Commons returned 
to discuss the Federal clauses with less 
heat and more sense. 

The happy conjunction between the 
Extreme Right and Left is not con- 
fined to the House but has now 
spread to the Press, and Sir Samven 

OARE opened the debate with a 
light-hearted but categorical denial 


of the latest imaginative triumphs of 


the organs on either Wing. He had 
woken that morning, he said, to read 
that not only had he spent a sleep- 
less night composing a recantation of 
the Federal scheme, but that he had 


also had two long-distance talks with 
the Maharajah of Patiaca, in which 
he had invited the Princes to come 
over and discuss things. Actually he 
had not spoken to India by telephone 
for two years. 

He then read to the House a report 
he had just received from Bombay 
approving of the way in which he had 
taken the resolution of the Princes, 
and went on to explain in detail how 
the Government proposed to ensure 
that the States’ accession would be 
effective. 

Both Mr. CaurcHILL and Mr. Mor- 
GAN JONES appeared distinctly molli- 
fied by this speech, and, though the 
former wound himself up later in the 
evening to deliver another broadside 
against the Government and its Federa! 
proposals and to draw a pathetic pic- 
ture of the Die-hards trampled in the 
last ditch by the feet of a brutal 








majority, several Amendments were | 


fairly peacefully debated. 





Our Back-Bencnu Wuo’s Wao. 





The Foors, pere et fils, 

Are Westminster’s moral police. 
* No beer tor the man-in-the-street,” 
Say these PussyFEEr. 
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Ballade of Thoughts on Hunting. Boo-Boo. 
TxovcH I must ride my hunter to the meet— Tue birth-rate flags, grave men are ill at ease; 
A dozen miles, as near as I can tell The prospects of our race are looking blue; 
Though, in the intervals of driving sleet, But Boo-Boo, most renowned of chimpanzees, 
The wind is like the sword of Azrael— Has just become a mother at the Zoo. 


Though I shall sit and shrink into my shell, 
Ignored by, and reciprocally shunning, 
The loud-voiced “lovely” and the scarlet swell— 
It will not matter: much when hounds are running. 


Large sums were lavished on the parent ape 
Lest aught should mar so vital an event, 

And when her great arms clasped that tiny shape 
One felt the money had been wisely spent. 


Perhaps these too, with frozen hands and feet, But, mark you, there were anxious moments yet; 
Against their foolish hardihood rebel, She must be nursed and tended night and day, 
Wishing that they had booked themselves a suite With skilled assistance handy (not a vet, ; 
For that world-cruise on s.s. Ariel, But Harley Street, or somewhere round that way). | 
Or with their friends, in some de-luzxe hotel : er ey of 
Down in the South of France, were sitting sunning— Rich fruits were hers, and all the staying powers 
Yet murmur, such nostalgic dreams to quell, _Of all the latest things in heat and light; 
“Tt will not matter much when hounds are running.” I’m not aware if anyone sent flowers, 


But on the whole esteem it likely, quite. 
Call us uncultured, arrogant, effete 
At least we know a potion to dispel 
The mists of speculation and to cheat 
The world in which men sadly buy and sell. 
Though leader-writers ring the Empire’s knell, 


So all things favoured that illustrious chimp, 
And no untoward incident befell ; 
Till the word comes that she and her small shrimp, 
With thanks for kind inquiries, both are well. 


Though debtors break whilst creditors are dunning, England is still numerically great, 
Though things look biack beyond all parallel, But of her C3 people there must be 
It will not matter much when hounds are running. Many who, in an interesting state, 
pie Might well swop places with a chimpanzee. 
4 V5 So bless the anthropoid, and bless the brat; 
Prince! It is time for us to bid farewell And bless old England; may she thrive anew, 
To all our customary cares and cunning; And with that object—this is what I’m at— 
Leave your gold cigarette-case where it fell— Send her expectant mothers to the Zoo. 
It will not matter much when hounds are running. Dum-Dum. 




















A MAN'S COSTUME IN TOWN IS NO GUIDE AS TO HOW HE WILL TURN 


OUT FOR GOLF. 
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At the Play. 


“For THe Derence” (DvuKE OF 
Yorxk’s). 

Dory follows the flag. No keen stu- 
dent of contemporary drama can fail 
to notice (wounding though it may be 
to his sense of Imperial pride) how 
inevitably a patch of tropical vege- 
tation on the back-cloth means drunk- 
enness, morphinomania, immorality, 
disaster and sudden death. The very 





| palm-trees are watered with whisky 


| doubted it for an instant. 
| Howard Lord drank. You could 


| better for it. Captain Hunter (a Bi! 
| remittance man) did a pleasant HE 


| port with a cargo of wooden 


_ a bit of flimsy green dress caught 
| in the trigger of the gun, and, 


| far as I remember, on the dress, = {777 


| mention it? 
| was now a widow, for Ralph 


| stage——of 


and women’s tears. 
Ralph Keeble doped. You never 
Dr. 


see in a moment that he was the 


little trade in blackmail and drugs. 
He looked it. I suspect that he 
travelled about from port to | 


cases clearly labelled “Compro- {| 
mising Letters” and “Cocaine.” 

It was no life for a finely- 
nurtured Englishwoman like 
Barbara Keeble, Ralph Keeble’s 
wife, and a shocking explosion 
was soon heard or, heralding 
the news of Captain Hunter's 
well-merited demise. There was 


counsel for the Crown in a real murder 
trial, with a lovely woman in the dock, 
would be likely to rely more on gravity 
and solemnity and less on cunning digs 
at the opposition); and up to the 
moment when Mr. Marueson—lI had 
almost said Mr. MarsHaLL—Lano re- 
fused to ask the jury foranacquittal but 
demanded it, all was for me pure joy. 
Miss Beatrix THomson as Barbara 
Keeble played well her woebegone part, 
especially in the final scene, where she 
had to disillusionise this Bayard of 
the Bar who had all along believed her 
to be as innocent as the dawn. Mr. 


Water Prers as the Doctor, whose 





Mh. i 





though there were no sleeves, so 








the matter became serious 
enough to bring about a trial for 
murder in the Motherland, and 
Sir Philip Holbrooke, K.C., was 
placed in the not unusual dra- 
matic situation of defending the 
woman he had grown to love 
from the hempen cord. (Did I 
No. The prisoner 


Keeble died conveniently on the 
dope—immediately after 
Captain Hunter had died, behind the 
scenes, oflead.) For the Crown against 
Sir Philip Holbrooke, nobly chivalrous, 
was Sir James Taske, cynical and 
shrewd, The trial was very exciting 
indeed. It was followed by a confes- 
sion more sensational still. 

I seldom weary of leading counsel 


_ on the stage, and Mr. Matugson Lana 
_ (handicapped a little, you would say, 


Tia 


by the knowledge which only came to 
him during the trial that the murdered 
man happened to be his brother, 
blackmailing under an alias) was 
splendid. Romantic passion kept shin- 
ing through the forensic clay. { de- 
lighted too in every facial gesture of 
Mr. Ausprey Dexrer for the prose- 
cution (though—may I suggest it ?— 





¢ |: Franca 
‘fie 


Raskolnikoff 


, ll 
UW 


AN, 
Mb  / i" 


I 


AT THE HEIGHT OF HIS FOLLY. 


indiscreet revelation made in the cups 
about the bit of greendress had brought 
about the whole bother, was excellent 
in the witness-box. He had loved 
Barbara himself. Miss HELEN Have 
was a charmingly nonsensical aunt of 
the famous K.C., and I should have 
liked to see more of her overwhelm- 
ingly effusive friend, Kay Southey, 
played by Miss Mary SHerrpan. 
Evor. 
“CRIME AND PunisumMENt” (Empassy). 


For the lowbrows who vaguely think 
that all Russian novelists are depress- 
ing, as well as for the highbrows who 
know better, there is a treat at the 
Embassy Theatre, where an English 
version of the French play made by 
M. Gaston Bary from Giounevenys 
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great novel, Crime and Punishment, is 
most courageously and ably staged. I 
write “courageously” because there 
are nineteen scenes and between thirty 
and forty characters in Mr. Joun 
FERNALD’s production. Even so diffi- 
cult a scene as the three flights of stairs 
leading past the room where Raskol- 
nikoff does his killing is not shirked: 
a clever use of parts of the stage at 
one time and other parts at others 
enables us to see the central figure at 
all the important moments. 

Raskolnikoff kills wantonly, to assure 
himself at the outset of his career that 
he is a great man, too great for the 
trammels of ordinary morality— 
the sort of man who sweeps all 
obstacles ruthlessly from his 
path. Otherwise he is a charm- 
ing fellow, to whom his family 
and friends are devoted. From 
the moment he has murdered a 
usurious old hag the play has a 
double intensifying interest : will 
he be caught by the police and 
will he keep his nerve or go to 
pieces, even though undetected ? 
As Mr. STEPHEN HaccGarp acts 
the part, it seems only too likely 
that under the nervous strain of 
his grim secret he will give him- 
self away, for Mr. Haccarp, 
in a sustained and deservedly 
acclaimed performance, gazes 
into the middle-distance, pale 
and tense, 4nd suddenly loses 
control in a way that makes 
very real the gathering interior 
climax. 

Porphyrius, the intellectual 
and subtle policeman (Mr. J AMES 
Dae), cuts a splendid figure by 
virtue of his vitality and zest in 
a world where such qualities are 
not common. He divines early 
on who the murderer is, but he 
is no stolid Lestrade but a man 
of ideas and feeling, to whom it 
is not very material whether the law 
claims its forfeit or not. He knows 
—for Dostorrvsky made him—that 
the real punishment is in the soul. 
Crime and Punishment is concerned 
not with human justice but with divine 
forgiveness. 

Through the lips of a drunken repro- 
bate, Marmeladoff, of whom Mr. Frank 
Roypbe gave a brilliant impersonation, 
Raskolnikoff is brought to meet Sonia 
(Miss Pameta Wituins). Sonia has 
been driven on to the streets by the 
desperate want in which her family 
live. The establishment she belongs to 
is shown in all its meretricious gaiety 
as the play approaches its exalted end. 

Perhaps the final scene was a little 
too much of a tableau, in contrast to 
the earlier natural handling of a theme 
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whose deep symbolism lends itself to 
either treatment, but not to both. 

The film industry has recently dis- 
covered that the great novelists of 
the last century were Heaven's early 
gift, and that there is something about 
the clothes and rooms of nineteenth- 
century cities which gives great vivid- 
ness and conviction to stories of the 
human passions. They are not fancy- 
dress and yet they are not matter-of-fact 
and best suited to light themes, like the 
clothes and settings of contemporary 
society. 

DosTorEvsKY will not allow the 
liberties film producers like to take, for 
you must not play fast and loose with 
great sermons, but this company at the 
Embassy, so large and yet with no 
bad players and many extremely good 
ones—the old Gendarme, the 
officer, the wife of 
Marmeladoff—show what can be 


interpret instead of to manipu- 
late the classic stories of man 





kind. D.W 
At the Revue. 
“Srop Press” (ADELPHI). , 
Ricuy idiotic newspaper cap —~) : 


tions run riot over the drop- 
curtains of this revue to remind 
us that it sets out to satirise 
our times as they are mirrored 
in the popular Press, and for the 
same reason the titles of the 
sketches are in headline form. 
In these a praiseworthy effort 
has been made to get away from 
the traditional cross-chat leading 
up to a snappy black-out, but this 
has driven the authors too often 
to embark on sketches dealing 
with well-known people which 
depend for their effect either on the 
public’s conception of the personalities 


| concerned—which the Press, having 
| created, has already 


exploited ad 
nauseam—or on mere  wig-makers’ 
likenesses. The opening sketch, for 
instance (not nearly strong enough to 


| get a first good grip on the audience) 


is simply Mr. SHaw and Mr. Epsrern 
saying the things they are commonly 
reported as saying; and the succeeding 
sketch, “ Majestic Boat Train Arrives 
at Waterloo,” loses its whole point 
because Mr. LAURENCE ANDERSON, who 
is supposed to be like Mr. OWEN NaRzEs, 
isn’t in the least. 

The sketches in fact are uneven and 


| are inclined to try for laughs by being 
| outspoken; with one exception, “ You 


and the Night and the Music,” the 
tunes are only average, and the words 
of the sentimental songs are no further 
from the asylum gates than they ever 


Miss Marcaretr Sande 


are. But, hastening to the Credit 
Column, I find (a) that the producer, 
Mr. Hassarp Snort, has arranged his 
lighting in a highly original and pleas- 
ing fashion; (6) that the dancing is 
distinctly good; (c) that Miss Doris 
ZUNKEISEN 8 décor is altogether delight - 
ful and (d) that Mr. SHort keeps us 
waiting marvellously little. 

Easily the best turn in the first half 
is that in which the movements of 
ball-room dancers appear to be reflected 
over and over again in a series of mirrors 
stretching across the stage. One has 
a vague idea that this doesn’t quite fit 
in with Elementary Physics, but the 
production is so brilliant that the 
final discovery that there are indeed 
no mirrors but a background of live 
dancers comes as a complete shock. 





“ LONELY 


HEART.” 
raxine Srers to Ease Ir. 
anp Mr. Ropert HELPMANN. 


Mr. Suort’s production, which is 
remarkable for the use he makes of the 
full depth of the stage, again reaches 
brilliance in the novel manner in which 
he lights a dance by Miss FLoRENCcE 
Cuumpecos and Mr. Ropert HEvr- 
MANN, who move in the dark from beam 
to beam and from pool to pool, and yet 
again in a fashion-parade when coloured 
sequins hold the lights against a black 
ground. A Cuban dance is nearly as 
beautifully lit, a fantasy around a 
beggar and a ballerina is charmingly 
arranged, and the final spectacle, 
“ Easter Parade in Hyde Park—1879,” 
is a triumphant essay in sepia. 

The most amusing sketches are “ If 
Men Played Cards as Women Do,” no 
cards being played; “ B.B.C. Goes 
Commercial,” demonstrating the dan- 
gers of a subsidised programme, and 
one in which the staff of an American 
hotel reflect a visit from Mr. Nog. 


Cowakp, though what Mr. Cowarp 
will think of it I don’t know. It is 
surely too late, by the way, to base a 
sketch on Prrer ArNo’s drawing 
“Wake up, you mutt, we're getting 
married to-day!” even if acknowledg- 
ments were given, which they are not. 
Miss Dororuy Dickson and Mr. 
EpwIn Sty xs lead a large and hard- 
working cast with dash and gallantry, 
Miss CHumMBECOS, Miss MARGARET 
SANDE and Mr. HELPMANN dance very 
well, and the Chorus is bright and 
moves as one. Eric 








Ettrick and Yarrow. 


Ir you ’d hear sweet music fall 
Come to where the sheep-men bide ; 
Hear the Yarrow homesteads call, 
Hear the names on Ettrick- 
side— 


Singing names at every turn; 
Where the lonely hirsels stand ; 
Braidgairhill and Catslackburn, 
Bowerhope, Ladhope, Hen- 
derland ; 


Dryhope by its ruined peel, 
Tinnis where the white hares 
lope ; 
Crosslee where the curlews wheel, 
Ramsaycleuch and Riskenhope ; 


Berrybush that lies between 
Guarding hills that greet the 
blue; 
Gilmanscleuch and Gildiesgreen, 
Eldinhope and far Buccleuch ; 


Hindhope, Whitehope, Deloraine, 
With their glens as dark as 
doom 
And the slopes a purple stain 
When the August ling’s in 
bloom. 


Names that witching magic weave 
With the memories that they bring, 
Singlie, Sundhope and Altrive 
Where the winds were “taught to 
sing ”— 


Names of hirsels loved and known, 
Names that fill those valleys fair 
With a music all their own 
Borrowed from the beauty there. 
W.H.O. 


An Apostolic Revival. 


“$S. Philip and James visited Osberton 
Radiators last night, where they proved suc- 
cessful in an Oxford Table Tennis League, 
Division I., match by 18 games to seven.” 

Local Paper. 











“It is understood that Kid Gabo, who 
recently outpointed Al. Hutt of Rangoon, has 
agreed to beat Francis Aposto in a 10-round 
contest on a winner-take-all basis.” 

Rangoon Paper. 


It is not clear what view FRANoIs 
Aprosto takes of the arrangement. 














SENSE 


Ne i LO RAMEN I. a0 


| 


if 
if 
| 





TIRES 






































Se 









| 
' 





| of them pain 


274 


PUNCH, or The London Charivari 


[March 6, 1935 





Municipal Fairy Tales. 
The Three Brothers. 


Onck upon a time there was a knight 
who dwelt in osm — which 
overlooks Clumphampton. name 
was Sir Alf Barrel, and throughout the 
length and breadth of Clumphampton 
he was famous for his great knowledge 
of art. Many a time at public banquets 
would he tell the people: “What I 
stand for in Clum ‘on is Art 
with a capital H.” all the people 
knew that that was true, for the sham 
castle where he dwelt contained many 
rare and costly treasures. In the sump- 
tuous central hall there was a stained- 
glass window which had cost twice as 
much as the one in the parish church. 
It showed all the present members of 
the Barrel family, including Sir Alf 
himself, clad in Elizabethan costume 
and conversing with former Kings of 
France. Along the passage leading to 
the Best Parlour there were marble 
busts of male members of the Barrel 
family dressed as Roman emperors, 
and they had cost more than the marble 
busts in the Town Hall. And on the 
walls of every room from floor to ceiling 
there were many beautiful pictures, all 
by hand and many of 


| them in gilt frames which had cost five 
| pounds and more apiece. 


But the rarest treasure in all Sir 


| Alf’s collection was his only daughter, 
| Matilda, whom he prized above all his 
| other possessions. And the heart of 


Sir Alf Barrel was sorely troubled, 
for never, try as he would, could he 
bring a smile to the face of his only 
daughter, Matilda. He would spend 
many an hour telling her stories = sr 
an Irishman, a Scotsman and a Jew, 
which, as The Clumpham Mercury 
testified, had set the table in a roar 
when he told them at public banquets; 
and he would invite to his sham castle 


_ all the most witty of the public speakers 
| of Clumphampton. But all he did was 


of no avail; his daughter Matilda only 
sighed and turned away. 
And so at last Sir Alf sent forth an 


edict round the city of Cumphampton, 


| saying, “I will 


ive the hand of my 


only daughter, Matilda, to anyone who 


| can make her smile, and I will build for 
him a sham castle next to my own, the 


like of which has never before been seen 
in Clumphampton.” 

— moat the other end of the town 
there lived a sani inspector 
called Mr. Dibble, who had dares sons. 
And when this edict had gone forth 
he called his sons and said, 
‘My sons, Sir Alf has offered the hand 
of his only daughter to the first man 
in Clamphampton who can make her 





smile. Go you forth in turn and win 
this t prize.” 

And then the eldest son, Dr. Percy 
Dibble, began boasting before his 
brothers. “They need not trouble their 
heads about Sir Alf’s only daughter, 
Matilda,” he said, “for already I have 
a plan which cannot possibly fail.” 

And with these words he set out for 
the sham castle. When he got there he 
was shown into the Best Parlour where 
Sir Alf was busy learning by heart a 
new story about an Irishman, a Scots- 
man and a Jew. ‘‘Good-morning, Sir 
Alf,” he said, “I have called about your 
only daughter, Matilda. They are say- 
ing that you cannot make her smile.” 

And Sir Alf only sighed sadly and 
shook his head. 

“Now, Sir Alf,” said Dr. Dibble, ‘I 

have a great experience of these 
matters. Allow me first to make an 
examination of yourself.” And with 
these words he felt Sir Alf’s pulse and 
listened to him through his stetho- 
scope. 
“Ah!” he said at last, “it is as I 
thought. The trouble is not with your 
daughter, Sir Alf; it is with yourself. 
You need more exercise, Sir Alf. Put 
yourself in my hands and you will be 
able to make your only daughter smile 
as often as you like.” 

“And what do you 
Dibble?” asked Sir Alf. 

“You must come riding with me 
to-morrow,” said Dr. Dibble. “‘ And see 
to it that your only daughter comes 
riding with us too.” 

The next day Dr. Dibble called for 
Sir Alf, who was dressed in a brand- 
new riding-suit, and for his only 
daughter, Matilda, and took them to 
the riding-school in Clump Park. And 
there were three horses waiting for 
them and a small crowd of the citizens 
of Clumphampton, for word had gone 
round that Sir Alf was to ride that 
morning in Clump Park. 

“How do I get on to this animal, 
Dr. Dibble?” asked Sir Alf. 

“I will show you, Sir Alf,” answered 
Dr. Dibble, and together he and the 
groom hoisted Sir Alf up on to the back 
of one of the horses. 

But at this Sir Alf grew very alarmed 
and fell over the other side into a pool 
of water. Dr. Dibble and the groom 
ran round and picked him up and lifted 
him on to the horse from that side. 
But just then the horse started to 
move and Sir Alf fell over backwards 
into a Corporation flower-bed. And 
then Dr. Dibble and the groom lifted 
him on to the horse a third time. But 
by now the horse had got very fright- 
ened indeed and it began to gallop 
away with Sir Alf holding on round its 
neck. It galloped once round the Park 


advise, Dr. 


and stopped at last in the ornamental 
lake, where the swans came and 
attacked Sir Alf. 

And then did Dr. Dibble look round 
with a pleased smile of triumph. All 
the people were holding their sides or 
rolling on the ground, laughing until 
tears came into their eyes. But Sir 
Alf’s only daughter, Matilda, was look- 
ing just as bored as ever. “I don’t 
know what they are all laughing at,” 
she said with a sigh. “‘That wasn’t half 
so funny as the time Father went out 
hunting.” 

But Dr. Dibble had seen that Sir Alf 
was approaching on foot and by his 
face he judged that he had lost his 
chance of winning the hand of Sir Alf’s 
only daughter, Matilda. So he left 
Clump Park very quickly and went to 
tell his brothers that the task they had 
been set was an impossible one. 

Now when they heard this, Mr. 
Dibble’s second son, Ernest Dibble, 
who was a picture-restorer, drew aside | 
his younger brother. “Ah!” he said, 
‘T see that we have no chance of win- 
ning the hand of Sir Alf’s only daugh- 
ter, Matilda. But I have at least a 
plan by which we can hope to turn an 
honest penny.” 

And he went on to explain that he 
had in his workshops the ‘ Portrait of | 
a Pudding-faced Man,” by an Old | 
Master, for which Sir Alf had paid a | 
thousand pounds and which he was 
presenting to the Clumphampton Art 
Gallery. And all the previous day Mr. 
Ernest Dibble had been painting a 
companion picture, the ‘ Portrait of 
a Pudding-faced Woman,” and he had 
rubbed it with soot and now it was 
every bit as good an Old Master as 
the one for which Sir Alf had paid a 
thousand pounds. 

‘“ And now,” said Mr. Ernest Dibble, 
“T want you to take this picture up 
to the sham castle and tell Sir Alf that 
you found it in an attic and that you 
will sell it to him for eight hundred | 
pounds. But first I will go up and tell | 
Sir Alf of the important discovery 
which has been made.” 

Now young John Dibble, the third 
son, was a simpleton, the butt of all 
the neighbourhood, and he readily 
believed anything his brothers told 
him. So he joyfully agreed to the 
wonderful plan of Mr. Ernest Dibble. 
And Mr. Ernest Dibble set off for the 
sham castle. 

On the way he cogitated thus with 
himself: “Sir Alf’s only daughter, 
Matilda,” hesaid, “ is adutiful daughter, 
and she will not laugh at the dis- 
comfiture of her poor old father. But 
if I can show her the discormfiture of 
someone who is trying to swindle her 
poor old father out of his money she 
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will surely be so pleased that she will 
| at least smile.” 

And with this happy thought he 
went in to see Sir Alf and his only 
| daughter in the Best Parlour. 

“T have come to warn you, Sir Alf, 
he said, “‘of a dastardly attempt which 
is to be made to take advantage of 


art with a capital H.” And he went 
on to tell of the plot which had been 
hatched by his younger brother to pass 
off as an Old Master a picture which 
had been painted the day before 

“You did well to tell me this, Mr. 
Dibble,” said Sir Alf. “ Of course such 
an attempt would have no chance of 
success against an expert like myself. 
But I am glad to know that there are 
still some honest men in Clumphamp- 
ton. 

Just then young John Dibble was 
announced, and he brought in the 
picture wrapped up in brown-paper 
| And he told Sir Alf and his only daugh 

ter, Matilda, that the picture was a 

companion to the “Portrait of a 

Pudding-faced Man” and that he had 

found it in the attic and that he would 

sell it for eight hundred pounds 

“Just bring it over here, young 

man, said Sir Alf, and with that he 

unwrapped the picture and 
examining it by the window 

“Would you like me to advise you 

Sir Alf?” asked Mr. Ernest Dibble 

‘Quite unnecessary, Mr. Dibble, 

said Sir Alf. “‘I can see at once that 
| this picture is a most blatant forgery 
| It is quite obvious to me that, far from 
| being an Old Master, it was painted 

only yesterday.” Then he turned to 
young John Dibble in a rage. ** Young 
man,” he said, “how dare you come 
| here and try to impose on my well 
known generosity and love of Art with 

a capital H. Take your picture and 

get out. 

And with these words he kicked a 
| hole in the picture and kicked young 

John Dibble round the room and finally 

brought the picture down on young 

Jobn Dibble’s head and left it hanging 

round his neck. 

And at that Mr. Ernest Dibble 
laughed very heartily. But he laughed 
| less heartily when he looked across at 
| Sir Alf’s only daughter, Matilda. She 
| was gazing out of the window without 
| a smile on her face, and he saw that 
his plan too had failed. 

And he stopped laughing altogether 
when he saw the picture that young 
John Dibble was unwinding from his 
neck. 


began 


“You fool,” he cried, “you've 
brought the wrong picture!” 
“Well, I don’t know,” said the 





simple young John Dibble: © they both 


your well-known generosity and love of 
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looked alike to me. How was I to 
know the difference ?”’ 

“What’s that?” asked Sir Alf 
sharply. “What is the picture he’s 
got round his neck ?”’ 

“It’s the ‘Portrait of a Pudding- 
faced Man,’ Sir Alf,” said Mr. Ernest 
Dibble sadly, “‘for which you paid a 
thousand pounds and which you are to 
present to the Art Gallery on Satur- 
day.’ 

At that there was a short sad silence 
in the room. [It was broken by a strange 
noise—the sound of clear and silvery 
laughter. 





Then all was joy in the sham castle 


which overlooks Clumphampton as | 


young John Dibble cast off the “ Por- 
trait of a Pudding-faced Man” 


and | 


stepped forward to claim the hand of | 


Sir Alf’s only daughter Matilda. 
H. W. M. 


Smith Minor Again. 


** Nota Bene’ is a slang expression mean- 
ing penniless.”-—Schoolboy's Answer. 





“8.15. Sir Norman Angell, * Pacificism is 
not enough.’ "Programme of Nvents. 


Would “ Pacificificism ” do? 
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Little Fish. 
‘Rebecca and Phoebe!” announced 

Pamela. “Darlings!” 

The christening over, she sat down. 
A glass bowl containing two goldfish 
stood on our small table. 
“ Phoebe,” Pamela said, “is the one 
with the little black spot on ber nose.” 
I noted Phoebe’s peculiarity. 
“They're to have just a pinch of 
| food every day,” Pamela continued, 
“and when you change the water don’t 
_ forget that you simply must leave it 
standing in the room first to get the 
right temperature. Otherwise the poor 
lambs will catch cold.” 

I thought these remarks sinister. 
‘Are you hinting that the care and 
maintenance of your goldfish are to be 
my portion?” I inquired coldly. 

“Onl for a few days,” she assured 
| me. wish now I wasn’t going; but 

romised Aunt Milly I wou id as she’s 
all alone. She’s nervous.” 
“Not.so nervous as lam. What did 
E you say about the water?” 





Pamela repeated her instructions. 
She repeated them again before she 
left in the aoe 

# r # * 

The manedy was not my fault. I 
gave the fish their daily pinch of food. 
I kept water standing in the room for 
hours before offering it to them. They 
passed away early on the morning of 
Pamela’s return. I rang the bell for 
Emily. 

“Emily,” I said, “you must go out 
at once and buy two goldfish.” 

She looked at the empty bow]. “ One 
with a black spot on its nose, Sir?” she 
suggested. 

I congratulated her and handed over 
a shilling. “Hurry,” I added. 

Emily hurried. She had just reported 
that the new goldfish were in the bow! 
when I heard Pamela's key in the door. 

* Be oe * # 

Pamela was gazing rapturously into 
the goldfish bow! when I entered the 
room. “Whenever did it happen?” 
she asked gently. 

I reassured myself. 
failed me. 


Emily had not 


“When did what happen!” | asked 
alrily. 

Pamela spoke in an awed whisper. 
“You must have noticed,” she said. 
**Rebecca—Phoebe, but——” 

* But?” 

Pamela almost blushed. 

| looked in the bow! where three gold- 
fish swam. I looked at Pamela, 
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who | 


was still marvelling at nature's handi- | 


work. I rang the bell for Emily. 
“Well, Sir,” she explained, 
gave me a shilling, and as the yoldtish 


were fourpence each I thought I might | 


as well get three.” 








Breakfast: A Protest. 





Dear Mr. Puncn,—Aflronted by 


‘you | 


the pranks recently played by dietetic | 


cranks, I crave a modicum of your 
precious space to plead, in the best 
interests of our race, for the restraint, 
or rather the repeal of certain innova- 
tions in the meal from which the bull- 
dog breed its sustenance seeks, and our 
deliverance from the rule of freaks 
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4 PISCE OF CAKE UNTIL Mk. JONBS HAS FINISHED WITH YOUR PLATE. 








I am no fanatic who clamours for 
special encouragement of the carnivore 
I ask not that a Briton when he wakes 
should stay his hunger upon chops and 
steaks, but I refuse, by sombre youth 
unawed, to suffer any pedant to de- 
fraud me of the benefits I still am able 
to gather from a bounteous breakfast- 
table. To these delights I am resolved 
to cling as long as I have breath to 
speak or sing, leaving untouched the 
vexed and burning question which 
drink is more conducive to digestion 
coffee or tea. But when it comes to 
maté | draw the line. A breakfaster is 
batty who thinks this curious brew 








from Paraguay excels the fragrant herb 
of far Cathay—black in the main but 
with a tinge of green—or Mocha’s 
choicest aromatic bean. 

Good cheer I welcome, not delirious 
chatter suggestive of the madness of 
the hatter, but, oh, I grieve to see the 
young consume—with faces wrapped 
in inspissated gloom, eyeing their 
elders with a stony stare—their cold, 
uncooked, unappetising fare. 

NEBUCHADNEZZAR’S vegetarian phase 
earned for him no respect or meed of 
praise And this is why, dear Punch, I 
now implore your aid in urging England 
to restore our normal morning fare 


and reinstate the glories of the meal 
that made us great. Retain the homely 
egg, boiled, poached or fried, with the 
crisp rasher blushing at its side. Retain 
the plate of porridge—genuine oats, 
and not the flabby predigested groats— 
with toast and marmalade, which, last 
not least, lends culminating rapture to 
the feast; but bung into the middle of 
next week the dull and dismal dietetic 
freak, with all his dreadful bag of nuts 
and roots or other strange synthetic 
substitutes. Do this, and more than 
ever I shall be 
Yours in profoundest reverence, 
C. L. G. 
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Th 
| i “Iv S A BARGAIN, LADY, AND A CHARMING PIECE. WHO KNOWS, IT MIGHT BE f7z PERIOD FURNITURE NEXT YEAR THA1! 
i ALL MAYFAIR WAS WRENCHING THEIR ’AIR OUT TO GET HOLD OF.” 
H the book were sold the same vear, and its writer was sub- | 
1 Our Booking-Office. sequently hailed by President ‘LINCOLN as “the little woman | 
| (By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) who wrote the book that made this big war ”—the War of 
Secession. Yet Harrier was anything but unique. She | 
Ti Excelsior. was a typical member of a family of inveterate preachers | 
Th) ALgert Ernsrein, writing as a persecuted Jew drawn who so dominated by their free-lance enthusiasms their | 
i | against his will into the focus of international and economic Connecticut world of the early nineteenth century that it 
tli _ turmoil, or as a pacifist urging primary things necessary to was said to be wholly populated by Saints, Sinners and 
i | peace, is a wise and modest nd genial counsellor, yet only Beechers (NicHoLSON AND Watson, 12/6). Under this title | 
TE | amansuch asothers. In his collected papers—The World As Harrret’s grandson, Mr. LyMAN BEECHER Stowe, has | 
i | J See It (Lawn, 8/6)—this Erste appears side by side with produced a delightful biography of the whole tribe, from | 
We _ the mightier figure of the thinker who has thought the world JosEpu, the seventeenth-century blacksmith who could lift | 
itt _ into a new and grander couception of interlocking time and a barrel of cider and drink out of the bung-hole, to Hargtet’s 
space, and who could prove his words by prophesying the father, Lyman the minister, and his eleven celebrated off- | 
t | deflection of a ray of starlight passing near the sun. Much spring. The sympathetic charm of the book and _ its | 
| the most fascinating studies 1 found to be those where, whimsical piety go far to confirm its writer’s direct descent | 
merely skirting—in mercy on my feebleness—the shores of from the immortal creator of Topsy. 
| unfathomable mathematics, he tells almost in plain English 
Hi | the story of the advance from Copernicus to Kerrier, American without Tears. 
i | from KerLer to Newron and from Newron to the Rela- Except for gifted people like Mr. J. W. Dunne, it is 
| _ tivity which his work foreshadowed. Never has the genius difficult to live in both time and eternity. Recent fiction 
| of NEWTON been more usly acclaimed. Only a tech. has tended to ignore this human problem so that a book 
nician ean take the full meaning of some of these essays, such as The Willoughbys (ArpPLETON-CENTURY, 7/6), which | 
f but there glimmers through them even for the uninitiate faces it, comes as both old-tashioned and retreshingly true 
ii something of the far serenity of the philosophic heights. to life. It is the story of a minister whose congregation, | 
Hi though admiring his scholarly saintliness, thinks him too 
abe Saints, Sinners and Beechers. old for his work. Parson Willoughby’s dismay is increased 
| | When Harriet BeecuEer Stowe consulted a friendly by the knowledge that his only daughter is just then dis- 


| Congressman on the publication of Uncle Tom's Cabin, he covering th: 7 ; 

‘ }, he g that the man she loves has forgotten her for a 
| = her that she would be lucky to get a new black silk lovely invalid; a third interest is the tragic history of a 
| dress out of the proceeds. A million-and-a-half copies of woman slightly out of her mind whom the W illoughbys try to 


: ceeneeiaeanaetnme 























ea op 





a ad aie Sd oe 





March 6, 1935] PUNCH, 


help. There is little incident in the 
story, but much of the thoughts of the \ 
Parson and his Hannah, and behind \ 
them the heroic courage, both in giving 





and taking, which is the essence of 4 

intimate romance. Miss ALicE BROWN ‘<, 
is to be congratulated on a fine and ‘ }} 
absorbing book which, though she and \ d , 


it are a hundred per cent. American 
needs no English translator 
Past and Present in Sussex. 
Along the unfrequented ways 
Of Sussex by the Sea 
The Rev. A. A. Evans strolls, 
And out of stocks and stones un 
rolls 
The vivid pageantry 
Of men and things of ancient days 
Which now is so disguised 
That common walkers—I 
you)— 
Miss it, or let it pass from view 
Wholly unrecognised. 


(and 


He knows what old-world place-names 
hold 
As clues to ages gone, 
And mysteries from times long 
dead 
Are open secrets when he’s said 
His pleasant say thereon. 
But not alone on what is old 
He turns his seeing eyes; 
Birds and their notes and haunts 
he knows, 
And where the rarest wild-flower 
blows 
And where the rivers rise 


Unlike your students who forget 
That there’s a present too, 
He does not dwell in ages dim 
And try to drag you back to him, 
But brings the past to you 
And you, I feel, will not regret 
Its advent at his pen 
So well he blends his epochs. Se« 
A Saunterer in Sussex (three 
Half-crowns) from METHUEN. 





Vandalorum Regina. 

How the only daughter of that mag 
nanimous and sturdy Protestant, Gus 
ravus ApoLPHUS, became equally celebrated as a blue 
stocking and a bully, abdicator of one throne and aspirant 
to another, convert to Catholicism and patroness (in Rome 
itself) of Jews and alchemists, is the almost incredible 
tenour of The Life of Christina of Sweden (Hutont- 
son, 18/-). The century of the Rot SoLem and Prerer 
THE GREAT saw many such royal manifestations of cul- 
ture and barbarism; and CuristiIna, who became “Queen 
of Goths, Swedes and Vandals” at the age of six, retained 
her preposterous sense of caste long after she had jetti- 
soned most of its obligations. It 
her to become the protectress of Descarres—in fact it 
was he and the French ambassador, CHANUT, whose virtues 
probably inspired her conversion. It was equally char- 
acteristic to kill off the delicate philosopher by summoning 


or The 





was characteristic of 


Linde Charivari 
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“Is rr nick, Mummy?” 
“Is WHAT NICE?” 
“ WHAT WE ARE SITTING HERE For.” 








him to her cold library at five o'clock every morning. All 
these antics, together with their far-reaching political 
implications, are gathered into Mr. ALFRED NEUMANN’S 
comprehensive and intelligent biography. It is not im- 
peccable—the translation (or possibly the proof-reading ?) 
is perhaps responsible for errors and ambiguities, but it is 
both honest and interesting. 


Scholastic Episcopal. 

Bishop WELLDON has assuredly had a full and interest- 
ing career on which to look back. It seems a long while 
now since he succeeded Dr. Butter at Harrow, after a 
year or two at Dulwich. Before that he had annexed most 
of the classical prizes at Cambridge ; afterwards he became 
Bishop of Caleutta and Metropolitan of India, returning 
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home in 1902 to fill other important ecclesiastical posts. 

| No doubt it is because of his old association with Harrow 

| that he calls his Reflections on Life Forty Years On (Ivor 
| Nicnorson anp Watson, 15/-). To semi-Victorians—those 
who passed their more youthful days under the Great 
| White Queen—his book will probably seem a refreshing 
| change after the usual memoirs of the day. Bishop WELL- 
| pow believes in the lish Public School and in the 
| Christian home, but withal he displays a sweet reasonable- 
ness and absence of bigotry. He is more or less an advocate 
| of sterilisation of [~~ "“"—"_—_—————™ 
| the unfit and of 
| birth-control, and 
| he sees no insuper- 
| able objection to 
the ordination of 
women. (On the 

other hand he ad- 
| mits thatthe wives 

_ of bishops havenot 

| too good a record.) 
He has a decided 

| sense of humour, 
and his chapter on 
public-school life 
is adorned with sev- 

' eral not unamus- 
ing stories, though 
surely he should 
have remembered 
the initials of that 
famous Marlburian 
cricketer, Mr. A.G. 
Sree.. Forty Y ears 
On is rather a book 
of short sermons | 
studded with per- | 
sonal memories 


book of reminis- 
cence. It might 
have been more 


indulged in more 
personalities, but 
it would not have 
been so well worth 
reading. 





An Intellectual 
Traveller. 
The region of the 


from civilisation 
| is probably the 
| Karakoram, that 
| desert upland Sclelahdaiinaat 
| which separates Chinese Turkestan from India. Although 
| an ancient and modern trade-route, the track across is rarely 
_ traversed by Europeans. Dr. R.S. Nazarorr, a White Rus- 
sian who was unpopular with the Reds, chose this way to 
escape to a more friendly environment, and the record of his 
| journey forms thesecond partof his book, Moved On ! (ALLEN 
and Unwin, 12/6). It makes engrossing reading, and Part 
1. is even better, being occupied with the mediwval life of 
‘samedi, Kashgar. This is almost a model of travel- 
iterature and reaches its climax in a chapter on birds, 
beasts and plants. The learned author imparts his geo. 
logical and botanical information in a delightfully easy 

















Maid. * Mistress SAYS WILL YOU PLEASE MEND THE BUTCHER'S WIRE FIRST, 
COS SHE WANTS TO RING HIM UP FOR CUTLETS roR LUNCH?” 


manner. I have nothing to complain of except the title, 
which is hardly as enlightening as it might be. 


Fifty Years of Village Life. 

In Arising Out of That (HoppDER AND StTovucuTon, 8/6) 
Mr. H. A. VacHEeLt shows once again that his study and 
observation of country folk has led him to many shrewd 
and sensible conclusions. He frankly admits his prejudices, 
but has tried to overcome them, and he is not blind to the 
fact that the sweeping changes of the last years have been 


enon ] insome ways bene- 


ficial. Neverthe. 
less, in recording 


ner as it developed 
from a picturesque 
village into a place 
invaded by the 
Bungalese, he re- 
grets keenly and 


pearance of much 
that was beautiful 
andintimate. Also 
he will convinee 
even the most ob- 
| stinate of us that 
la squire who loves 
and looks after his 
people and pro- 
perty deserves far 
more admiration 
than derision. In 
this valuable story 
the portraits of the 
Vennerians in all 
ranks of life are, 
with one exception, 
fairly and clearly 
drawn. The ex- 
ception is Mr. 
VACHELL’s bounder 
and bugbear, who 
really does stray 
beyond the bound- 
ary-line. 





Adventure on 
the High Seas. 

Although the 
beautiful heroine 
of Second Officer 
(HopDER AND 
Sroventon, 7/6) 
seemed to me to 
deserve more 
ies _._._| ehastening than 
cherishing I enjoyed ‘Tarrrar’s” story because it is so 
genuinely informing about our Merchant Navy. As the 
Monmouth made her way from London to New Zealand, 
adventures, excellent ly assorted, came to her. For instance, 
she was attacked by a piratical band of ruffians who, until 
the cadets showed of what stuff they were made, had 
secured control of the ship. Even in these days of Chinese 
pirates I can assure you that this is a pretty fight, admirabl 
described. So thoroughly does “ TarrrarL” know the life 
which he is describing here that whatever weaknesses may 
be found in the story itself the book as a whole is worthy 
of attentive consideration. 
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of Cornell Univer- 
| sity, claimsto have 
perfected a cab- 
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Charivaria. 


At a noted restaurant the other day 
a number of bulls of the City gold share 


market were observed to be ordering 


bear, which was on the menu. Bears, 
on the other hand, are to be seen order- 
ing beef any day. 
Sympathy will) 7° 
be felt for the| 
Texas man who, 
when his house | 
went up in flames, 
rushed to the 
nearest saloon for 
help and shouted 
“Fire!” and they 
did. He was forty- 
seven years of age. 


“= 
Dr.C.H. Myers, 





bage which has 
no objectionable 
smell. Hopes are | 
that 
it will be used for | 
cigars, x 


A critic declares | 


be an institution 
to which M.P.’s 
who have blun- | 
dered throughout 
their political lives | 
sent. | 
Whatdoes he think | 
is wrong with the 
House of Lords ? 

% 

* 

“How can I pre- 
vent glass from 
being smashed 
while in the post ¢”’ 
reader. 
The only sure 
method is to 
smash it before- 
hand. 


Miss Nettie Harsreap, the 
country champion, attributes her 
stamina to her practice of having more 
than the usual amount of sleep. It 


CTOSS 


| would be interesting to see this theory 


tested in a cross-country race for mem 


| bers of London clubs. 


% 
A film-actress recently confessed in 
an interview that there was a closely 


VOL. CLXXXVIII 


PUNCH, 


critic, 


- The Linde Charivari 


281 





guarded sec ret connected with her 
birth. She was no doubt referring to 
the date. — 

Petrol is to be made in this country 
from coffee-beans, by a secret process. 
What is sometimes made in this 


country from coffee-beans, by secret 
processes, is coffee. 











Tupor Tea, Miss!” 


* TWO CUPS OF 


by the way, from 
film-star there ‘is 


It is reported, 
Hollywood that a 


about to celebrate her silver divorce. 


* & 
* 


Many a business-man,” says a 
“dreams of making money by 
writing a novel.” So does many a 


novelist 


\ gardening expert has written a 
book on cabbages. Surely paper would 
have been cheaper. 


“It is pleasing to note that in spite of 
the Arsenal being knocked out of the 
Cup, the competition is to go on just 
as if nothing had happened. 

** 


‘Not many wake up and find them- 
selves rich,” states a writer. There are, 
of course, professional boxers. 

Ser + & 
* 

It is pointed out 
in a newspaper 
article that there 
jare hundreds of 
|empty garrets in 
| London, Modern 

frcee it appears 
jsimply won't 
starve in them. 


» & 
* 


Which reminds 
| me that BurNshas 
ibeen translated 
linto Afrikaans. 
| Has he ever been 
ltranslated into 
English ? 


i * 
* 
A special air- 
| gun for gardeners 
whose plots are 
lover-run with 
| pests is now on the 
| market. One that 
|shoots slugs, we 
suppose ¢ 
% & 
¥ 
“Nowadays wo- 
men are quite at 
home with any- 
thing on wheels,” 





states a magis 
trate. Except of 
| course 


a pram 


% 


My hig ee ‘@ A sympathetic 


Ai \ , | correspondent says 
Ay he often wonders 
ORE dy iwhat vacuum. 
|cleaner salesmen 
ido when nobody 
vacuum-cleaners. The 
they sell vacuum- 


wants to buy 
answer is that 
cleaners. 

a, 

It is not anticipated by the Chancel. 
leries of Europe that a Rearmament 
Conference will be held at Geneva. 

“You can always test the compo- 
sition of a chair by sitting on it,’ 


remarks a correspondent. 
of the padding is in the seating. 


The proof | 
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Interview. 
(See also page 295.) 


Ir was not gout nor shingles nor gastritis, 
Nor croup nor Aryan measles dealt the blow: 
An unexpected touch of laryngitis 
Had laid the Leader low. 


With stethoscopes and pills and medicine-bottle 
The grave-eyed doctors, coming from afar, 
Had pt inte a ness in the throttle 
Mingled with mild catarrh. 
This is no theme for ribaldry to rhyme on! 
Let sympathy inspire my reverent lay, 
The bell-like re diaa ses should have greeted Smmon 
Are cracked and dumb to-day. 


The 


The voice that oft hath thrilled the German nation 
Like the long utterance of a calf-lorn cow 
Is far too faint (so ran the intimation) 
To breathe o’er EDEN now. 


Limp on the fevered but illustrious forehead 
The forelock lies that made the Frenchmen think. 
Gargling is ordered (which is always horrid) 
And liquorice to drink. 


The watery eyes peruse MacDoNnALp’s paper, 
The feet that showed the world the Nordic path, 
Hidden by clouds of sanitary vapour, 
Soak in their mustard-bath. 


Was it (perchance!) a diplomatic blunder 
To let the lion who had lain so still 
Suddenly make a noise resembling thunder. 
And did that cause the chill ? 


Could the pronouncement so distinctly written 
About his faithful Nazis’ lust for force, 
Cubbig at just that bobedd frob Great Britadd 
Have bade the big bad hoarse ? Evor. 





Morning Glory. 


Tuat Mr. Tubbs and Mr. Dickson should after al! these 
years have fallen out—and have done it, what is more, so 
thoroughly as to bandy words of an opprobrious nature on 
the public highway, is in itself a sufficiently remarkable 
happening; but the additional circumstance of their 
reconciliation, within the space of a few brief though 
pregnant minutes, through the intervention of the despicable 
Ben Carter, removes the whole affair into the realms of the 
incredible. Yet undoubtedly it occurred. 

We have the testimony of | Mrs. Curfew for that. 

One lovely morning less than a week ago, Mr. Tubbs, 
manager of our | branch-bank and easily the most 
respected man in Dillingfold, emerged from his garden- 
gate and set off towards the village. A stranger seeing 
him go and marking the air of conscious worth with which 
his every movement is invested, might have thought, “There 
goes some local nobody with a pretty exaggerated opinion 
of himself,” but we in Dilingfold, who know him, could 
never fall into such an error. A man of property and a good 


_ churchman, Chairman of the Parish Council and President 


| 





of our Literary and Debating Society, unchallenged arbiter 
on all questions of sc ip and good taste, Mr. Tubbs 
is a law unto himself. However high his opinion of himself 
may be, it cannot, we feel certain, be higher than our own. 





Halfway down the row of small but extremely respectable 
villas which fringe the road from Mr. Tubbs’s house to the 
bank that excellent man overtook the hardly less worthy 
Mr. Dickson. Mr. Dickson is our chemist. He is a mild man 
—less austere and dignified than Mr. Tubbs, who has not 
lived for forty years in a mellowing atmosphere of scented 
soap and antiseptics—but he has the virtues. Mr. Tubbs 
approves of him. A sound fellow. A real support on the 
Council. And knows his place. Never the man to presume, 
Always a pleasure to have a word with him. 

“Good morning, Dickson,” said Mr. Tubbs. 

“Good morning, Mr. Tubbs. What lovely weather!” 

“Yes, indeed,” admitted Mr. Tubbs, glancing complac- 
ently up at the sky almost as if it were his own handiwork; 
“it ts a fine morning. ‘One of those heavenly days that 
cannot die,’ as the poet says. Keats,” he added kindly. 

“Shelley,” said Mr. Dickson, half to himself. 

“Eh!” said Mr. Tubbs, coming to an abrupt halt. 

(‘Right by my gate,” explains Mrs. Curfew, who hap- 
pened, by a stroke of great good fortune, to be tiring her 
hair by her bedroom window. ‘You could see it sur- 
prised ‘im.”) 

“T ventured the opinion,” said Mr, Dickson mildly, 
‘that the words you quoted were by Shelley.” 

“They were by Keats.” 

“Shelley, I think, Mr. Tubbs.” 

Mr. Tubbs made the gesture of one who brushes away 
a rather unusually troublesome gnat. “The words I 
quoted,” he said between his teeth, “were ‘One of those 
heavenly days that cannot die.’ They were written by 
the poet John Keats, who died at Rome of consumption 
in 1821.” 

“Shelley,” said Mr. Dickson. 

(“That tore it,” says Mrs. Curfew vulgarly at this point 
in her recital. “‘Old Tubbs was properly upset.”) 

“Keats!” he roared, by now dangerously red in the face. 
“K--A-T-S—Keats. Do you hear me?” 

“Shelley,” said Mr. Dickson, sticking to his point. 

The Chairman of the Parish Council raised an impassioned 
face to Heaven. 

“Telling me,” he cried with a kind of scandalised 
astonishment—“‘telling me who wrote this and who wrote 
that. You must be insane. Mad. Out of your mind. 
Stick to your soaps and bottles, man, and leave things you 
don’t understand to others. Get back to the drug-house 
where you belong, you—you miserable apothecary!” 

“Thrupenny-ha’penny old cashier!” retorted Mr. Dick- 
son, lapsing into the vernacular. 

From this point the exchanges became so brisk and un- 
controlled that even Mrs. Curfew, experienced reporter as 
she is, was unable to follow them as closely as she could 
have wished. All she can say is that they grew richer and 
richer as the tide of battle rolled, until ly the apothe- 
cary hurled an insult so unspeakably infuriating that his 
opponent actually raised his umbrella, with the clear in- 
tention of giving him what Mrs. Curfew calls “a good 
wallop.” 

It was at this moment that Ben Carter intervened. 

Ben Carter, odd-jobber and handyman, employed by 
Mrs. Curfew to grub weeds out of her lawn, had been on 
his hands and knees behind the hedge, an eager listener, 
since the interview began. His interest in the affair was of 
a more personal kind than his employer’s. She was content 
simply to listen to this superlative encounter. Not so Ben 
Carter. He longed to join in. To an almost unbearable 
degree he yearned to have his say. In him, from the very 
beginning, that strongest instinct in the human race, the 
desire to impart information, had been burning with an 
ever more consuming flame. For Ben Carter knew. He 
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{It is stated that Sir Krvestey Woop is about to become Director of Publicity for the National Party Government. | 
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Ded end Winery 


Mother (to Girl at Sports Dance). “ WxHo's THAT NICE YOUNG MAN WHO KEEPS DANCING WITH YOU? 
J 1 
She. “Our WRETCHED TREASURER. He's TRYING TO GET MY SUBSCRIPTION OUT OF ME. 


























could put them right. Here were two old buffers squabbling “*A dull and muddy-mettled rascal,’ if ever there was 
about a bit of verse and he, Ben Carter, held the secret one,” concluded Mr. Dickson in a burst of brilliance. 
that would resolve their quarrel. Was it for him to with- “Dryden, ch?’’ suggested Mr Tubbs. ; 
hold the boon? Was it for nothing that he read the ‘Gems “Exactly!” said Mr. Dickson, who knew his place. ; 
of English Poetry” corner in The Bashley and a ge H. F. E. 
Gazette every evening at the “Spider's Arms”? No, a 5 : 
thousand times no! He must diate burst. Birds Ashore and Birds Aforeshore. 
And, at the eleventh hour, he spoke. Ciciantiid 
“Excuse me, gents,” he said, in his most winning : y : ‘ 
way, “but the bit o’ verse you’re quarrellin’ abaht was WuHeEre the salt winds tingle 
wrote by Wordsworth, Read it in the paper,” he added And the grey tides crawl — 
modestly. Of the birds on beach and shingle 
To Mr. Tubbs, already incensed beyond the limits which He’s the smartest one of all. 
ordinary flesh and blood can stand, the sudden apparition He's as black and white as whisky 
of a pair of straggly moustaches and an obviously unlet- And his beak’s red seal to same, 
tered nose popping up from behind the hedge and babbling Yet no oyster deems him risky, 
about Wordsworth was the final straw. He aimed a sudden For there’s nothing in his name. 
blow at it with his already poised umbrella and made a I heard him crying 
nasty gash in Mrs. Curfew's precious privet. In the parte ke eT OR 
“Impudence!”’ gasped Mr. Tubbs. iphoto Ac Aving flying . 
“Never heard of such a thing!” said Mr. Dickson ‘Whew Oe mond a 
* Butting in like that!” went on Mr. Tubbs, still struggling Where the Salmon fakin: Waa 
for breath. “Ordinary friendly conversation—might have Seek “the Fish” in lordly strife 
j . ~ . ‘ ey. ee ‘ : : , 
pivclber coy! on ee —probably was Shelley, now But the Oyster-Catcher never 
‘No, no—Keats,” put in Mr. Dickson. Sought an oyster in his life. 


“Couldn’t have been Wordsworth anyway. Impossible.” 

“Ridiculous! Rhytiam’s against it,” said Mr. Dickson. 

“Better mind your own business in future, my man. 
Come along, Dickson; time's getting on.” 

‘Don’t know what we're coming to,” he went on as And I said about him, whenas 
they turned away. “A mere nobody like that.” He flew piping from the sea, 

The impertinence of it!” 


But I heard his wild fluting 
Far and near, far and near, 

Cold April's hour saluting 
And a water running clear, 





ni That, to oysters ne’er a menace, 
Ignorant fool! He was music unto me. P. R. C. 
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Military Memories. 





I was motoring to a meet of the 
hounds when I passed my old friend 
Slattery, ex-private of the Dublin 
Fusiliers. He availed himself of my 
proffered lift and explained his pres 
ence on the road. 

“The Lord will have the face ate off 
me,” said he gloomily, “‘and he waiting 
on me on the Square since half ten, the 
way I’d show him the road to the 
meeting.” 

I reassured him on this point, 
having seen “the Lord” driving 
through the town at his usual Jehu 
like speed. 

“How well he wouldn’t wait on me, 
and me only five minyits late, or 
mebbe ten!” was the injured reply 
“That’s always the way with them 
Saxons—too terrible exact How- 
somever, he’s a dacent young fella 
and a great lad to ride. Would he take 
the hounds next season ?”’ 

I murmured something about lack 
of experience. 

“Experience moryah!’ was the 
scornful retort. ‘Hasn't he whips of 
money? Didn’t I see him ere yester- 
day, and he bogged below in the Black 
Ditch, handin’ out pound-notes to all 
who came next or nigh him?” 

I agreed that he was the possessor 
of those two valuable assets, wealth 
and generosity. 

“I come home with him in the car 
that evening,” continued Slattery 
‘Him an’ me got very great, in regard 
to the two of us been old soldiers 

‘“**T was in the King’s Guards,’ sez 
he, ‘and the da before me.’ sez he 
‘Himself riz to be a high-up Gineral 
sez he. 

““*Didn’t I know him well,’ sez I, 
‘and he commandin’ the throops on 
the Curragh ?’ sez I. 

***T mind the day,’ sez I, ‘when he 
was intinded to inspect the battalion 
Two hours he kept us waitin’ on him 
and the Colonel cursin’ something 
terrible. In the latther end he sent 
off th’ Adjootant to see had anything 
happened th’ ould one. 

“*“ Let yez mind yerselves now 
sez the Adjootant when he come back 
“TI seen himself and all his rettinoo 
not the baw! of an ass from here, and 
they batin’ hell out of the horses,” sez 
he. 

**Up he gallops then, and the horses 
in a bog o’ shweat (savin’ yer pres- 
ence). 

“*“A fine day, Colonel,” sez he, 
“and how are ye gettin’ yer health?” 
sez he. 

“*“ Well enough, thank ye kindly, 
Gineral,” sez the Colonel, “barrin’ 
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B. COCHRAN REFUSING TO BE STREAM-LINED. 








we're all shtiff wid the cold, and we 
waitin’ on ye this two hours. The men 
do be all givin’ out the pay and sayin’ 


their dinner’ll be desthroyed on 
them.” 

“*“ How bad ye are!” sez the 
Gineral, “‘and I to be comin’ out 


widout me brekfuss the way I wouldn't 
he delayin’ yez!” sez he. 

“*“ Lookut, Colonel,” sez he; “the 
yom of a gerrl slep’ it out on me,” sez 
he, ‘“‘and only for the ducks bawlin’ 
in the yard I'd be sleepin’ there yet,” 
sez he. “I riz up then an’ went in to 
that one, an’ she snorin’ on the settle. 
Faith! I tuk her by the two ears and 
threw her on the floor, an’ she afther 
disgracin’ me before the whole British 
Arrmy,” sez he. ‘"Twas then I seen 
me good jack-boots, an’ they plas- 
thered with mud. Hadn’t that one been 





wearing them every day to go feed the 
calves? Be the hokey! I lambasted her 
with the poker till I had her rightly 
variegated,” sez he. 

“*“And ye done what was right, 
Gineral,” sez the Colonel. 

“**“ Be the Holy O,” sez he, “I 
dhrank her blood! ” sez he.’ ’ 





Y.M.C.A., Sacrep Concert, Sunvay, 
aT 8 P.M 
Tue RaytTum Gras. 
Advt. in Yorks Paper. 
There ’s nothing like Variety. 


“The area of operations will comprise a 
‘slice’ of the Atlantic Ocean 900 miles in 
depth and 1,000 miles across.” 

Account of Coming Naval Manceuvres. 


This, it is thought, should provide 
ample scope for submarines. 
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You Too CAN HAVE A HAPPY SPRING-CLEANING STAFF, WITH THEIR FACES AGLOW WITH THE JOY OF LIFE. ASK FOR 
“Vira Meeno Sprina-Cieanens’ Tonic.” FROM ALL CHEMISTS. 








High Finance. 





1 wisn you would explain to me 
exactly what is happening in the tin- 
tack market,” I said to Posslethwaite. 

Posslethwaite is something very 
important on the Stock Exchange, and 
| always go to him for information on 
matters ofhigh finance. Asusual, he was 
perfectly ready with an explanation. 

“Oh, tin-tacks,” he said. ‘It’s 
perfectly simple, really. There are two 
fellows in it, you know, Bugge and 
Grubbe. Bugge’s buying tin-tacks— 
all the tin-tacks that come on to the 
market.” 

“Why?” I asked. “What does he 
want them for?” 

“To sell them, of course,” said 
Posslethwaite in a tone that implied 
that nobody but a fool would have 
asked such a question. 

“I see,” I said—‘‘to sell them at a 
profit?” 

“ Of course.” 

“But if he’s buying all the time 
isn’t he paying more for them than 
anybody else will?” 

‘Naturally; he’s shoving the price 
up all the time.” 


YQ 


“Excuse me if I’m being very 
stupid,” I said, “but why should any- 
body else want to give him more for 
the tin-tacks than they are costing him 
now if he’s pushed the price above 
what they onght to be?” 

Posslethwaite looked at me with 
seorn. “‘ You don’t understand a bit,” 
he said. “ How many tin-tacks do you 
suppose there are in London?” 

“T haven't the least idea.” 

“Fifty thousand tons at the outside. 
And Bugge'’s bought seventy-two 
thousand and he’s buying still. Now 
do you see?” 

“Not a bit.” 

“Well, when the time comes for the 
people who have sold Bugge the tin- 
tacks that aren’t there to deliver them 
to Bugge——” 

“Where? At his office ?” 

“Idiot! I told you they weren't 
there. What on earth would he do 
with them at his office?” 

“That’s what I’ve been wondering 
all the time. Well, when the people 
who have sold the tin-tacks that don’t 
exist to Bugge, who does exist, I sup- 

“$. 


“Oh, yes, he exists all right.” 
“I was afraid so. When they have 


to deliver them—or not deliver them 
-to Bugge, what happens?” 

“That's just it,” said Posslethwaite 
triumphantly. “They can’t unless 
they buy them first.” 

‘But you just told me there weren't 
any left to buy.” 

“There aren’t any, except what 
Bugge’s got, don’t you see? So to 
deliver them to Bugge they have to 
buy them from Bugge first at any price 
Bugge likes to ask for them. Now do 
you understand?” 


“It all seems delightfully simple,” | 


I said. “And what does Bugge do with 
the tin-tacks in the end?” 

“Oh, he probably never takes de- 
livery of them at all. Everybody’s 
only too glad to pay through the nose 
to be free of their bargain by that 
time.” 

‘And where does Grubbe come in?” 

‘‘He’s just the other way round. 
He’s selling tin-tacks.” 

“How does he get them?” 

“I never said he’d got them,” said 
Posslethwaite in weary impatience. 
“He's just selling them.” 

“To Bugge?”’ 

“Well, to anyone who'll buy, but to 
Bugge principally, of course.” 
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“Then, when he comes to deliver, 
won't Grubbe be in just the same state 
as the other people you were telling 
me about?” 

“Perhaps he will,” said Possle- 
thwaite darkly, “and perhaps he won’t 
You see, he’s counting on never having 
to deliver.” 

“Why not?” 

‘Well, if he can sell Bugge more than 
Bugge can pay for——” 

“But if they’re not there any- 
way As 

“That doesn’t matter, I tell you,” 
said Posslethwaite testily. 

“Oh, all right,” I said. “‘ You know the 
rules, 1 suppose. What happens then ?”’ 

“As soon as Bugge stops buying, the 
price of tin-tacks starts to go down.” 

“Real or sham ones?” 

“Both, of course. Grubbe keeps on 
selling and that forces the price down 
lower still.” Posslethwaite became 
quite dramatic. ‘‘Bugge has to find 
money in a hurry——” 

“Real or sham money?” 

“Money is always real,” said Possle- 
thwaite solemnly. ‘He starts selling 
too. ‘Tin-tacks are thrown on the 
market. Lots of people get their fingers 
burnt i 

“Pricked, you mean.” 

“and Grubbe steps in and picks 
them up for next to nothing.” 

“And sells them again, I suppose?” 
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“He has sold them already,” Possle- 
thwaite reminded me. “He simply 
cashes in. That’s how it works.” 

“Thanks,” I said. “Only one other 
thing. What about the people who 
really want tin-tacks in their trades?” 

“There are market risks, of course.” 

“Don’t you think,” I suggested, 
“that it would save a lot of trouble 
if Bugge and Grubbe simply stayed 
at home and played the game with 
counters or something people don’t 
want?” 

Posslethwaite didn’t answer. Evi- 
dently it was not the kind of question one 
ought to put to a man of business. All 
the same, I maintain it was a sound idea. 








The Britannia Ball. 


VISCOUNTESS ALLENDALE is Chair- 
man of this Ball, which will be held 
at the Dorchester on Tuesday, March 
26th, from 10 P.m. to 3 A.M., to pro- 
vide funds for the building of Clubs 
for the unemployed under the guidance 
of the 1933 Organisation. Mr. Punch 
desires to recommend it cordially to 
the attention of his readers. 

Tickets — £2 2s. each, including 
champagne supper and gifts—may be 
obtained from the Chairman or the 
Organiser, MARGARET MAcLEAN, 7, 
Park Lane, London. W.1. 

Funds are urgently needed if the 


experiment being carried out under 
the 1933 Organisation is going to be 
completed. The unemployed have no 
spare money, but they have spare time 
and spare skill. The members of this 
Organisation have undertaken to build 
three well-planned and well-equipped 


ere yd ae 


clubs by voluntary labour—clubs that | 
they can be proud of, which they hope | 


ultimately will be self-supporting and 
where they can spend their unocenpied 
time usefully and intelligently. These 
Clubs are intended to forma a centre 
from which occupational and recrea- 
tional activities can be organised, and 
to act as a stepping-stone to land- 
settlement for those who are unlikely 
to regain their normal employment in 
industry. Money or materials to the 
value of £10,000 is required for this 
experiment. 


H.R.H. The Priyce or WALES has | 


already visited one of the Clubs in | 


course of construction and wished 
them every success. 

The three Clubs are known as The 
Birkenhead North End °33 Club, 
Birkenhead; the Deeside °33 Club, 
Shotton, Cheshire; the Garw Valley 


‘33 Club, Glamorgan. 








“*Earrn’s Biecest Misrorrune.’ 
Sir T. Beecnam on Wrrevess.” 
Headlines in Daily Paper. 


We have nothing to add. 
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“Not Catchy.” 


Wuew the critic says that — 
r's music is pleasant, graceful or 
aro but not noticeably tuneful, 
I comfort the composer with the follow- 
ing story. 

A friend of mine remembers his 
father coming home from the first 
performance of The Gondoliers (by 
Grupert and Sutirvan). When asked 
was like his father said, 
. But of course there’s only 
one tune in it.” 

Any composer or librettist who needs 
further comfort should turn back the 
pages of Punch, as I have been doing, 
and read the “notices” of the other 
operas by the immortal pair. 

I cannot find any contemporary 
criticism of the first five works—T rial 
by Jury, Sorcerer, Pinafore, The Pirates 
of Penzance or Patience—though that 
may be my fault. 

But there is a long notice of 
lolanthe on December 9, 1882. And 
very familiar stuff it is. Our critic fills 





a column-and-a-half with a teasing 


account of what is now called the 
advance “ballyhoo” by Mr. D’Oyiy 
Carter, “who can bang Barnum him- 
self as a Showman and is up to 
every move on or off the theatrical 
boards... .” 


“After this came the Manager's final 
achievement of putting the right people in 
the right places for the first representation. 
.. «+ The result was a large gathering of 
Enthusiastic Gushers with whom the success 
of the new piece was, as one discriminating 


| Critie wrote, ‘a foregone conclusion.’ . . . 


It forcibly struck us that if such an audience 
as jeor'd and guy’d the first representation 
of the Laureatr’s Promise 7 at the 
Globe had been assembled at Sa r 


| the Second Act, after the first quarter-of-an- 


hour, would have met with @ warmer 
reception than the Authors had antici- 
pated... .” : 

(This note—not unknown, they tell 
me, to-day—is sounded in many of the 


| critiques—the note of 
_ resentment that people 


| 


| 
| 


and 
actuall 
go to the theatre in « filendly mood, 
determined to enjoy and 


_ having gone, insist on enjoying them. 


} 


| 


| 
’ 


selves.) 
“lolanthe j 


Pry oa 


| Chancellor there is nothing else to 


“Mr. Guewert started with a fanny idea, 


not perhaps quite pleasant when too broadly 
upon... . 

“The idea seems to have been too much 
for him. . . . 

“ ‘Said I to myself, said I’—not exactly a 
new and original refrain, by the way. . . .” 

. . the patter-song seems to have been 
suggested by PLancut’s well-known ‘I’m in 
such a flutter.’ .. . 

“. . the rhymes clever, but not abso- 
lute marvels of rhythmical ingenuity. . . . 

“. . the dialogue is not worthy of the 
author... 

“As a musical or a humorous work 
Jolanthe is not within a mile of Pinafore nor 
a patch on Patience—nor has it anything to 
equal the ‘When Constabulary Duty's To 
Be Done’ which enlivened the Second Act 
of the not too lively Pirates of Penzance—and 
after the first burst of curiosity has been 
exhausted we do not fancy that the Public 
will take to Jolanthe as they have to Messrs. 
G. and §8.’s previous productions.” 


The notice of Princess Ida (in Janu- 
ary, 1884) begins with the familiar 
complaint that there is not enough 
scope for the comedian (Mr. GroreE 
GROSSMITH). 


* You will thoroughly sympathise with an 
audience who come ‘for the fun of the thing’ 
and who don’t get it at the Savoy in 
Princess Ida, because they see next to nothing 
of the only person on that stage capable of 
raising a laugh. 

“ Nobody else is funny per se. 

“The best jeu de mot in the piece is where 
Ida tells the old woman who could not say 
Amen that ‘are men’ stuck in her throat, 

“The scenery is perfect. 

“, . . @ meaningless monotony about the 
actions of everyone in Princeas Ida which is 
infinitely wearisome. 

ae . the song-words (excepting the 
one for G. G., which is simply first-rate) 
are not a patch upon those in Pinafore or 
Patience. 

“. . . For, honestly, though it is all pretty 
and nice and smooth, with quaint conceits 
and a fair amount of dry humour. yet there 
is a lack of fun. 

“T am sure that the Public, after the first 
curiosity is satisfied, will grumble at not 
having enough of ‘Gee-Gee.’ ” 


Coming to The Mikado (March 28, 
1885), I expected to find a more enthu- 
siastic tone. But this is the most sur- 
prising and entertaining of all the 
notices. Here again our critic gave 
three-quarters-of-a-column to the same 
complaint—that the comedian was not 
(at first) “well-served.” 


“The first performance, which would have 
been good enough anywhere else, was not 
quite up to Savoy mark... . 

“It broke upon many of us there as quite 
a revelation that our G. G.’s real humour had 
hitherto been less in his face and voice than 
in his legs [!}. Throughout the First Act his 

were invisible .. . and the audience 
{were horrified to find that] their favourite 
waa not being funny! 

“Suddenly, in the Seeond Act, he gave a 


kick-up, and showed a ir of white- 
stocking’d legs under the Japanese dress. 
Jt was an inspiration . . . a shout of long- 


—s laughter... . Grornar took the 
t; he too had found out where the fault 
lay, and now he was so pleased at the dis- 





covery that he couldn’t give them too much 
of a good thing. ... From that time till 
the end of the piece there wasn’t a dull 
minute.” 


(So that the success of the master’s 
masterpiece at its first performance 
seems to have turned upon the accident 
that the comedian, more than halfway 
through the play, was “inspired” to 
kick-up his legs!) 

The characterof Pooh-Bah, according 
to the critic, was anticipated years ago 
by Piancué in The Sleeping Beauty :-— 


“As Lord High Chamberlain I slumber never; 
As Lord High Steward in a stew I'm ever; 
As Lord High Constable I watch all day; 
As Lord High Treasurer I've the deuce to 

pay... me 
. . » some capitally-written songs and 
telling lines, but... 

“J must see it again to be able to judge of 
Sir Arthur Sullivan’s music, which struck me 
as peculiarly graceful if not quite so immediately 
catching as his Pinafore and Patience .. . 
Of course, it is a success.” 


Ruddigore (January 29, 1887) was 
treated very shortly and sharply. 
“. . . excellent scenery, exquisite cos- 
tumes ...a gushingly enthusiastic 
audience. ...and yet, somehow, 
Ruddigore wasn’t happy.” 


“At any other Theatre the same piece, 
with different names attached to its produe- 
tion, would have had a bad time of it. . . . 

“ Ruddigore is not even [!] up to the mark 
of the Princess or Iolanthe, and not within 
measurable distance of The Mikado, which, 
by the way, might be successfully revived.” 


(The critic, you will observe, is now 
almost “‘gushing” about the former 
works.) 

The notice of The Yeomen of the 
Guard (October 13, 1888) begins with 
some caustic remarks about the “gush” 
of the Press generally. If it had been 
anybody else but G. and S., our critic 
asks, ‘“wouldn’t the virtuously indig- 
nant critics have been down on the 
librettist for not informing the public 


that the plot was founded on that of 
Maritana’” 
He goes on to su this allegation 


in detail and cone : “But for Mr. 
GILBERT the critics have nothing but 
obsequious compliments and good- 
natured excuses. 

As for the music, it is 


“... genuine Sullivan and charming through- 
out, ih not at first hearing very catching— 
with the exception of the duet, repeated with 
chorus* as finale, ‘I have a Song to sing-O,’ 
the first phrase of which I did manage to 
carry away with me, but while humming it 
on my road home I found myself impercep- 
ae wandering into the ‘ Lullaby’ in and 
OB. a so 

“Courtice Pounps si ttily a ballad 
about ‘Moon’ and a. : 

“In a week or two Jester Grorce Gros- 


*i.e., “plugged.” 
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THE PRICE. 





“Marry? Way wor, 
PROVIDING EVERYTHING I8 
O.K.? 


OF COURSE SHE 'D HAVE 
TO BE VERY PIQUANT 





THOUGH NOT TOO MUCH SHE D HAVE TO BE 
OF IT, NATURALLY. 


THOROUGHLY CAPABLE 


a4 





SHE D NEED TO BE 
SPORTING — 









A 


AND WHEN I| WANT A CHANGE AND UNPACK IT ON MY 
KNOW HOW TO PACK A BAG RETURN 
PROPERLY— 


ra 





AND LIVELY 


DO ME CREDIT ON SPECIAL 
OCCASIONS— 





AND HAVE INTELLIGENCE- 


THEN SHE "D HAVE TO HAVE A USEFUL {(NCOME OF 
HER OWN AND BE GENEROUS 
WITH [7 





Jem . BaTEmMAan. 


CHILDREN? O8, YES, SHE'D HAVE TO 
PROVIDE A FEW TO LOOK APTER MY COM- 
FORTS WHEN THE YEARS BEGIN TO TELL.” 
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Actor (after first-night), “ WaaT’s THE VERDICT? ” 
Manager. “1’M AFRAID IT IS TOUCH-AND-GO.” 


Actor. “ ALL RIGHT. 


Wuar po I Touch AND WHEN bo I Go?” 








smitH will introduce some of his gaggery- 
waggery—{O dear, what did Mr. GiLsEert 
say? }—no doubt, when he has exaggerated 
his dances, developed his comic business, 
and made the part quite his own, it will go 
with roars. 

“My summary is this:—Cut at least twenty 
minutes oul of the First Act . take a quarter- 
of-an-hour out of the Second Act. . . . Induce 
Mr. Tewpie to abandon all attempt at 
playing his part seriously.” 


And of The Gondoliers (January 4, 
1890) : 


“There ia nothing in the music that catches 
the ear on a first hearing as did ‘The Three 
Little Maids’ [but it didn’t! See above] 
or ‘I've got a song to sing-O’; but it is all 
charming.” 

You will observe, then, all whom it 
may concern, that Sir ArTHuR Su.ui- 
van's music, all through this collab- 
oration, was never “very catchy at a 
first hearing.” 

There is nothing surprising in this. 
The only surprising thing is that so 
many people who ought to know 
better should go on through the ages 
making these dangerous judgments. 
If you have one or two not very good 
tunes and play them over and over 


S 


again it is fairly easy to make the 
audience—and even the critics—go 
away humming them. But if you have 
a number of tunes (good or bad) and 
do not “plug” any, your music is bound 
to be “not very catchy at a first hear- 
ing,” because no human brain can 
catch so quickly, especially if the tunes 
are good—that is, not “obvious.” 
After my first hearing of the Beggar’s 
Opera 1 could not hum a tune; but 
after a third I could hum a dozen. And 
speaking roughly, the tune that you 
know the third time is generally better 
than the tune you know the first— 
and lives longer. But the critics, those 
overworked men, can seldom go a 
third time. So life rolls on, the 
composer tears his hair, and people 
wonder why songs are “plugged.” 
A. P. 


Mr. Hore-Belisha.Has Another Shot. 


“Briazinc Hore as BEacon.” 
Daily Paper Headline. 








“Of the two boxing bouts one was can- 
celled as one of the competitors scratched.” 
Indian News Item. 
Isn’t that allowed ? 





My Library. 





WueEn I talk of my Library I always 
hope that imagination will conjure up 
before you one of those proud dim 
rooms completely lined with shelves, 
where the rich firelight plays upon 
gilded tooling and polished leather; 
perhaps with first-editions in a glass- 
fronted cabinet and with some stern 
ancestor gazing down from above the 
high oak mantel on to the leather chairs 
and the massive table, with its paper- 
knife and folded Times. 

But just between ourselves my 
Library is not quite like that. The land- 
lady of my bed-sitting-room doesn’t 
much like books anyway ; she says they 
hold the dust. But I managed to hang 
up an old fretwork bookshelf over my 
bed, and a white-painted one behind 
the door, and on the window-sill 1 have 
a book-trough that I bought in 4 
jumble-sale; and my centre table will 
hold books too. It is the sort known 
as a cocktail-table—I don’t quite know 
why, except that when one pushes 
books into it on one side they fal! out 
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on the other, which gives a certain 
sense of intoxication. 

My books are a little mixed too. It 
was in a period of temporary solvency 
that I bought those Kiplings in red 
russia-leather, and the Mary Webb, 
a large book with woodcuts and an 
art-green canvas back; at quite other 
times were acquired the Jane Austen 
in plain blue cloth and a battered 
Conrad which cost me fourpence in the 
Charing Cross Road. 

The complete Shakespeare in prim 
morocco was a long-ago birthday- 
present from an aunt; and the seven 
copies of Omar in coloured suéde, in 
that type of binding so expressively 
called “limp,” were gifts from girl- 
friends upon various anniversaries 
Many of my novels were sold to me for 
sixpence by libraries who judged them 
unfit to circulate further; this Madame 
Bovary 1 found in a train in France 
and the three odd volumes of Jorrocks 
in the calf bindings, which add such a 
touch of sober richness to my collection, 
came from the jumble-sale, together 
with the book-trough. 

In spite of my landlady’s dictum 
my Library’s worst enemy is not dust 
but the casual borrower; and many of 
my books are all the dearer to me 
because of their narrow escapes from 
this frightful scourge. This first edition 
of Over the River, for instance. When 
first I had it I remember I used to leave 
it lying on my desk, its elegant jacket 
forming a sort of intellectual still-life 
with my mock-onyx ink-stand and a 
tall feather pen. A friend came to see 
me one day and pounced on it at once 
It looked too divine, she 
absolutely—she simply must borrow 
it. 

“Of course. Delighted!” I answered 
heartily, adding a moment later and 
I flatter myself, with considerable 
presence of mind: “By the way, | 
bought an absolutely darling hat the 
other day and it simply won't go on 
me now. Would it do for you, | 
wonder?” : 

Well, I had to let her have it for 
practically nothing, and it was a good 
hat too; but while she was trying it on 
I had plenty of time to put Over the 
River away in a dark shelf behind 
the door, where it has lurked in mute 
inglorious safety ever since. 

Those two red Kiplings were bor- 
rowed some time ago by the squire of 
our village. He came in one day to 
consult me about a concert in the 
Institute and sat down near my 
cocktail-table. I was so pleasurably 
fluttered at being asked to sing that 
when he admired my books and con- 
fessed to not having read those two, | 
weakly pressed them upon him. Even 


said . she 
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THE MAN WHO SAID “HERE COME THE HOUNDS!” 








then I ought to have known that the 
only winning counter-stroke to such an 
attack is to offer to write down the 
titles and authors on a piece of paper. 

However, off they went up to the 
Manor, and for many a long day there 
they remained. I went up twice to 
inquire about the details of the concert 
and once to show the squire’s wife a 
copy of my song. Several times, by 
lingering round the gates, I met him 
out with his dogs: and I was as usual 
invited to the Christmas dinner which 
they give annually to their village 
acquaintances On each of these 
managed by laborious 
efforts to bring the conversation round 
to books—twice even to a discussion of 
the works of Kiptine. Not only did 
my books not appear, but I am afraid 
that I alienated several of the village 
families who used to invite me to 


occasions I 


tennis-parties in the summer but who 





now seem to harbour dark suspicions 
of my being a highbrow. 

At last [ plucked up courage and 
went to the Manor demanding my 


books to ‘“‘lend to a sick friend—if | 


you’re sure vou really have finished 
with them.” I brought them home in 
triumph, but since that day they have 
never really settled quite comfortably 
into their places again. They cannot 
forget those five months passed among 
tree-calf, gold toolings and pigskin, in 
an atmosphere of footmen, hothouse 
peaches and opulent cigars. 

I used to feel the same lordly 
weariness myself after my annual 
dinner at the Manor. This year, by 
the way, I was not invited. 

An Impending Apology. 
Those who were unable to meet relatives 
in London were conducted round the Zoo,” 
Report of Choir Outing. 
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Boxer. “ 1’M BACKIN’ MESELF FOR FIFTY QUID TO-NIGHT.” 
Pessimistic Supporter, “Srruta! ‘Oo GAVE YER THE TIP?” 








The Optimist. 





SNAILS on thorns, and even hillsides 
dew-pearled, I can see without undue 
emotion, and I’m not too fond of the 
morning at seven; it is when, as now, 
the almond-blossom illumines dingy 
London gardens that I find myself 
saying, “All’s right with the world.” 

Although it is a punctual annual 
miracle, this roseate irradiation, we 
are never quite ready for it, never 
without new wonder and delight. The 
suddenness of it is not the least of its 
virtues; one day a tree of ordinary 
winter sterility, and the next as 
exotically hued and graceful as though 
an Oriental wizard had waved his wand 
in the night. 

The snowdrop and the crocus are 
harbingers too, and as such are looked 
upon with gratitude and renewed hope ; 
but they lack that caprice and un- 
expectedness which are the almond’s 
special qualities. | Snowdrops and 
crocuses we know will arrive; but 


every almond-tree in bloom is a sur- 
prise, even our own. Our own, yes: 
that also can catch us out; but oddly 
enough the best almond-trees always 
belong to other people, usually 
strangers, and catch and bless the eye 
as we turn the corners of unfamiliar 
streets. Later there will be lilac and 
laburnum and, at any rate in one front- 
garden in Kensington, a magnolia; but 
the year being older then, these will 
not cause our hearts to miss a beat as 
the magical pink flowers do. These 
will not force to utterance the com- 
forting phrase, “All’s right with the 
world,” as the almond-tree does. 

I have been looking into the Encyclo- 
pedia for facts about this lovely thing 
and am astonished to be told that the 
ordinary pronunciation of the word 
almond is ‘‘a-mond.” I cannot remem- 
ber hearing it called thus, although I 
am old enough to have heard “lay- 
lock” for “lilac”; and there is at any 
rate one pedant still living who, at the 
other extreme, always calls one of our 
coins of low denomination a “half- 


clopedia is silent, preferring to lay 


penny.” There are also visitors from 
the other side of the Atlantic who 
persist in referring to the inhabitants 
of North Africa as “A-rabs.” But surely 
the common pronunciation of “al- 
mond” is ‘‘ah-mond,” suppressing the 
“|” altogether; although it is possible 
that the B.B.C. announcers put it in. 

The next fact is that the Latin name 
is Amygdalus communis and that the 
plant belongs to the tribe Prune of 
the natural order Rosacee. Good. It 
is a native of Western Asia, Barbary 
and Morocco, but has been extensively 
distributed over the warm temperate 
region of the Old World. This, although 
no one in his senses would refer to 
London in March as a warm temperate 
region, accounts for its presence here, 
to cheer, comfort and sustain, and to 
convince us that in the course of a few 
weeks the gates of Lord’s and the Oval 
will again open; in short that, despite 
too much evidence to the contrary, 
“ All’s right with the world.” 

But on this characteristic the Ency- 
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emphasis on such extraneous de tails 
as that “‘the fruit is a drupe, having 
a downy outer coat, called the epicarp, 
which encloses the reticulated hard 
stony shell or endocarp.” But who 
cares for the fruit? It is for its blossom 
that we prize the tree, those exquisite 
stars that, to be seen at their best, 
need dark urban backgrounds of bricks 
and mortar. London, in short. The 
French, it is true, in the autumn, 
cutting through the epicarp with sharp 
eat the 
almond voraciously. They are welcome 
to it and to the autumn which yields it. 
My thoughts are with the spring and 
the rightness of the world, as foretold 
and confirmed by the almond-tree’s 
delicate branches bursting into song. 


4 





Pamela parted the curtains which 
shrouded Madame X from the vulgar 
gaze, emerged, and joined me at the 
houp-la stall. 

“Absolutely wonderful!” she said, 
straightening her hat. ‘She told me 
about the sweep.” 

“He’s been up to dirty work ?”’ 

“The Irish Sweep.” 

“There is only one in the 
and he’s Scotch.” 

Pamela sighed. She spoke patiently 
and kindly. ‘‘ Make an effort,” she said. 
“Mrs. Harper and I are sharing a 
ticket in the Irish Hospitals Sweep- 


village 


stake. I suppose even you have heard 
of it?” 

I smiled. 

‘Good! Well, Madame X the 4 eae 


ist, engaged, in defiance of the Vicar’s 
wishes, for the bazaar in aid of the 
Organ Fund, has informed me that I 
am to receive money across the water 
Now do you understand ?”’ 

“T do,” I said. “‘I am surprised at 
you and at Mrs. Harper and at the 
Vicar. Things are getting very lax.” 

I neatly hurled a “houp” over a 
“la” and received my reward—a 
woolly dog with a spinal zip-fastener, 
in which, Pamela subsequently assured 
me, she did not intend to keep her 
nightdress. 

We had retired from the orgy and 
were walking home before we reverted 
to the subject of Madame X. 

“Really she was marvellous,” said 
Pamela. ‘I know for certain lots of it 
was true. She told me to beware of a 
dark woman. You know who that is ? 

“Mrs. Harper, obviously.” 

“Maud Soames. I’m playing her in 
the Medal on Thursday. And that 
wasn’t all. She was absolutely un- 
erring about my character. She said 
I could be led but never driven 
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hall), “Coo, Loox! THEeRE’s CHARLES 








Highly original.” 

“She said that too. And frightfully 
sensitive, quick-tempered—but it ’sover 
in a moment—impulsive, generous to 
a fault, and ” 

‘And credulous to a degree.” 

Pamela seemed wounded. “I’m not 


cynical,” she remarked. 

‘We all have out faults,” I said 
cheerfully. “I, for instance, am ex- 
tremely sensitive. I am also quick- 
tempered 

* You 

Don’t interrupt, Pamela. I was 


about to add that it is over in a 
moment. In addition I am impulsive 
and generous to a fault.” 

Pamela looked at me suspiciously. I 
nodded. ‘I too visited Madame X,” I 


admitted 








Pamela kicked a small stone into | 


she said 


a large puddle. 
after a pause, 


“Anyway,” 


“she told me one thing | 


she can't have told you. She said 
I was going to have two hus- | 
bands.” 

“Congratulations!” I said. “She 


told me I should be married three | 


times.” 
Pamela looked at me _ sharply. 
“You?” she said. “ Ridiculous!” 


She stopped, handed me the woolly 
dog and hastily powdered her nose. 


“The store, where a window was found 
to be smashed, is only a stone's throw from 
the county police headquarters.” 

Liverpool Paper. 
Local police are said to resent the 
innuendo. 
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“] HEAR YOU ARE LEAVING Us, Sik.’ 
“THat 18 80.” 


“In rHat case, Sir, I rrust I MAY HAVE THE PLEASURE 
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OF REMOVING YOU FROM THE PARISH.” 








THERE is a man—you’d know his name, 


Did I divulge it, passing well- 


Whose works have won a power of fame; 


What’s more, they sell. 


Alike from low or lofty brow 
They draw the shekels; not to scoff, 
One pardonably wonders how 
He pulls that off. 


You'll often see them, bound de /uzxe, 
In a long row on a lone shelf; 
Everyone’s read his blesséd books 
Except myself. 


I know not if you question why 
I should set up this private ban, 
But it’s the simple fact that I 
Dislike the man. 


He is not, be it understood, 


One whom men loathe or darkly shun; 


I hear them speak of him as “ Good 
Old Such-an-One ”’ ; 
While women, an eccentric race 
Who eat all novels good and bad, 
Describe him freely to my face 
As quite a lad. 





And when among his devotees 
I hear too oft his praises sung 
I let them babble as they please 
And hold my tongue, 


Knowing that all that they imply, 
All that is urged by friend or fan, 
Is quite beside the fact that I 
Dislike the man. 
Mine is, beyond a doubt, the loss; 
A gift so radiant, so sublime, 
Should put it, as men say, across 
Me in no time: 


His wisdom, once it got a start, 
Might make new lovelinésses bloom 
Both in my head and eke my heart 
(Lord knows there’s room); 


And yet, however sore my need 
May be, and, for that matter, is, 
I shall not, and I will not, read 
That stuff of his. 


Sing as you will his teeming brain, 


Commend him as a powerful writer, 
Unalterably I maintain 


~ The man’s a blighter. Dum-Dum. 
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FROM WESTMINSTER. 
“GENTLEMAN TO SEE YOU, SIR—WITH A LION. 


THE MISSION 
THe FouRER. 


SERVANT. 


ATISHOO! ATISHOO !” 


SEE HIM. 


I CAN’T 


“SAY 
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Impressions of Parliament. 
Synopsis of the Week. 


Monday, March 4th—Commons: De- 
bate on Unemployment. 
Tuesday, March Sth.—Lords: Herring 


Bill considered in Committee. 
Commons: India Bill considered 
in Committee. 


Wednesday, March 6th.—Commons 
India Bill considered in Committee 


Monday, March 4th.—The country 
has many reasons for gratitude to 
Sir Kruvesiey Woop, but it seems 
fairly certain that he will not be 
able to add to the debt by restoring 
the penny post, spectacular as this 
method of celebrating His Masesty's 
Jubilee would be. Heartened by the 
fact that New Zealand has success 
fully returned to a penny basis, Cap 


| tain Macpona.p asked him to-day 





| of its brightest fea.- 


if he had estimated the results of a 
similar experiment, and the answer, 
dashing to the declining art of letter 
writing, was that, allowing for every 
thing, the cost to the revenue would 
be about £6,000,000, That seems final 
The bosoms of our warriors are not, 
alas! to be more colourful on account 
of their latest Expedition. Although, 
as Mr. VyvyYan ADAMS suggested, the 
Saar Expedition may have been one 
of the most beneficent expeditions in 
history, no medal to commemorate 
it is contemplated. Mr. Hackina, had 
he thought of it, might have added 
that, more important than ribbons 


the Saar had given the British soldier 


another opportunity to show how well 

he wears his heart upon his sleeve 
Question-time 

to-day lacked none 





tures. That is to 
say the Duchess of 
ATHOLL fired off a 
couple of Indian 
rounds at Sir Sam 
vEL Hoare, Sir 
Witttam Davison 
succeeded again in 
being embarrassing 
about sweepstakes’ 
correspondence, 
Mr. Jonn WiLMor 
continued to poke 
his nose dangerously 
close to the Pepper 
Pool, and Mr. 
Groves remained 
delightfully inquisi- 
tive on the sahjee 
of vaccination. 
These four columns 
of inquiry are be- 
coming part of the 
architecture at 
Westminster. 


as there was no 


Lory Hamsnam 
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Before the debate began Mr. Lans- 
nuRY took the opportunity of protest- 
ing against the P.M.’s use of the 
objectionable phrase “The National 
Government” in his White Paper on 
Defence. This, he pretended, was a 


(After the parnting by Frank Dicnser.) 


(“The Prowse Minister and the Right Hon. 
Gentleman the Member for Carnarvon are about 
Mr. Lawson.) 


to kies cach other.” 


very alarming statement, it being 
unusual in official documents to de- 
scribe the Government as anything 
but the Government; and Mr. Mac- 
DONALD promised that the curious 
error should not occur again. 






rHE NEW UNEMPLOYED. 


[On Tuesday the House of Lords sat for fourteen minutes, and on Wednesday, 


business, they did not ait.) 





Loup Powsonpy ann Loro Reavina. 


There was little fresh in the ensuing 
debate on unemployment, the Oppo- 
sition insisting along the usual aes 
that the Government had failed hope- 
lessly to deal with the situation. Mr. 
LAWSON waxed temporarily merry over 

the rapprochement between Churt 

and Chequers, picturing the respective 
hianehelions cementing their politi- 
cal union with a kiss; Sir Herserr 

SaMUEL directed some deadly criti- 

cism at Mr. Lansevry’s shifting posi- 

tion over the Means Test, and urged 

Members to go and see the play, Love 

on the Dole, if they wanted to know 

what unemployment meant; Mr. 

LANSBURY was eloquent but unprac- 

tical; while for the Government the 

MINISTER once again described the 

recovery which he said the Opposition 

had never referred to until they had 
been able to say that it was coming 
to an end, and Mr. Tuomas gave the 

Opposition formidable chastisement 

for their most recent distortions of 

the truth. 


Titled Leisure. 


Tuesday, March Sth.—War Lords 
held the floor during the few brief 
minutes for which the Upper House 
assembled on Tuesday. Theit pur- 
poses, however, were not aggres- 
sively militant—the Unper-Secre- 
TARY-OF-STATE being content to 

move that the words “and of kipper- 
ing”’ should be left out of paragraph g 
of Clause 3 of the Herring Industry 
Bill, and “kippering and processing” 
be substituted. Lord HAILsHaM, even 
less belligerent, merely suggested mildly 
that as there was 
“i 6no business on the 
Order Paper for to- 
morrow the House 
might adjourn for 
a well-earned rest | 
until Thursday. No 
one opposing this 
suggestion their 
Lordships returned 
to their castles in 
good time fora cup 
of tea 
Mr. CHURCHILL is 
able, on his day, to 
raise a greater head 
of inspired witti- 
cisms than anyone 
else in the House, 
but at the moment 
he is trying them 
too hard in his 
efforts to embarrass 
the Government 
over the India Bill. 
This is the more 
surprising because 
cilia in the Com- 
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“Yps, I'm sorry, MY DEAR; I op PROMISE TO BRING A PARROT, BUT THIS WAS THE NEAREST I COULD GET. AND IT 


WAS THE ONLY ONE LEFT.” 


THE LAST DODO. 
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mittee stage he appeared content not 
to be merely obstructive. To-day, 
brandishing parts of The Morning Post, 
he tried to make out that he had got 
hold of yet another reason for deferring 
consideration of the Federal Clauses, 
in the shape of a report of speeches by 
Sir Akpak Hypart and Sir Rama- 
swam! Aryar which disclosed funda- 
mental objections to the Bill. He asked 
if this report was authentic. 

Sir SamuEL Hoare replied that Mr. 
CHURCHILL had made the same speech 
three times and had been answered 
three times. He would answer him for 
a fourth time: that the latest advices 
from India confirmed what he (Sir 
SaMUEL) had already told the House, 
namely, that amendments could be 
found to satisfy the Princes. As to the 
report in The Morning Post, he had no 
means of {udging what had occurred 
at a confidential meeting where no 
shorthand notes had been taken. After 
Sir Wittiam Davison had supported, 
and Mr. Isaac Foor had basted, Mr. 
CHURCHILL, the motion was withdrawn. 

In the subsequent debate a Labour 
Amendment to remove the financial 











safeguards was flung out. 





Wednesday, March 6th.—Herr Hrr- 
LER’S cold was the subject of a certain 
amount of ribaldry in the Commons 
this afternoon. Sir JoHn Smon ex- 
plained that the FUHRER had grown 
very hoarse as a result of the jollifica- 
tions in the Saar, but that their meeting 
would take place at a later date. Mr. 
LANSBURY protested against what -he 
thought was the tactlessness of issuing 
the White Paper on Defence at this 
moment, and Mr. Cocks scored a laugh 
by suggesting that Sir Jonn should 
take the opportunity of going to 
Moscow, where they had by no means 
lost their voices. 

The main Indian debate to-day arose 
from Mr. Isaac Foor’s Amendment to 
substitute direct election to the Federal 
Assembly, which, as he pointed out, 
had been voted to India fourteen years 
ago and, originally supported by the 
Covernment of India and the Srcre- 
TARY OF State, had been incorporated 
in the White Paper. 

Sir Austen CHAMBERLAIN followed 
him and made the sound point that 
democratic representation was a true 
reflection of the views of the people, 
which could hardly be achieved by 





direct election in a constituency the 
size of Scotland and lacking her com- 
munications. Only by indirect election 
could real responsibility be established, 
After Mr. Morcan Jones had been re- 
strained from discussing the confi- 
dences of the Joint Select Committee, 
Colonel Wepawoop stood up like @ 
man and described how he had come 
to see the errors of the direct method. 
Sir Herspert SAMUEL then reiterated 
the Liberals’ view. In_ reply, Sit 
Samuet Hoare said that he had 
changed his mind about this question 
more than once, but he now backed 
indirect election because (1) it simpli- 
fied the Constitution ; (2) it made closer 
contact between Provinces and Centre; 
and (3) it gave a more stable Centre. 

So Mr. Foor’s Amendment was de- 
feated. 





Our Back-Benon Wuo's Wuo. 





Lady Astor 

Is a past-mastor 

Of snappy interjecs ; 

About the general thraldom of 
her sex. 
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Kultur. 


Typical englisch Conversations for nordic Students 
(Made in Germany.) 


XIX.—A RuBBrRe. 


Lord Smith. I have just learnt some contraction bridge. 
What about a rubbre, eh? 

Viscount Brown, Nota bad idea, I will say! But a fourth 
must be party to the scheme. 

Lord Robinson. Well, here is Earl Hopkins. 
participate. 

Lord Smith. Holla, Earl Hopkins! What if you were to 
be one of us for a rubbre ? 

Earl Hopkins. Charming! I should esteem it a dignity 
to take hand. I am ever so sly at the game. Forwards, 
commence! Slice the pack, each one, so that we shall tell 
who with whom shall take sides and who be first at deal. 

Viscount Brown. There! Earl Hopkins strives with Lord 
Smith as assistant and I with Lord Robinson. I distribute. 

[He distributes. 

Lord Smith. Ei! I have a pretty show! Look out, my 
good chaps, I hanker after a Greater Slem! 

Viscount Brown. But it is not your place to initiate. It 
is to me. Before I reveal what I wisch to say I must 
distinguisch between the quik tricks and the dead. 

Earl Hopkins. Get busi! Be some more nimble about it. 

Viscount Brown. I choose the suite of spades and contract 
up to three. 





He shall 


Ne 




















OLD 











COMRADES. 


Earl Hopkins. Counter! 
Lord Robinson. Re-counter! 
Lord Smith. My aunt! This will never do by any means, | 
[ declare gamebid in no-trumpfs. | 

Viscount Brown. Go along with you! How tiresome, 
really! I can say nothing at the moment but will await | 
developments. 

Earl Hopkins. Six glubs! 

Lord Robinson. Oh, my! Fancy! 

Lord Smith. Greater Slem in glubs! 

[All give this the go-by. 
I to give first? I throw the knafe of 
diamants. {Lord Smith at once throws on the queen 

Earl Hopkins (iresomely). Ei! Of what do you think? 
You can do no such thing as this! You are the Dumbo! 

Lord Smith. Eh? 

Earl Hopkins. You are he who deposits his cards on the 
table and takes part no more except to pass a remarque 
such as “Not having a few hearts, partner?” should I fail 
to follow the suite. 

Lord Smith. Goodness me! Some game indeed, where one 
is left in the cold and has no fun at all, while all the other 
three conduct the sport alone! I do not wisch to be 
Dumbo, 

Earl Hopkins. Do not turn crusti, milord. For your part 
you must be Dumbo. See to it! 

Lord Smith. Well, 1 suppose I must do the necessary! 
But had I known, then not I to have called Greater Slem 
in glubs. 


a 
| 


Lord Robinson. 
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At the Play. 


“Mrs. Noppy Crark”™ (ComEpy). 


Tue moral of this play is that it 
would be a great kindness to the women 
of our race and equally to the outposts 
of Empire to found a Bureau where the 
one could be fully informed about the 
other before sailing thence in wedlock. 

I think such an institution might 
even show a profit. Take the case of 
the Hon, Miss A., who arrives at the 
Bureau with the confidential admission 
that she has been offered a half- 
share in a £1,200-a-year exist- 
ence in a place called Wolly- 
pooplah, and the nominal five- 
guinea fee ready in her hand 
She would first be shown a 
series of photogra ry of bunga- 
lows which would open her 
sophisticated eyes to Wolly- 
pooplan standards of comfort 
and décor ; she would then listen 
for an hour to a sound-strip 
recorded in the Wollypooplan 
Club; and finally an expert would 
explain to her the significance 
of the rainfall figures and 
other climatic eccentricities. 
Fewer girls might go East, but 
far fewer marriages would go 
West. 

Or so | gather from Mr 
Murray Macponatp and Mr 
GitBerRtT LENNOX, whose sad 
and illuminating story is about 
a young English actress who 
marries into a hearty philistine 
English community in Burma 
and finds the going too heavy 
for her. 

Everyone tries to be kind, 
but when on her arrival Anne 
is presented by the wag of the 
party with a celluloid baby and 
this is generally conceded to be 
a peak point in the annals of 
Sanpyu humour, when her mod- 
ernist painting is presumed to 
be hung upside-down and her 
natural desire to stroll about the vill- 
age and see what Burma is like is 
strongly curbed as unsuitable in a 
white woman, she realises for the first 
time what she is up against, and that 
the conventions of pyu are crystal- 
lised and reflected in her decent down. 
right husband. They are both fairly 
reasonable people, but their characters 
have set in different moulds, and 
without meaning it they hurt each other 
very much, His assumption, in com- 
mon with the rest of the ish colony 
(and, I think, with the audience), that 
her excursions with an attractive doctor 


who happens to speak her | are 
decreasingly platonic hurts most 





Anthony Lynton, M.D, 
Nobby Clark . . 
Anne Taylor . 


and leads to a number of tense situa- 
tions, out of which in the end their 
marriage successfully resolves itself. 
Life at Sanpyu, closely resembling 
life in the mixed bar of any golf-club 
in this country on a wet day, is skil- 
fully and humorously drawn in detail, 
each character complete and immedi- 
ately recognisable in the Anglo-Indian 
gallery, the ladies of Sanpyu at bridge 
being particularly funny. Mr. TYRONE 
Gurnrie’s production is most com- 
mendable; he has handled his little 
groups of chatterers and drinkers in 





NOBBY 


TURNS NASTY. 
. Mr. 


such a happy manner that their pro- 
longed appearances on the stage, 
instead of holding up the action, con- 
tinually drive in the wedge of un- 
sympathy between Anne and her 
husband. 

The sincerity of Miss Marte Ney’s 
acting is always a pleasure to watch, 
but the part of Anne demands a rather 
wider emotional range and greater 
fluency than she possesses; her re- 
straint, which at first seems a virtue, 
comes to savour a little of rigidity as 
the tempo of the play is worked up. 
Mr. Cect, Parker plays admirably 
the easier part of the husband, and as 
the Doctor Mr. Barry Jonxs is com 
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Barry Jones. 
. Mr, Creer Parker. 
. Miss Marie Ney. 
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promising and worth it. The best of 
several delightful minor portraits are 
Miss Evttor Mason’s she-dragon of 
Sanpyu Society, Miss Esmé Cuvron’s | 
understanding Mrs. Greyson, Misa} 
Puytiis Morrts’s delicious little} 
Cockney fish-out-of-water and Mr, 
Percy WaALsn’s resounding life-and. | 
soul-of-the-party. 

A play well worth a visit. 








Erte. 


“Henry IV.,” Parr I. (His Masesty’s), | 
For the tired business-man—always, | — 
however erroneously, supposed to con. | — 
stitute the bulk of a theatre 
audience—a SHAKESPEARE his. 

torical play should surely be the 

perfect antidote. He may take 


he will not be too severely 
wrought upon. 
will be aroused, but not unbear. 
ably so. The pageantry, which 
thrills by its appea! to the 
knight-errant latent in him, 
serves also as a reminder that 
the whole affair is, after all, only 
a play for his entertainment, | 
King Henry [V . is particularly 
satisfying in this way. We can 
take it allin our stride. It isa 
little perturbing perhaps to find 
one’s sympathies so completely 
on the defeated side —/rinee 
Henry (a medieval Sir Perey 
Blakeney who changes from @ 
foppish rakehell to a warrior of 
superlative doughtiness alniost 
in the sounding of a tucket) is 


to sway us over to the King’s 
side against such men as Douglas 
and Hotspur. But even there one 
can extract a kind of eleventh 
hour consolation from the tr- 
umph of “anointed majesty.” 

There is also, it is only fair te 
warn tired business-men, some 
rather good poetry in this play, 
but it is presented too un 
trusively to occasion active fe 
sentment. 

Out of the curious medley of scenes, 
nineteen in all, which compose the 
play, two struck one in their different 
ways as pre-eminently good — the 
second of the two set in the Boar's Read 
Eastcheap, and that at the Arch 
deacon’s House, Bangor. The latter 8] _ 
in any case one of SHAKESPEARE’S | — 
masterpieces, A beautiful setting, 
really sensitive production and _ first 
class acting, sack as were given to it 
at His Majesty’s, make it irresistible. 
EpmMunbD WILLARD, whose [Hotspur was 
a splendidly virile and convincing 
character, and Lewis Casson, as (len | 
dower, played this scene in a way 
I do not think could have been bet 

" : a se a 








his seat in full confidence that} 


His emotions ee! 


too self-centred and calculating} 
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little Welsh song charmingly 


At the Boar’s Head absurdity the 


audience laughed in a way it would 
have done the author (who did not 


| appear) good to hear. It was here, I 


think, that we all became convinced 
of Mr. Ropry’s real triumph as Fal- 


| staff. If SHAKESPEARE realised how 


| 


funny Falstaff’s speech as the mock 


| King Henry addressing his son could 


be, then one can only surmise that 
he must have had in mind some- 
body very like Rosgry to deliver it. 
At the beginning of the play, | 


| confess, one felt a touch of uneasi- 


| ness about Falstaff. It did not seem 
| quite right, perhaps not quite de- 
| cent, that this kind of thing should 
| be going on in a SHAKESPEARE play 


| twenty-fifth of the month. 


| isseverely practical. Do not, 
| if you can possibly avoid it, 
| become an office typist, and 
| whatever you do, avoid be- 
| coming head typist. 
| erine 
| ForpRED) has made both mis- 
| takes, and what is the result ¢ 


| joying what looks like being 
| a love-affair, and it is her first. 


| nick Barr), a young and 
| downright American actor, 


But as the character—Mr. Ropey’s 
presentation of it rather—grew upon 
one it became increasingly and ever 


| more hilariously certain that this 


was the way it should be presented 
A happy, rolling, rascally Falstaff 
this—a clown first and last, as his 
author surely meant him to be 
Great fun for us—and, I think, for 
Mr. Ropery. 

For the rest, Mr. Joun Drink. 
WATER gives a lesson in clear enun- 
ciation as the King, and Mr. Par- 
kick Wapptneton plays Prince 
Henry with great spirit. The ex- 
cellent playing of many of the 


| minor parts contributes greatly to 
| the enjoyment of a very valiant 
evening. 


The rest of the acts of HENRY THE 
Fourtn and all that he did (commonly 
known as Part I.) are to be revealed to 
the public at the Old Vic as from the 
H. FL E 


“Summer's Lease” 
(VAUDEVILLE). 


The moral of Summer’ s Lease 


Kath.- 
iss Doricr 


Boden { 
That at thirty-five she is en- 
Pat- 


Tony Cornell (Mr. 


comes to the office of Trevor 
and Co. to invest, but re- 


| mains to embark on a senti- 
| mental flirtation with Kath- 


erine. Their link is the 
theatre, for Katherine has 
cherished ambitions and 


PUNCH, or 


And Miss Noran ConTon sang her 


SENIOR 


James Marks 
Katherine Boden 





manuscripts through the whole of the fif- 


teen years since poverty made her leave 
the Academy of Dramatie Art. We see 


her ship come home at last, for her play 
is produced with Tony for chief actor. 





Wer cavucnur 
COMING 


A GLIMPSE OF THE REAL Rosey 
THROUGH THE FALsTarr. 


But there are thirteen years between 
them. It is too much, and the authoress 
is quite clear whose fault it all is; Trevor 
and Co. are to blame. The office life in 
Trevor and Co., Stock-brokers, in whose 





PARTNER ENJOYING 


SUCCESS 





HIS SECRETARY'S 


Mr. Wyxpuam Gotpre. 
. Miss Dontce Forprep. 
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modest. premises— ~ they are frankly 
not much of a firm—the whole action 
is laid, is painted with a vindictive 
verisimilitude which suggests pent-up 
personal experience. Sometimes there 
is a note of caricature. Mr. Marks, 
the senior partner (Mr. Wywnp- 
HAM Go.pre), callous and self-cen- 
tred and a bully, became too much 
even for Mr. Gotptr’s artistic real- 
ism when he treated the writing 
of a successful play as a serious 
offence which he could barely over- 
look. But the typists—and we 
vend a good deal of our time in 

their room, listening to the gossip 
which Mr. Marks 

or stop—are admirably drawn; the 
prim and priggish Adith Clane 
(Miss JOAN Hie *KSON), the frankly 
uninterested and affianced Daphne 
Walker (Miss Dorts GrumMore), and 
the new girl, Nancy Mears (Miss 
HELEN VAYNE) are vivid foils to 
each other and to the office-boy 
(Mr. Doveias Emery), that over- 
cheerful slopper of tea. Mrs. Mears, 
the mother of Nancy, who accom- 
panies her on her search for a job, 

is a cameo character-study in which 
Miss MARGARET WaTSON shines very 


happily 

Mr. Joun Fernap’s production 
has followed the principle of build- 
ing one set of scenery, with upstairs 
and downstairs offices. When the 
the scene is downstairs the typists’ 
room above is screened off. But 
during the scenes upstairs the whole 
of the lower offices are visible, empty 
in a gloomy half-light, which des- 
troys the illusion that the characters 
in the typists’ office have to build up— 
that their angry chiefs are below, send- 
ing for them every other 

minute. We know better, 
But this blemish and a 
certain weakness in the in- 
terest of the play, which 
makes each Act largely a 
series of clever character- 
sketches, leave the evening 
a memorable one all the 
same, for everything can be 
condoned in a play which 
gives Miss Doric ForpREep 
cat scope. She is seldom 
off the stage, and she is 
throughout completely con- 
vincing as the girl who has 
served unworthy masters 
only too faithfully and for 
too long. Particularly in her 
restrained poignancy at the 
end, but triumphantly all 
through a wide range of 
difficult acting, she gives a 
truly magnificent perform- 

ance DW. 
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As Others Hear Us. 


The Mine of Information. 
| “Do let me give you some tea, Mr. 
| Phank.” 


| “Thanks—thanks. I'm so much 
| interested in the pattern on this china. 
| I've met it before.” 


“I'm afraid it’s quite ordinary.” 

“Ah, yes. In a sense it’s ordinary 

enough. I grant you that. But I don't 

know if you realise that this particular 
pattern is actually a debased form of 
the old pattern used by the Picts and 

Seots on certain cookery utensils.” 

“ Oh really? That’s terribly interest- 
ing. 
“It’s very well known to anti- 
quarians, I may say it’s Teas 
| the best known of all A. 
the old designs. When 
1 say old, you under- 
stand, I’m speaking 
comparatively only.” 

“ Of course.” 

“Some of the Greek 
designs, naturally, are 
' much older. Or the 
| Persian.” 

“Yes, naturally. The 
key- pattern. Do you 
| like brown bread -and - 
| butter, or these while 
' they're hot?” 
| “The key-pattern, 
_ oddly enough, is often 
| quite mistakenly attri- 
buted to—— Thanks.” 

“Have two, they 're so 
small.” 

“Thank you. I see 
you believe, as 80 many 
people do, in the superi- 
ority of brown bread 
| over white. In point = ne 
| of fact there’s a good deal of false 
thinking on that point. The effect of 
white bread upon the digestive system 
is far less deleterious than is supposed. 
I was discussing the whole question with 
a medical man just the other day, and 
he took precisely the view that I do 
myself.” 

“Really? How very interesting! 
You know—talking of doctors—that 
poor Mrs, Fleet has got her children 
down with measles?” 

“ Ah, so much depends on the after- 
care in measles, It is a very common 
| error to suppose that a child recovering 
| from measles may be kept quiet with 
| a book. The eyes, on the contrary, 
| should be most carefully protected. ‘I 
remember a dear old friend of mine 
} 








asking my advice on that very point. 
I wert him in three words.” 
, _" You're not eating anything, Mr. 
| Plunk! Won't you——?” - 





\ 


“Thanks. My answer was given in 
three words.” 

“ Or some cake?” 

“Simply three words. I said: ‘Give 
them plasticine.’” 

“ What a good idea!” 

“ Actually, the instinct for modelling 
well-known objects, however roughly, is 
one of the most primitive in existence. 
I have been struck by it on several 
occasions during my travels in different 
foreign countries. I remember once in 
Siam—many years ago——” 

“ Do forgive me, Mr. Plunk, but I’m 
afraid that’s the telephone— Hallo! 
Yes, speaking.” 

“ T was travelling with a good deal 
of photographic apparatus. It was long 
before the days of cinematograph, of 








“Trat’s Venice!” 
“Goop Lorp! I NEARLY WENT THERE LAST MONTH.” 


course, but I made one or two very 
interesting little experiments——” 

“Really? Yes, J want two more books 
from my list, please.” 

“It’s really a most curious and very 
little realised fact that the reflection of 
light in certain cases x: 

“Oh, do forgive me, Then in that 
case send me a good detective story, 
please. That new one, called ‘ Weed- 
Killer,’ would do.” 

“Do you know, it’s really quite 
strange that you should have men- 
tioned that book. No, I haven’t read 
it, but I happen to know a good deal 
about it and about the case on which 
it’s founded. It’s a very, very moot 
point whether the author is ‘legally 
entitled to some of the material used 
in that story.” 

“Oh, really? Thank you. Good-bye. 
Do forgive me, Mr. Plunk.” 

“Not at all—not at all. The legal 
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aspect of the question is really desery. 
ing of a little attention. It hi a 
oddly enough, on a statute that wag | 
in existence at the time of Kiyg) 
Eapnerr.” ee 
‘“Eopert? Fancy!” 
“You probably remember the v 


singular state of the law when Ecpert | _ 


first came to the throne!” 

“Well, I’m not sure. Did you say 
when he first came to the throne?” 

“Within the first twelvemonth of | — 
his reign, at allevents. And by a really | 
remarkable coincidence an almost! 
exactly similar state of affairs prevails 
in the northern part of Greenland to 
this very day.” 

“Not really?” 

“T assure you that it isso. You may} — 

eg have seen a letter of | 

mine in the paper on} 

that very subject some 
months ago over the 
signature ‘ HumILiras,’” 

“I’m afraid | missed | 
it. I can’t think how,” 

“Ah! Your saying 
that confirms a very 
long-standing dictum of 
my own. The lay-outof 
most of our daily papers 
is wrong from start to 
finish. Badly conceived, 
badly arranged and 
~ | badly carried out.” 

“Oh, dear! Let me 
give yousome more tea,” 

“Thanks. 1 don't 
know if you're at all 
interested in the history 
of printing?” 

“Caxton——" 

“Ah! That’s a very 
popular fallacy. Now 
you, quite probably, are 

‘ under the not uncommon 
delusion that Caxton was the inventor 
of printing. You would be surprised 
if i were to tell you what a number 
of people hold that view, compa 
erroneous though it is. Personally, 
attribute the error——” 

“Oh, I’m so sorry! But would you 
think me terribly rude if I left you for 
a moment? I’ve just remembered that 
[ must catch the post before it goes.” 

‘Please—please. Remind me when 
you come back to give you some rather 
interesting facts about the new ait 
mail. I was going into the question 
very fully only the other day and got 
together quite a number of statistics. 
I can't help thinking you'd be very 
much interested.” E. M. D. 











“ Awaiting situations. Welsh Generals 
Wales.”—Advt. in Paper. 


No doubt awaiting Mr. LLoyp Groran’s 
return to the Cabinet. 























“WHY ARB THEY ALL CryYING?” 
“Tom B's cryIn’ Cos '® FELL AND 'URT 'ISSELF, BABY 'S CRYIN’ ‘COS SHE'S CUTTIN' 
SHE AIN'T GOT NOTHINK TO CRY FOR AT ALL.” 


























Cloud Shapes in March. 


(Only to be read by Scotchmen, please.) 


WueEn winter days are put to flight, 


And ilka gloaming brings more light, 


When winds have lost their boreal bite, 
The hameless clan 

Gangs swinging by from dawn to night, 
Blust’ring yet gran’. 


But fegs! March clouds tak’ cantrip shapes 
Great snaw-capped bens and craggy capes, 


Dour Arctic scenes an’ desert scapes, 
Lochan and reef, 

Wi’ lang nebbed kelpies, deils and apes 
Past man’s belief. 


Whiles too there's grumphies in the sky, 
A map of France wi’ Spain foreby, 
Robustious bairns, a face awry 

Or lowpin’ hares 
Chasing great herds o’ legless kye 

Doon some loon’s stairs 


Or syne, ye 'll see bronze ships asail, 
Dragons maybe wi'oot a tail, 
A yowe, a puddock, or a whak 

Yet thon’s no half; 
An’, och! yin time I see'd a snail 
Fechting a calf. 








Yet of them all I think the best 

Are thon great muckle clouds than rest 

(Cream an’ blue shadowed) in the west; 
An’, folks, I hold 

They ‘re fairer still when’er their crest 
Is lit wi’ gold. 


A Toor, nut Liz & JUST SWANK-— 











People in “Punch.” 


Included with the next issue will be 
found a Coloured Cartoon of the Right 
Hon, J. H. Thomas, Hon. D.C.L. Oxford, 
Hon. LL.D. Cambridge, Secretary of 
State for the Colonies in the Labour 
Government of 1924, Lord Privy Seal 
and Minister of Employment in the 
Labour Government of 1929-30, and 
Secretary of State for the Dominions 
since 1930. Otherwise “ Jim.” 
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Interlude en Route. 
Tue crash brings us racing out of our 


houses in wild alarm. From the noise 

we expect to find the twisted wreckage 
of an air-liner at least; but when we 
| arrive on the scene we see the local 


fire-engine, complete with its glittering 


_ erew, nestling on a bed of roses in a 


neighbouring . The unfortunate 
abun aah apa re whoa 
door, apparen ting for breath. 

It wal nobody's fault, the Superin- 
tendent tells us. An act of Providence 
locked the steering as they rounded the 
corner, and the brick wall, although it 
did its best, was not strong enough to 
check their impetus. 

Well, he ought to know; he was 
driving. 

We recall that only a few weeks 
since Providence sent the engine vid 
a plate-glass window into a grocer’s 
shop, and as the wheel was in the same 
skilled hands at the time, we wonder 


| whether Providence dislikes the engine 


or the Superintendent. As ratepayers. 
we feel entitled to know. 

In the meantime. however, there is 
a fire somewhere. 

The householder finds his voice and 
begins to speak to the Brigade in a 
rather unclean manner. Those of us 
who are privileged to hear his address 
cannot help feeling that he is being 
unreasonable. We appreciate his mis- 
fortune keenly, but toimply, as he does, 
that the Brigade has come out with the 
deliberate intention of punching half-a- 
ton of bricks over his garden and spoil- 
ing his rose-trees strikes us as a childish 
display of peevishness. Our Brigade 


| does these things, we admit, but not 
aa eng sese 
I 


1¢ ©Superintendent — distinguish- 


_ able from the rest of the Brigade by 
_ the absence of a helmet and the loud- 
_ ness of his voice—replies crisply. 


What's done, he says, can’t be undone, 
and it’s no use fighting against 
Providence. He speaks with the auth- 


_ ority of one who has tried frequently 
_ and failed. Moreover, the damage is 
| not entirely one-sided. The Brigade 
| is all shook 
| has burst “es cer and he himself has 
| got a nasty bulge in his cigarette-case. 
, And, furthermore, there is a fire some- 


up; one of its members 


where demanding their immediate 


| attention. 


| 


| majestically it moves backwards. 


The Brigade inspect their ine 
and, finding it still in working onder. 
loudly acclaim their Superintendent's 
skill, Few fellers, they tell us, could 
have taken it (kenge a brick wall 
without even bursting a tyre. They 
leap to their places and slowly and 





But Providence has not finished with 
the Superintendent. It — his 
vision, and to a chorus of advice and 
sympathetic exclamations from his 
faithful crew he misses the opening he 
made as he came in and slaps a shower 
of bricks into the road this time. With 
a remark that makes even the Brigade 
blush he takes it back into the garden 
and comes to rest amongst the rose- 
trees again. Flecks of foam appear on 
the unhappy owner's lips. 

The Superintendent jumps down and 
takes his bearings. He tells his crew to 
keep their highly-decorated mouths 
shut. Their blasted yapping puts him 
off. Only Alf must speak, he says, 
indicating a plethoric individual at the 
rear. > 
Once more the engine comes gliding 
backwards, but Alf the pilot, facing the 
opposite way to the driver, forgets that 
his right is the Superintendent's left, 
and, a second too late, makes a des- 
perate effort to remedy matters with 
a reference to port and starboard. An- 
other jarring crash, followed by the 
inevitable shower of bricks, and the 
engine returns to the garden; but its 
fulminating driver, evidently thinking 
the bed of roses has had enough, takes 
it into a clump of bushes for a change. 
The householder, having used all the 
words he knows, is reduced to mere 
animal noises. 

The Superintendent stands up. He 
appears to be muttering incantations 
—possibly to Providence. Something 
about his writhing features tells us 
that this time he means business, and 
we stand well clear. 

There is a roar from the engine and 
the scarlet-and-brass monster leaps 
convulsively out of the bushes. Crash- 
ing and lurching, it plunges into the 
road, bringing with it selections from 
the shrubbery and part of the gate- 
post. An involuntary and subdued 
cheer bursts from us. 

The bell clangs warningly ; the over- 
heated Superintendent relieves his 
feelings at the expense of his gears, 
and the Brigade dashes gallantly away 
to learn—ten minutes before we do— 


that the blazing chimney has tired of 


waiting for them and gone out by 
itself. 





For Parents and Sponsors. 


Fasnions in so-called Christian 
names are constantly changing, and 
the revulsion from the ornate and 
romantic Victorian style to the homely 
types now in vogue has not escaped 
the notice of recent students of nomen- 
clature. Ermyntrude, Doris and Gladys 
are conspicuous by their absence from 
recent entries in Burke or Debrett, and 





the wonderful contribution of + x 
house of DySART seems to have ex. 
hausted itself in the effort which pro. | 
duced “Lyulph Ydwallo Odin Nestor | 
Egbert Lyonel Toedmag Hugh Erch. 
enwyne Saxon Esa Cromwell Orma 
Nevill Dysart Plantagenet Tollemache. 
Tollemache.” This august fi 
specialised in variations of Lionel, first 
worn by an ancestor in the early six. 
teenth century, viz., Lyonel, Lyulph, 
Leo, Leone, Lyonulph, Lyona, Lyonesse, } 
Lyonella and Lyonetta. Confronted by 
such feats, to quote the words of the 
old version of the Psalms, “imagina. 
tion’s widest stretch in wonder dies 
away.” 

But this achievement beggars com- 
petition, and it is not my object te 
encourage it but rather to make @ 
few modest suggestions to parents and 
sponsors for relieving the drab mon- | 


otony of life by drawing upon hitherte |” 
untapped sources. Revivals of old or} 
classical names are to be deprecated. | 


Names are omens and there is always: ce. 
the danger that people may be tempted 


to live up or down to them. To call} 


a girl Locusta, for example, might} 
expose her to the temptation of | 
indulging in toxicological! experiments, 
Yet I admit that there are instances} ~ 
on record of people who have} ” 


triumphed over the initia! handicap of } = 


a name inspiring formidable expecta. | 
tion. Witness the career of the} 
American politician who was saddled | ~ 
at birth with the name of LORENZO DE 
Mepici Swet, but ultimately achieved 
an eminence recognised in the erection 
of a statue to his memory in one of the 


chief cities of the State of which he was} | 


a distinguished ornament. And here | — 
it is worth recording that the current | 
number of The Poetry Magazine con- 
tains a review of the first volume of 
a young American poet who rejoices 
in the name of Kimpact FLaccus. 
Homer is widely known as a surname 
in the States, but I have not until now 
come across evidence of the naturali- 
sation of the Sabine bard. 

But We have not to go so far a8 
America for examples of the revival of 
ancient or historical names. In_ his 
fascinating work on the romance of 
names, Professor WEEKLEY notes the 
occurrence of Hannibal in Cornwall. 
He mentions the possibility of its hav- 
ing been introduced by Carthaginian 
sailors, but admits that the alterna- 
tive form of Honeyball points to @ 
different origin. 

In this context it may be noted that 
Biblical names are not so frequently 
chosen as they used to be in the time | — 
of the Commonwealth or even in more | — 
recent years. They were not always | — 
appropriate. The late Sir GEORGE} ~ 
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GROVE used to tell a story of a grave 
stone on which, with pathetic incon 
gruity, was inscribed the words “ Sacred 
to the memory of Methuselah Perry 
aged 12 months.” Some years ago | 


| read in a parish magazine the announce- 


ment of a marriage in which the bride 
bore the name of Aholibamah, after 
the wife of Esav. 

But to quit retrospect for practical! 
suggestion, I should like to put in a 
plea for a wider recourse to the 
treasure-house of natural history for 
new and inspiring names, Precious 
stones have been exhausted, and 
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flowers have lost much of their fresh- 
ness, though I have never yet come 
across a lady called Wistaria, which 
strikes me a euphonious and in- 
triguing appellation. But vegetables 
have been totally neglected. I admit 
that some of them, ¢.g., parsnip, turnip, 


as 


sprouts, onion, are not exactly re- 
dolent of romance, but what about 
shalot, a name immortalised as the 
home of the enigmatic heroine of 


TENNYSON’S most famous lyric? And 
salsify seems to me a pleasing and ele- 
gant variant of the now popular Sally 
From vegetable to fruit the transition is 


A OUT ACROSS THIS FIELD! 
You'LL LIKELY cCaToH THE 6.15, 


easy, and here I would urge the claims 
of nectarine, aubergine and cherimoya. 

We have long been taught that there 
are “books in the running brooks.” 
We have not perhaps recognised that 
there are also many names of rivers, 
small and large, eminently suitable for 
personal nomenclature. Avon has been 
so used, but the lesser streams are 
more fertile in suggestion, such as the 
Lune (in spite of the sinister impli- 
cation of its Crook) and the Mimram, 
which seems to me a perfect name for 
bright young persons of either sex. 

C. L. G. 
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“THAT ROTTEN OLD MAP’S NO GOOD. WHy ON EARTH DON’T YOU 4sK SOMEBODY?” 











Our Booking-Office. 
(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 


India in a Nutshell. 

Now that the political battle over India has been won, 
the Marquis of ZeTLaND’s book, Steps Towards Indian 
Home Rule (HutTcHtnson, 5/-), arrives on the scene a little 
too late to swing any votes. The distinguished author has 
himself played a large part in the innumerable conferences 
and committees which at last resulted in the India Bill. 
He has had the happiness of “ seeing the experience of his 
judgment.” The studiously moderate views of his party 
have commended themselves to a large majority and, as 





_ one reads this book, one is satisfied that the majority, in 


this case at least, is not wrong. In 128 pages are included 
a chapter of early history and a reasonably full account of 


| the developments of the last twenty years. The whole 
| forms an excellent handbook to the Indian question. The 


only criticism I have to offer is that the platform-manner 


| sometimes tends to displace the literary. 


The Youngest Lord Chancellor. 

In Frederick Edwin, Earl of Birkenhead : The Last Phasé 
(Burrerwortu, 21/-) a very distinguished piece of work 
has been brought to a worthy conclusion. As a filial 
biographer the second Earl of BrrkENHEAD must hence- 
forth be ranked with Mr. Winston Cuvurcat.t, his father’s 
friend. The interest of his matter is sustained throughout, 
while his treatment of such salient occasions as the CasE- 





MENT trial and the Lords’ debate on the Irish Treaty is 
finely dramatic. His admiration for his subject, which is 
discriminating and never fulsome in expression, is not only 
natural but justified. That a man so vivid, so trenchant in 
speech and admittedly so arrogant should make enemies 
was inevitable; but “F. E.” won the affection as well as 
the esteem of some of the most notable of his contemporaries. 
“It was possible to be acquainted with him, and to dislike 
him intensely,” wrote Sir AustEN CHAMBERLAIN; “it was 
impossible to know him, and not love him.” He has been 
called a political adventurer. So were CHaTHaM and 
CanyineG and Disrak.t; and it is to be remarked that such 
men, who have seemed to be moved mainly by personal 
ambition, have often been of far greater use to their fellows 
than the most high-minded and disinterested of doctrinaires. 
Certainly one cannot read Lord BrrKENHEAD’s famous 
speech on divorce reform without recognising not only a 
brilliant orator but a statesman both realistic and humane. 


A Lasting Spring. 

There are certain fictitious characters who end by 
acquiring a sort of immortal momentum, a vitality proper 
to themselves, not a mere concession of their public’s 
memory. Take Pickwick or Tartarin; you would never be 
surprised to hear of their starting off on new adventures 
with the superabundant zest of the old Eatanswill or 
Tarascon days. And so in a degree it is with Miss G. B. 
StERN’s Matriarch, Anastasia Rakonitz, who at eighty-eight 
is still “the world’s sweetheart” and the pride and terror 
of her ramifying family. She lives with her daughter Truda, 
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has her grand-daughters /ris and 
Mazine to criticise, cosset and marry, 
but the Matriarch’s activities centre in 
Truda’s apprehensive home only in the 
sense that they begin and end there. 
Shining and Free (HEINEMANN, 7/6), she 
is good for the crowded twenty-four 
hours which see her from a London 
restaurant at midnight to a Brighton 
pier at mid-day, the benefactress and 
queen of the oddest and most unex- 
pected of protégés, There is an enter- 

taining blend of sentiment and levity Th 
about her creator’s handling of the 
Matriarch’s circle; but the poetry of 
the old lady’s retrospective reverie is 
undoubtedly the crown of the book. 









“In Famous Lincolnsheer.”’ 


Lincolnshire knew a thing— 
A thing or a thing or two 
About “ my delight ” as well she might 
When the“ Lincoln Green” was new; 
And, in Farming and Foxhunting, 
A Lincolnshire book, you ’ll see 
Still the greenwood bough plus grazing 
and plough 
And the PetHams of Brocklesby. 


It’s published by Sampson Low; 
It’s a rally of countrymen 
Who 'll breed you a horse (and a hound, 
of course) 
In the land of the wold and fen; 
GrorGE CoLLans is author, so 
You may say that he’s orthodox 
And that you may back his Brocklesby 
pack 


To hunt and to catch a fox. 


Now, wherever yourself was nursed, 
Be you Dalesman or Mercian, 
You ’ll admire to hear about “ Lincoln- 
sheer ” 
And the way that the red fox ran, 
And to learn from a man well versed 
A Brocklesby line to tell 
That his country ’s worth the whole of 
God’s earth 
And a little bit more as well. 


W ttness. 
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“ WELL, AFTER THE 'ORRIBLE THINGS 'E SED TO ME, IF EVER "E FINDS 
‘ISSELF ABOARD OUR SHIP ON WOT ’E THINKS IS A PLEASURE-CRUISE, 
TO FIND A NEW NAME FOR IT.” 


‘ELL ‘AVE 








The Undeserted Village. 


The eighteenth century, which saw the beginning of the 


end of rural England, was not without its prophets of woe. 


| Freiprxe foretold a Middlesex covered with brick, and 
| Dr. Jounson, adding the last four lines to GoLpsmrTH’s 


| bring in technical —— nts. 


Deserted Village, warned his hearers that the empire of 


trade would not last. It is from a similar standpoint— 
that the passing of rural supremacy was a disaster, and a 
disaster compassed by the Georgians—that Mrs. Rosamonp 
BaYNE-PowEL has assembled her particulars of English 
Country Life in the Eighteenth Century (Murray, 10/6)— 
a scrapbook, perhaps, but a picturesque scrapbook with 
a pervading purpose. The period, she admits, saw its 
rustics as J'ony Lumpkin and Squire Booby; and she is the 
last to minimise this aspect of the matter or to deny that 
the Enclosure Acts, which turned the self-supporting 
peasant into the starving labourer, enabled the farmer to 
She presents the trend 


of the times in agriculture, medicine, the Church, educa- 
tion and so forth, and illustrates it by portraits of such 
men as Ropert BAKEWELL of Dishley, CLaver Morris 
of Wells, Parson WoopForpE and WaLTerR Gace of May- 
field—a sound method and a pleasantly entertaining one. 


England 1911-1935. 

Ruling out fashions, manners and customs, modes of 
thought and inventions from his survey, Mr. D. C. Somer 
VELL has given us, in The Reign of King George the Fifth: An 
English Chronicle (FaBer AND FABER, 12/6),a most valuable 
survey of the events, mainly political, of twenty-five moment- 
ous years. His book is eminently readable, for rigorous 
compression is combined with an unaffected but animated 
style, and a felicitous use of anecdotes and illustrations 
not always found in works of this sort. A notable feature 
of the volume is the inclusion at various points of the 
narrative of ae from The Round Table to serve 
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the same purpose as the intervention of the Chorus in a 
Greek fa And as that periodical, founded in the first 
year of the King’s reign, has always aimed at clarifying 
rather than inflaming public opinion, the method is ully 
justified. Mr. SomerveLt has his heroes, but his admira- 
tion stops far short of idolatry. His political standpoint 
is “Left Centre.” He is a supporter of the National 
Government,but free from pronounced partisanship, and 
approaches his task in a — which is not only judicial 
but on occasions enlivened by “ judicious levity.” 


of the Great War” are of more direct value. Excellent 
illustrations add to the pleasure of reading a very. 
well-produced book, but I hope that such mistakes ag 
these will be rectified in the next edition: ‘Harry and 
Tom Varden,” “Guy Nickolls’ (in the index), and 
“one of the Major Prophets, I think Ezekial.” Colonel 
FoLey should have thought again. 


Cricket on the Hearth. 
The appearance of a new Wisden is to some of us a more 
<< ee es: ee 








Hide-and-Seek. 
In Murder in 
Motley (GROFFREY 
Buies, 7/6), no 
amazingly clever 


their powers of de- 
duction. Mr.Davip 
WuiteLaw has 
imported a pecu- 
liarly vicious bevy 
of gangsters from 
America into Eng- 


their adventures 
and misadventures 
he maintainsan 
almost break-neck 
speed from startto 
finish. The gang- 
sters are hunting 





crosser,” and they 
soon find and kill 


supreme import- 
ance to them, and 
this failure, believe 
me, causes pecks 
and peeks of trou- 


and-thunder tale 
may have little 
artistic value, but 
as a provider of 
thrills, alarms and 
(above all) excur- 
sions Mr. Wuire- 
LAW cannot be 
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FoLtry was born in 1868, and trom Autumn Foliage 
(Meraven, 12/6) you will find that through the years 


he has garnered ‘a bountiful harvest of amusing and 


varied recollections. In a sentence, he went everywhere 
and did everything. But whether ae ing cricket for Eton 
and Cambridge or playing golf, w ~ a he was shooting, 
hunting or fishing, he quite obviously has never known 
the meaning of the word biasé, en f his zest for life is 
delightfully infectious. The chapters devoted to sports and 
games throw vivid ts on one phase of social history, 
but those entitled “The Jameson Raid” (in which he took 





| part), ‘The Ark of the Covenant” and “Some Recollections 


NX 













Pleasure-Cruiser. “Dean! Dear! 1 suppose I SHALL BE LAST ON BOARD aGaArn!” 


BESS __| agree; and by Mr. 


of spring than the 
loveliest. crocus or 
the most persis. 
tent cuckoo. Its 
yellow cover alk 
most—but, hap- 
pily, not quite— 
diffuses an odour 
of new-mown grass 
and bat oil. This 
seventy-second 
edition of John 
Wisden’s Crick. 
eters’ Almanack 
(5/- in paper cover, 
and 8/- for the very 
rich) has all the 
virtues of its pre- 
decessors, with the 
added advantage 
of another year’s 
happenings to 
chronicle. Special 
articles this year 
are contributed by 
Mr. Jack Hopsps, 
who, on his retire- 
ment from _first- 
class cricket, 
writes pleasantly 
and of course 
authoritatively on 
“The Hosns’ Era’ 
—he makes a point 
concerning the 
cheapening of Eng- 
land “caps” by 
the raising to 
“Test” status of 

ames against 
ndia, New Zealand 
and West Indies, 
with which, I dare 
say, a good man 
cricketers will 


















Justice H. E. Evarr, of the High Court of Australia, 
who tells us something of the organisation and control of 
Australian cricket. A noble five-shillingsworth for devotees 
and a happy hunting-ground for statisticians. 

Mr. James Tuorrs, whose work is well known to Punch 
readers, has written a most interesting account, packed with 
information, of English Illustration : The Nineties (FABER 
AND Faper, 30/-). The book is profusely illustrated with 
reproductions of the work of famous artists of the time. and 
Mr. Punch wishes it the success which it undoubtedly 
deserves. 
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ren of the brush. 
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A gossip-writer 
wonders why Mr. 
G. K. CHESTERTON 
does not seek a seat 
in Parliament. Or 
twot gs» 
& 

“I caleulate 
that I walk five 
miles a day for my 
honey,” contends 
an apiarist. He 
| should get her to 
| come up and see 
him sometime. 
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““Nomanhasthe 
courage to cut a 
woman dead,” ob- 
serves a lady- 
journalist. What 
about Bluebeard? 


* % 
* 


“ Thereis enough 
poison in a bottle 
of hair-oil to kill 
a dozen badgers,” 
declares a doctor. 
But do badgers 
use hair-oil ? 

* % 
* 


The name of a 
Chinese student at 
Cornell University 
isl. Itisnotknown 
what he is called 
for short. 


%* & 
* 


“T have always 
wondered why a 
high mountain-top |___ 
should be considered the ideal place for 
yodelling,” remarks a writer. Appar- 
ently he has never heard any yodelling. 


* & 
* 





A shiny face is said to be now 
fashionab e. Women must be cultivat- 
ing that schoolboy complexion. 


* & 
* 





Sales-figures of gum indicate that 
| Americans are chewing less. Our 





VOL, CLXXXVIII. 


AFTER a long dispute it has been de- 
| cided that one side of Walton Street 
| shall be swept by Kensington and the engaged. 
other byChelsea. Locally satisfaction is 
expressed that an understanding has at 
last been reached between these breth- nose is almost inevitably handed down 


Ji 


14, nt fll ? 


own belief is that they are chewing 


longer. os 


* 


Seats to view the Grand National are 
in such demand that every saddle is 


*% & 
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An Austrian doctor asserts thata long 
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Musical Authority, “ Yes, ScHUBERT WROTE IT, BUT NOT FOR THE TRAPEZE,” 


In New York there is a restaurant 
named the Ali Baba. But there is only 
one proprietor. , » 

*% 

Dachshunds are to be smaller. A 
dwarf variety will be known as “ chipo- 
lata dogs. . 

a 

“Every artifice employed by the 
—_——————] income-tax evader 
has a chequered 
career,” states a 
tax-expert. Every 
dodge has its day, 

evidently. 

+ & 

x 


“Youth Calls to 
Youth,” reads a 
headline in a week- 
ly journal. Indeed 
it does—on the 
telephone at the 
firm’s expense. 

* & 
= 


A famous lawyer 
says that his fav- 
ourite pastime is 
to go on a walking- 
tour. With brief 
bags, we suppose. 





* & 
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| “What,” cries a 
| woman-writer, ‘can 
| be done with dark | 
' corners in a house?” 
| Usually they are 


| turned into flats. 


| = 
% 


A once-popular 
comedian has now 
left the stage and 
has set up as a 
dentist. We under- 
stand that heisstill 
using the same old 
gag. 


* & 
* 


On the other hand 
the head cook of a 
New York Hotel was 
formerly a gang- 
ster. It must be 
one of the princi- 


rH 








from a man to his son. It’s just the 
same with elephants. 


% & 
& 


An expert believes that most tennis 
beginners have two faults. Their first 
service and their second ? 

* # 
we 

“It is unwise to smoke cigarettes one 
on top of the other,” urges a doctor. 
It is also very hard to balance them. 





N 


pal attractions of the place to see him 
beat up an egg. 


* & 
ef 





A traveller says he once lived for 
three days on a tin of sardines. He | 
must have been terribly cramped for 


room. 
* 


* *& 
An American judge who was asked to | 
ban a book recently pronounced that 
it was not obscene. The author is 
expected to appeal. 
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Poor Old John Bull! 


Who is always, of course, com: to explain to anybody 
: “ use gyda 5 


PLease don’t say it was ali my doing 
If somebody nags his neighbour ! 
I was the Pacifist. Whose is the massy fist 
Every time that a storm is brewing 
That drops on the hilt of the sabre ! 


Put me amongst the tyrant-haters , 
I loathe the noise and the rattle 
Of the men of gore who howl for war, 
And I hold no brief for earth's dictators 
Who bully their babes into battle. 


But if 1 must deal with the jumping Jingo 
And if I must bow to the tin-pot Cesar, 
I must have in my hand what they understand, 
I must talk in their own peculiar lingo, 
Or why should they listen to me, Sir? — Evoe. 








The Imperialist. 


“Tuer fellow who dodges his income-tax,” said the big- 
voiced man, closing a discussion, ‘‘is not patriotic. No, 
Sir! And he’s not British!” He set his glass sharply down 
and left the bar. 

I looked at the little man who had been his audience. 
One felt he had been hurt—that the big-voiced man had 
touched on a tender spot unkindly. The little man’s eyes 
met mine. 

“Fine evening ’ he said, sadness in his tone. 

“Delightful!” I agreed. “Will you join me?” His glass 
was empty. 

“There are people,” he explained, “who lack under. 
standing.” 

“ Brusque,” I agreed, slipping the change into my 
pocket. “No sympathy.” 

“Perhaps they mean no harm, but it stings. Now, 
some subjects require delicacy. Take income-tax.” The 
sorrow, dispersed by my friendly interest, returned with 
the words. 

“You have had difficulties?” I suggested. 

He took a meditative sip. “Tell me,” he asked suddenly, 
“did you ever make money—a lot of money?” 

“Can't say I have.” 

“Well,” he gently commiserated, “‘it’s not for everyone. 
But I have”—he spoke low, confidentially—‘‘getting on 
for two hundred pounds a year.” 

“Really!” I exclaimed ingly. 

He nodded. ‘Three ago I was making three guineas 
a week regular. That's one-sixty-three pounds sixteen a 
year. 


I nares after calculation. 

“That was my assessment”—he lingered lovingly over 
the word—"“the following year. Of course, what with the 
wife's allowance, there was ing to pay. Then I got a 
rise—never mind what it was. t it put me into the 

1 made a sympathetic gesture. 
_ “They assessed me on that last year,” continued the 
little man. “These things are a bit complicated,” he ex- 
a im tly; “but, anyhow, I a pound to pay. 

ink of ! I was paying income-tax for the first time 


_ in my life!” 





His chest expanded. ‘I walked past the Horse Guards,” 
he boasted, ‘and said to myself, ‘I’m paying for these 
fellows.’ I stood at the Houses of Parliament and looked 
them over till the cop asked me what I was after. ‘Young 
fellow,’ said I, ‘I’m paying for this!’ ” 

He sipped again and the fire faded from his eyes. “Then,” 
he went on, “ they knocked sixpence in the pound off. That 
meant threepence in the pound off the half-rate—or two 
bob less altogether | was paying. When you’re handing 
out a quid you feel you're doing something—but eighteen 
bob!” 

I scorned eighteen shillings. 

“And now,” he said gloomily, “ prosperity’s just round 
the corner.” 

“Cheer up!” I advised. “It might be true this time.” 

“That’s the worst of it.” 

“The worst of it?” . 

“Yes. You'll see, theyll knock off another sixpence and 
then I’ll only pay sixteen shillings. Think of it! Sixteen bob 
is all I'll pay to keep up the country! Sixteen measly 
shillings!” 


He gulped at his glass. “But I'll beat them yet,” he} ~~ 


muttered darkly. 

“Oh! How will you do that?” 

“T’ll make more money—a lot more money.” 

“Splendid!” I approved. “That’s the spirit!” 

He undid a parcel that had been carried under his arm. 
“You wouldn’t care to buy a writing-pad, would you, Sir— 
just to help on the Empire?” 








Traffic Lights Come to Pulquhanity. 


ME cross the lichts when they ’re fornent me? 
Awa’, ye gowk, and haud yer gab: 

These thirty year this street has kent me, 
Me and ma cuddy and ma cab. 

Nae argy-bargy! You begun it; 
Ye needna flap yer mouth at me; 

I ken ye in yon fancy polis bunnet: 
Ye’re only Tam MeGhie. 


Whit ’s ta’en the Provost and the Bailies? 
It’s gyte they 're gane, ye 'll no deny; 
en Pe got the Rory-Bory-Alis, 
it fireworks div they need forby? 
Wi’ thon constabulary felly 
They ’ve spiled the bonniest o’ streets 
Wi’ “Stop” and “Go” in red and green and yally, 
Like conversation sweets. 


That's juist the worst 0’ polis forces; 
Ye see, ye pudden-heided gowk, 

Thae lichts is no desi for horses, 
They're juist tae please the motor-fowk; 

So save yer breath! Ye daurna summon, 
Ye’d hae the hale toun on yer track ; 

Awa’ and bully some puir widdy-wumman! 
Weel, I’ve enjyed our crack. 








The Cleaner Films Campaign Makes Itself Felt. 


“THe Merry Wipow—wira Appep Sxorts.” 
Cinema Placard, 





“ Prisoner struck him twice while he was on the ground, and, as 
he was getting up, prisoner struck him again, knocking his false 
teeth out of the main gate of the institution.” —Local News. 

Isn't this rather a stately way of referring to what vulgar 
people call the “ potato-trap” ? 
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Our Girls’ Page. 

My dear Tawny Owls, Spotted Bull- 
finches, Blackies, Greenies, Teenies 
and others,—Such fun this week, girls! 
Simply by filling in the coupon below, 
on which you promise to be a loyal Owl, 
Bullfinch, ete., and enclosing the names 
of your friends who will subscribe to 
this paper for the next twelve months, 
iapaihas with their subscriptions, you 
become eligible for the following won- 
derful titles and gifts :— 


Girls introducing three new readers : 
The title of Lesser Stickleback and three 
packets of guaranteed untarnishable 
hairpins. Re a 

Girlsintroducing 
ten new readers: 
The title of Semi- 
Stickleback and a 
fountain-pen made 
of solid Rumzaloid 
with a special Cor- 
rodium nib. 

Girlsintroducing 
fifty new readers: 
The title of Fully- 
Fledged Stickleback 
and a hiking-tent, 
two semi-water-| | 
proof ground-| ' 
sheetsanda “Safe. 
ty First’ camper’s 
knife (warranted 
not to cut the 
fingers) 





So hurry up, 
girls, and qualify 
vid the lesser and 
semi-stages to 
fully - fledged 





Sticklebackship— “I 





an honow .thetl.2w 
carries with it not only the stupendous 
free gifts but also the right to a special 
badge (price 1/-) in dainty woven flan- 
nelette. 


Here are some answers to correspon- 
dents :— 


Pansy Quirk (Mayfair). So glad 
you like our page, Pansy! I don’t think 
RonaLp CoLmMan would be likely to 
agree to your suggestion, but there's 
no harm in trying, is there ¢ 


DisapporntepD Martiet (Egham). 
Yes, isn’t our Page marvellous! No, 
I’m afraid you can’t become a Nest- 
Thrush without first ning on Egg- 
Thrush. We all had to go ugh the 
first stages once, you know! 

Fast Workine Ow (Paddington). 


The idea! 





— a _ 


I'm amazed that such a 


thought could even have entered your 
head. Glad you like our Page! 

Petrre Marte (Vache-sur-Camem- 
bert). J’attempte a vous responder en 
votre language, cher Petite Marte 
Merci tres beaucoup de votre lettre. 
Aussi merci tres beaucoup pour dire que 
vous aime notre Page si beaucoup! 

jood-bye till next week, girls! 

Tue Bia Brack Wooprecker. 


THROUGH THE MILKY WAY. 


By Madame Ernestine de U’ Entrecéte 
Jones. 


Portents for this week are somewhat 





co 
YS ; . > Q 

5 TOy< “es 
c*® . SOY Bn: 


4 


THINK IT MUSTA BE DA FIRST TIME HE EAT 


odd. Mars is in conjunction with Venus 
and Saturn is in conference. The great 
Bear is in partial eclipse, the Plough is 
shaky and conditions in the Zodiac are 
very disturbed. 

hose born in January should avoid 
all contact with water or fifth cousins, 
at any rate till Friday. Fair girls, how- 
ever, will find that the week is ideal 
for rambles, jumbles, toffee-baking and 
hockey. Do not wear a mackintosh 
before three o’clock on Wednesday or 
misfortune will befall a relative. ~ 


Here are the special forecast for each 
day :— 


Monday. Unsuitable for new enter- 
prises with ambidexterous market- 
gardeners. 


Tuesday. Favourable to those born 
under a lucky star. 


Wednesday and Thursday. Blank for 


most. 


Friday. A glorious day for those in 
the Zine industry. 


Saturday. Every girl will attain her 
dearest wish on this day if she knows 
how to set about it, 


If you are in any doubt as to what 
to do, when to do it, and why, send a 
stamped addressed envelope containing 
a P.O. for 2s. 6d, to “Madame Jones, 
1998, Lilac Way, Tooting,” who will 
tell you by return exactly what the 
trouble is. 

a ae 


A Dainty Djumpah to Knit Between 
Ri ‘i me ss2ons. 


4s 


Study the above 
illustration and 
you will note (with 





joyful surprise) 
that the Djumpah 
has a beautiful 


clock knitted into 
the centre. 

The convenience 
of this unusual 
feature cannot be 
overstated, Sup- 
pose, for instance, 
you are busy stick- 
ing ferns in your 
fern-album or stars 
rr.” in yourfilm-album, 
__.! You arewondering 
if you have time for just one more 
insertion. You look down and the 
djumpah-clock immediately informs 
you that there is still a good five 
minutes before “prep.” 

The easiest way to 
Djumpah is as follows :— 

Buy a few yards of non-ravelling, 
unshrinkable, stretch-proof woo! and 
a needle or two. Put the wool on the 
needles and commence whiie still cool. 
Knit slowly from the neck downwards 
and trim with superfine, washable, 
unbreakable ine de linge. 

The Djumpah is knitted in moss- 
stitch and the clock in clock-stitch 


THE BEAUTY-SEEKER’'S OWN 
CORNER, 


(Conducted by Rosemary Lilac May 
Hawthorn.) 


Dakine Rosesups (Forgive me — 


nfcoias 
Be Ney 





make the 
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addressing you thus, but I am overcome 
with the sweetness of the dew this 
wonderful March morning),—Isn't 
Nature just foo wonderful, my dears? 
At the very moment of writing the 
birds and bees, the grasshoppers, rats, 
sheep and nightingales are unhooking 
their spring coats from Nature's winter 
store-cupboard and preparing to greet 


| the new season in their natticst attire 


Does it not thrill you to think that soon 


| the teeny fledglings will be peeking out 
| of their wee nests and that the dar- 
| ling baby lambkins will be baa-baaing 


| their sweet little songlets ¢ 


A reader 


| has sent me a simply lovely poem on 


| “The Coming of Spring.” 


Here it is 


Oh, isn’t it marvellous, 

Spring is here? 

Spring is quite the very best time 
of the year! 


Doesn't that make you want to cry ! 


The response to my request for 


| examples of “What I Saw on My 


” 


Ramble” has been most gratifying 
Here are a few typical specimens: 
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(1) I saw a beautiful bevy of blue- 
bottles joyfully sporting in the spark. 
ling sunlight (Very nicely put, I 
think.) 

(2) I saw a lovely big bird perched 
on a haystack. He had a green body, 
a yellow head, purple breast and orange- 
and-grey spotted beak. (Are you ab- 
solutely positive about this ?) 

(3) I saw three dandelions, I did. 
(Yes, not bad as a start, but try some- 
thing a little more enterprising next 
time.) 

(4) Lsaw stars. (You do not qualify 
this statement, so I can give no com- 
ment on the matter.) 


I'm afraid that I have no room left 
in which to quote the others, but I 
would like to mention that the things 
seen must, however remotely, be con- 
nected with Natural beauty, For in- 
stance, Gladys Twittering (Ashton- 
under-Lyme) writes as follows :— 

I saw a football-match, and three 
players were carried off with broken 
limbs. 


Charivari 


Badly-mauled Player, “1 say! c-oan I Nir BACK AND NUMBER MYSELF 1241” 





Very. interesting, no doubt, Gladys, | 
but not exactly beautiful, 


x** * 


(A magnificent, thrilling short story 
will appear next week, entitled, “A 
Schoolgirl’s Code.” In it Valerie Den- 
vers, head-girl of St, Egbert’s, discovers 
that her favourite maths-mistress, Miss | 
Simpkins, is being blackmailed by one 
of the girls into “ wangling’’ the marks 
for the maths prizes, 

Knowing that it will mean dismissal | 
for her kind teacher, Valerie does not 
wish to reveal what she knows to the | 
Headmistress, On the other hand, the | 
senior maths prize, for which she has | 
toiled during three long years, is about | 
to be torn from her grasp by these | 
unfair and underhand san A 

What is Miss Simpkins’ secret, and 
what does Valerie do when she finds | 
that her idolised maths-mistress has 
feet of clay’ The answers to these 
questions will be found next week in 

alerie’s loyal observance of “A 
Schoolgirl's Code.”) 
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At the Pictures. 


DicKENS AND THE SCREEN. 

Tue film of David Copperfield is 
chiefly remarkable to me for the 
support it gives to my contention that 

the cinema’s best friends are the 
| authors who write for it: not adapt 
| for it, write for it. No doubt there is 
| a B.O.A. when such a mi name as 
Dickens can be inv (B.O.A. 
meaning the appeal of the Box Office), 
and if the Davt ier fr film sends 
people to the novel for the first time, 
I shall be as happy as, turning its pages 
and finding the true , they will be 
astounded; but this is not the way to 
deal with the great panoramic master- 
pieces of fiction. 

I don’t know how long it would take 
even the fastest reader to finish the 
| book, which I estimate has at least 
| 370,000 words in it—certainly only a 

monster could devour it at a sitting— 
_ but the film occupies less than two 
hours-and-a-half, and in such conden- 
sation how can any kind of justice be 





_ done to the original? All that we can 


get is a series of samples: almost 
momentary glimpses, a little more 
animated than waxwork models in a 
gallery. It is no doubt the best that 
every one can do; but the question is: 
Why do it at all? Why not employ 
Mr. Hven WALPOLE not to convert an 
illustrious predecessor to pemmican but 
to provide a brand-new scenario out of 
his own fertile brain? When the 
lamented EpGarR WALLACE was in- 


| vited to Hollywood it was not to adapt 


from the past but to look into the 
potentialities of the camera and provide 
it with miracles to perform. And so 
we had King Kong, true cinema magic. 


_ Although Mr. WaLpour’s genius does 


not take such paths, it would not be 
found lacking. 

Still, facts are facts, and here is 
| David Copperfield on the screen, and 
_ as I watched the story which I know 
_ 80 well being more or less developed, 
| but chiefly (and inevitably) less, I was 
| reminded of the hard lot of the antho- 
| logist, who, his selective efforts over 
and the book in the reviewer's hand, 
receives little praise but is roundly and 
_ exhaustively scolded for what has been 

left out. With such memories in my 
mind and some idea of the gigantic 
task that confronted Mr. Wa.poe, 
fighting against time, I am going to 
say nothing about the incidents which 
everyone who knows the book must, 
on the way to the Palace Theatre, 
anticipate. Each of us had such antici- 
ery bay ho <aey 8o rich and 
varied t ma in parts ha 

differed. ink Gk only Sevatan: 





half hours were allotted to the pro- 
ducer, each of us necessarily was 
defrauded of something special. So 
long as favourite classics are filmed, so 
long ‘nust this be the case; and that, 


LONGS AND SHORTS. 

Aunt Betsey (Eova Mar Otiver) to David 
Copperfield (Frevvizs Barrnotomew), after 
his walk from London to Dover). “What! 
THOSE WERE LONG TROUSERS WHEN YOU 
STARTED? WELL, THANK GOODNESS IT WAS 
NO FURTHER.” 


I hold, is sufficient reason for not film- 
ing them at all. 

But my chief charge against this 
picture is that the stranger to 
Dickens is not sufficiently instructed 
by it. What it needs is either a spoken 


Jud 


THE MICAWBERS TURN UP. 
M icawber W. C. Frevps. 
Mrs, Micawber . . . . Jean Capes. 


narrative or a return to the old 
= 

lere is an example of the fight 
against the clock of which one is con- 
scious all the while. The real Mr. M icaw- 
ber, in his historic contrast between 





.s 


ee 


misery and content, says, “Annual in. 
come twenty pounds, annual expendi- 
ture nineteen, nineteen, six, result 
happiness. Annual income twenty 
pounds, annual expenditure twenty 
younds ought and six, result misery, 

tamoriel phrase. But W. ©. Frexps, 
in order to save some valuable seconds, 
says, “Annual income twenty pounds, 
expenditure ninteen pounds, result 
happiness. Annual income twenty 
pounds, expenditure twenty - one 
pounds, result misery.” 

The acting—if you can accept the | _ 
version at all—is for the most part | ~ 
adequate. As the boy David, Master 
Freppre BaRTHOLOMEW is a sym- | 
pathetic figure, but he does not 
with the story. Indeed, how could he, 
except by wearing — hats ‘—and 
this S conscientiously does. I wish we 
could have seen his walk to Dover and 
adventures by the way. All we see are 
the milestones on the road, borrowed 
from another of the rovels. As the 
maturer David, FRaNK LAWTON is also 
a sympathetic figure, but less interest- 
ing than the boy. The Steerforth (with 
yachting-cap) of Huan Wi.uiams is, 
I thought, too slick, and he made the 
scene in the box at the ballet very 
improbable. As Uriah Heep, RouanD 
Youne would be ideal if it were not for 
a friendly smile that might too easily 
be genuine. There should be nothing 
even potentially genuine about this 
creature. I thought that LiongL 
BarryMoRE as Daniel Peggotty gave 
the best performance of all, supported 
by very competent representatives of 
what might be called the Little Em'ly 
group, but I wondered if, time a 
so short and the story of David hi 
so long and full, this episode, which 
really is a side-issue, might not have 
been sacrificed, although Nurse Peg- 
gotty, the link between David and the 
Norfolk coast, is, with her kindly bosom, 
of course essential. Before leaving the 
group let me say that HERBERT 
Munpbiy, in the tiny part of Barkis, 
seemed to me to have more of the 
authentic DicKENs spirit than anyone. 

Among the ladies, the chief honours 
go to Maureen O’SuLLivAN as Dora 
and to Jessre Ratrn as Nurse Peg- 
gotty. 1 found the Betsey Trotwood of 
Epna May OLIvEr sufficiently st . 
minded and abrupt, but I doubt 
Lennox Pawir’s Mr. Dick will do. 
But whose Mr. Dick could do! Such 
intangible creations of the imagination 
should not be brought to life. 

And so we reach the greatest figure 
in the novel, or perhaps in any novel, 
Wilkins Micawber, Esquire, which has 
been entrusted to W. C. Fre.ps, am 
actor so naturally associated 
farce that, on the night I was present, 
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he was greeted with cheers and laugh- 
ter on every occasion of his appearance 
long before he had begun to speak. Well, 
in so far as Mr. Micawber's jovial smile 
and genial friendliness and battered 
white topper go, the impersonation is 
satisfying; but I did not see this 
Micawber as the complete and constant 
letter-writer or the impassioned and 
only intermittently-defeated optimist. 
Still, to look the part is of the highest 
importance, and our old friend the ex- 
juggler does that ; and to have so 
successfully superimposed an English 
accent on his American one (as LIONEL 
BARRYMORE also has done) is most 
laudable. 

Meanwhile, I wish to express my 
gratitude to Merro-GoLDwyN-MAYER 
for sending me again to that perennial 
fount of joy, the book. For DickENs 
is to me an inexhaustible source of 
delight. I can read him even when he 





writes in T'he Times about golf. 
b. VoL 


Fathers. — 
A Lay of Golf. 


Sritrtrine to-day in the Clubhouse 
I muse on the curious case 

Of Watson and Reginald Watson, 
Of Wace and Augustus Wace, 

And the problems, the fearful 
problems, 

Fathers of sons must face. 


Watson ’s a Spartan father— 
Talks of the young as “ cubs,” 
Fobs off his heir with his leavings 

In the matter of balls and clubs, 
Uses young Reg as a caddie 
And grouses at juvenile subs. 


Wace holds the opposite notion, 
Gussie is father’s pet, 

With a lock-up bag and a brolly 
And sponges and gloves et cet., 

Two-bob balls by the dozen 
And a nice steel-shafted set. 


Which being so, you'd fancy 
(Or so it had seemed to me) 
That while Reggie might cherish a 
coldness 
To the head of his family tree, 
Gussie should lift all prizes 
For filial piety. 
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‘AND WHAT WOULD your HONOUR BE THINKING OF THE PoRT? ™ 
‘I’M TRYING HARD NOT TO.” 








But in fact, per contra, Reggie 
(With little excuse, poor lad) 
Worships his hard-boiled parent 

As a species of Galahad; 
While Gussie, ungrateful insect, 
Rather looks down on dad. 


And the only consideration 
My wondering mind can glean 


To account for this odd occur. 


rence, 
So wrong and so unforeseen, 
Is—Watson ’s a scratch performer 
And Wace is a bad eighteen. 


Sitting to-day in the Cluynouse, 
I muse on the serpent’s tooth; 


I muse upon Wace and Watson; 
I muse on the mind of 
youth ; 
Who can predict its workings ' 
No one—and that’s the truth. 
H. B. 





More Trouble for the Horse. 
“Every Man his own Farrier, or, the Art 
of Farriery Laid Open; containing cures for 
every disorder a horse is incident to, to which 
is added an appendix.” 
Bookseller's Catalogue. 


“'To be Sold, delightful smal! House; 
unusually large." —Dauy Paper. 


Suit anybody. 
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The Right to Sing. 


[ aM not a great singer. Not, that is, in the sense of being 
a very good singer. There has never, so far as I am aware, 
been any public demand that I should appear at the Albert 
Hall, nor, for that matter, anywhere else. Very much the 
opposite, in fact. When I sing it is at my own request, and 
public opinion is invariably and unanimously in favour of 
my desisting. People have come long distances before now 
to ask me to stop singing. Some are polite. “I wonder if 
you'd mind,” they say; “my wife has a headache; 
others sarcastic, and others again (“Let me see, now, how 
does that tune go?”) perha unintentionally wounding. 
But mostly they say, “Oh, “opwoega sake /” with an 
ill-tempered rising inflection on the last word which stamps 
them for the intolerant kill-joys that they are. 

Song is simply the free unfettered expression of some 
powerful emotion, such as joy, in the human breast. Mr. 
Bentoc said much the same thing, only rather less well, in 
The Radio Times a week or two ago. In origin and in essence 
it is a gay spontaneous outburst of feeling which wells - 
from the heart in an irresistible volume of melodious sound. 
And that is how I sing. Freely and naturally I let it go. 
From note to note and from key to key I bound, as a gazelle 
leaps dizzily from crag to — Others, it may be—the 
composer, for instance—would sing the same song differ- 
ently. But what is that tome? I have my ego toe : 
And if you talk to me about “the tune” I answer that I 
don’t care tuppence about tunes. When I sing I live in and 
for the moment. Every note stands by itself, a thing of 
beauty, and, before it dies its lingering but still untimely 
death, perfectly expresses some ap rege og in my soul, 

I could go on for a long time about this lack of appre- 
ciation of my singing. I could point to it as an indication 
of how completely the free-springing fountain of natural 
song has been dried up by the cramping rules and regula- 
tions of man-made “music.” Things have reached such a 
pitch that people actually deny to my carollings the title 
of song at all. “He can’t sing a note,” they say, when the 
truth is I can sing far more notes, in a great many more keys 
at once, than any of your hide-bound Albert Hall performers. 
| could say this and a great deal more. But I won't. I 
don’t ask for appreciation. I neither wish nor expect the 
plaudits of the crowd. All I ask is to be allowed to sing in 
peace, 

I like singing. Not that I sing often—I don’t. I do not 
sing, for instance, in my bath. The bath has always seemed 
to me a place for meditation and repose rather than for 
violent exercise. A little washing, of course—that is 
traditional, and on occasion a gentle moving to and fro 
of the hands in the water so that the nail-brush comes 
sailing out from behind one’s back in that engaging way it 
has; but no singing—no voice, as the t has it, or hideous 
hum. Nor do I sing at the office (much), nor at meal-times, 
or in the train. But there are times—when I am striding 
over the Downs, for instance, on a fine Spring morning, 
or when the news that Portugal is to increase her Navy 
comes to me over the wireless—times when I feel irresist- 
ibly impelled to burst into . And what I say is, whether 
you like my singing or you don’t, for goodness’ 
sake don’t stop me! 

From time to time I have with the idea of founding 
a League of Bad Singers. I believe that if only all those 
without the vaguest notion of keeping in tune would come 
out into the open and admit the fact—not shamefacedly 


_ but glorying in it rather—I believe they would be amazed 
_ at their numbers and at the revolutionary change of status 
they could effect. There must be millions of us poor down- 


N 





‘ 


trodden souls longing to express ourselves in song but 
crushed and cut short at the very first note by the taunts 
and reproaches of (as I firmly believe) a miserable minority, 
whose only claim to exalt themselves over us lies in the 
possession of a “musical ear.” As if that were anything 
to boast about! In my experience musical ears are generally 
unsightly things, red and swollen from too much BEETHOVEN. 
Whether they give out a ringing note when struck I do not 
know, though I have often longed to find out. But in any 
case it is time that the domination of this paltry sect came 
to an end. 

Men of no voice, | appeal to you to join with me in this 
noble cause. Croakers, unite! To arms, foghornsa and 
quaverers! Assert your right, the precious rg t of every 
human soul to sing. Sing, then! Sing as if your heart 
would break. Sing to the shrinking crocus and the wide- 
eyed daffodil. Chant as you shave and carol on the bus. 
Let Moorgate hear your voice and Threadneedle Street 
re-echo to your excruciating strains. The City will be the 
better for it. And if anyone attempts to stop you, remember 
it is your birthright and sing louder yet. A noisy man, as 
has been well said, is always in the right. 

T'00-rool-o-roo, I say. H. F. E. 








Michael and All. 


SHE came but they gave her no greeting— 
Those Madrassis who wanted a son, 
And the family summoned a meeting 
To settle what ought to be done;. 
‘Twas thus that old John, Santiago and Paul 
Decided to christen her Michael and All. 


She grew and she found in the growing 
The love which had missed her at birth, 
For her smile set the babies a-crowing 
And gurgling with infinite mirth; 
And any small creature which knew how to crawl 
Instinctively headed for Michael and All. 


To-day she’s an ayah whose pleasure 
Would seem to be work without end, 
Who knows not the meaning of leisure 
So long as there’s something to mend; 
Her stature (four-eight) is decidedly small, 
But there’s something gigantic in Michael and All. 


The hair at her temples is greying, 
But her spirit of youth is the same, 
And whatever the children are playing 
She’s the life and the soul of that game; 
And not one of the servants can throw up a ball 
With the deadly precision of Michael and All. 


Though poor in a sense, she is rich in 
The lore of a primitive folk, 
And the maids in a Bayswater kitchen 
Sat round her wide-eyed as she spoke 
Of events which would surely have seemed a bit tall 
Had they not been recounted by Michael and All. 


The East is prolific in ayahs— 
Those little brown women in white, 
They teem like the ceaseless papayas, 
Like the insects which swarm in the night, 
But search through the nurseries from Gilgit to Galle 
And you'll not find another like Michael and All. 
J. M.S. 
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GOING TO HEAR SID 'AMBONE SINGING ‘TRIPE AND ONIONS.’” 
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“AND YER TROUSERS WANT CREASING TOO!” 








My Budget. 


Ler us begin in good time the happy 
work of constructing ideal Budgets and 
taxing the other fellow justly. 

| propose to budget for an expendi- 
ture of about 


£725,000,000. 


Unless we decide to have no Navy, 
\rmy or Air Foree this year, in which 
case I shall spend about 


£600,000 ,000. 


I think, on the whole, that I shall 
keep on the Services for another year, 
which takes us back to 


725,000,000. 


At first sight this seems a 
figure; but if you realise that the 
National Debt is about 


£7,000,000,000, 


you will perceive that there is no cause 
for alarm. In other words, we are 
only going to spend about 10%, of our 
overdraft—a position which is alwa 
recognised as one of perfect financial 
equilibrium and so forth. 
Now, how do I propose to raise this 
money ¢ 
| The largest single item is Income- 
| Tax—about 


| £250,000,000. 





I next come to Customs— 
£180,000,000, 
and Excise— 
£100,000,000. 


The largest single item under 
Customs and Excise, I regret to say, 
is Beer—about 


£116,000,000. 


(And when I say Beer, I mean Wine 
and Spirits and everything, including 
the Licence Duty on the “Old Black 
Cow.”) 

The next largest is Tobacco and 
Snuff- 

£67 000,000. 


Observe in passing that Beer (in the 
large sense) and Tobacco together 
contribute 

£183,000,000, 


which is more than 25°, of the total. 
Observe also that £183,000,000 repre- 
sents about three shillings-and-sixpence 
on the income-tax. So that if we all 
did as we should and gave up beer, 
tobacco and snuff the income-tax 
would have to be about eight shillings. 
Then there are the motor-duties 
(though these do not all go to the 
Exchequer), of which the private citizen 
contributes, I think, about 


£15,000,000, 








and the Entertainments Duty—about 
£9,000,000, 


and Matches—about £3,000,000, of 
which the smoker contributes, I sup- 
pose, about 


£2,000,000. 
Now let us do some adding: 
£ 
Ber... oa ae ee an FIBRO 00 
Tobacco and Snuff 67,000,000 
Motors... .. .. .. 15,000,000 
Entertainments . 9,000,000 
Smokers’ Matches 2,000,000 
£209,000 000 


Now, why have I added these par- 
ticular items ? 

Because I am thinking of Miss Poke 
and Mr. Woop. 

Miss Poke and Mr. Woop would say 
that they were perfect citizens ; and 80, 
in a way, they are. For they do not 
drink or smoke; they do not believe in 
gadding about in motors; they seldom 
go to the naughty playhouse or the 
still more naughty cinema, and they 
never go to horse-races or dog-races. 
They sit quietly at home, pay ten 
shillings for a wireless-licence, take one 
newspaper (on which there is no tax) 
and borrow books from the library at 
2d. a time. 


a eee eRe. ————aa 
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Excellent people, yes, 
not contribute a penny 
£209,000,000, 

All that is found by you, 
indulgent hound. 

A man, for example, who buys (not 


But the “y ils 
of that 





you self. 


whisky a week, pays a tax of £44 in 
the year,* which is the same as the 
income-tax paid by a man earning 
£4nU. 

It is very difficult to find a tax that 
Miss Poke and Mr. Woop do pay 
beyond the income-tax. For they have 








| smokes, 


no Armorial Bearings, no Male Ser- 

vant, no Game or Gun Licence, and no 

Carriages drawn by Horses or Mules. 
I can only think of :— 


£ 
Sugar 10,000,000 
Tea.. 3,000,000 


900 000 
300,000 


Cocoa and ( ‘offee a8 
Table Waters. . 


£14,200,000 


Yes, but you pay them too, Self 
Indulgent Hound; so that the true 
comparison is between 

£14,200,000 
and 


£223 000,000. 


In other words, the Self-Indulgent 
Hound who drives about in his car 
drinks and goes to public 
entertainments, contributes to the 
revenue about sixteen times as much as 
Miss Poke and Mr, Woop (incomes 
being equal). 

Yet they each have one vote only 
And our gallant sailors, soldiers and 
airmen will defend Miss Poke and Mr 
Woop with as much zeal as they devote 
to the Self-Indulgent Hound, though 
their services are entirely paid for by 
the latter. 

There are 
here. 

First, in how noble a light doth now 
appear the Self-Indulgent Citizen! | 
shall devote a large chunk of my 
Budget oration to his praise. For, take 
away that £209,000,000 and where are 
we! He pays for the Services nearly 
twice over; or, if you will, he pays 
nearly the whole of the annual debt 
charges of the nation. 

Secondly, how lamentable a figure 
is cut by Miss Poke and Mr. Woop 
revealed at last as unpatriotic tax 
dodgers! 

Thirdly, 
fair? 

And, fourthly, is it not a gross breach 
of the constitutional principle of No 
Taxation without Representation ? The 


some solemn thoughts 


is this arrangement quite 





* The tax being 8/5} a 12/6 bottle. 
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IT 8 GLORIOUS, 
uuUD.” 


“ | THINK DARLING, 


NOTICI rut 





S.-1. H. should have sixteen votes to 


Miss Poke’s one. 


The philosophical basis, the funda- 
mental principle, the sine qua non, 
raison détre, acid test and cardinal 


issue of my Budget will be that some- 
how or other Miss Poke and Mr. Woop 
shall be made to pay more taxes, They 
are getting too much for too little. 
First, then, I sweep away all the 
taxes on Beer, Tobacco, Snuff, Enter- 
tainments, Tea, Coffee, Sugar, etc., and 
start again. There has never been any 
sound reason why a citizen should be 
taxed more for eating and drinking one 
thing than another. I wonder what 
Miss Poke would say if she were taxed 
two shillings on every shilling’s-worth 
of tea she drank? “Ah! but whisky is 
” says Miss Poke. Well, 


a ‘social evil,’ 





HOW 





DOESN T 


WHEN ONE'S IN LOVE 


ONE 


in that case it is de grading and wrong 
for the State to recognise it and extract 
revenue therefrom. Beer should be 
untaxable, like betting and immorality. 
The whisk y-duty soils the decent money 
in the Exchequer, 

But I do not go so far as Miss Pcke, 
and I shall consent to draw some 
loathsome money from beer. For | 
have to find £223,000,000 somehow 
(unless I drop the Services). And I do 
this very simply. I spread the sum 
equitably over all the “extras’’ of life 
which are easily taxable; 
not catch Miss Poke somewhere I shall 
be disappointed. Some of the new 
taxes | suggest may appear at first 
sight undesirable; but they are all 
the logical counterparts of existing 
taxes. 





and if | do 
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Roughly, then :— 
£ 
Beer,etc.. .. «. «+ 25,000,000 
Tea, Coffee, Cocoa, etc. 25,000,000 


Liquor Licences .. .. 4,000,000 
Tea, Milk, Cake and 

Sweets Licences. . . 4,000,000 
Tobacco and Matches .. 15,000,000 
Lipstick, Powder & Hot- 

Water Bottles . 15,000,000 
Sugar, Cakes, Biscuits 

and Sweets.. .. .. 20,000,000 
“Soft” Drinks. 2,000,000 
Entertainments . 5,000,000 
Books .. .. .. .. 5,000,000 
TennisandGolf .. 5,000,000 
Cricket and Football 5,000,000 
BBO 66 eS Se 
Newspapers .. .. 25,000,000 
Lectures. . pees 5,000,000 
Committee-Meetings 1,000,000 


Betting .. .. .. .. 20,000,000 
Motors .. .. .. .. 12,000,000 





Bicycles . . . «+ 4,000,000 
Prams .. .. .. .. 1,000,000 
£223,000,000 


My Budget, you see, is not based 


or that activity, for it is not the tax- 
gatherer’s business to dictate the way 
in which we shall spend our money. 
My principle is that all who are en- 
abled to enjoy any pleasure under the 
protection of the State should be taxed 
pro rata, whatever pleasures they 
happen to choose—that is, if anyone 
ought to be taxed at all, which is 
doubtful. 

And if you don’t like my way of 
raising the money you can cut out the 
National Debt for all I care. 

A. P. H. 


The Mill of the Birches. 


On the eighteenth of March, which 
was, because of an intervening Sunday, 
a belated St. Patrick’s Day, Mullina- 
beg held its own Arbor celebrations, 
when without undue enthusiasm some 
of its citizens planted a number of 
silver birches in and about the village. 
That the trees chosen for this honour 
should have been birch-trees, instead of 
chestnut or elm or even ash, was, in the 
opinion of many, ridiculous. 

“If Shamus O’Hara doesn’t howld 











upon any tunpertinent moral distinc- his whisht about ould antic things the 
tions, between the desirability of this dear knows what he’ll have us at yet,” 


a neighbour of the patriot said, “ for 
he’s terrible choicey.” 

For it was not enough, Mr. O’Hara 
had indicated, to do one’s bit in the re- 
afforestation of Ireland, as decreed b 
the authorities. One must, he said, 
study the ancient Gaelic place-names 
and plant the particular tree for which 
a town had been named. 

The choice of the national holiday 
as a suitable date did not please the 
community in general. “It’s aisy seen 
them fellas doesn’t be wrastlin’ in 
muck every minute an’ hour in the 
day,” Mick Doyle said querulously of 
the promoters of the scheme, “or they 
wouldn’t think to make a pastime out 
of diggin’ holes an’ shtickin’ rootses 
into them when we should be risin 
some sort of a divarshion for ourselves 
be right.” 

Mick is a gardener, and the gratuitous 
digging of holes seems to him to be @ 
senseless notion, especially on a holiday. 

But Mullinabeg’s leaders were firm. 
On the eighteenth of March the small 
town’s portion of the great New Forest 
should arise in its midst; and, owing to 
Shamus O’Hara’s investigations, it 
must consist of silver birches rather 





than of some more imposing tree. 
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Mick Doyle poared cold water on 


' the scheme in every garden where 


he worked. ‘‘ Theirselves an’ their 


| birches!” he said. “It was Misther 
| O’Hara put them up to that class of a 


ghoshty tree, you may be sure. Didn’t 


| T hear him meself givin’ out ould chat 


about this town havin’ ‘beg’ at the 


| end of it? It used to be ‘ beigh,’ ac- 
| eordin’ to him, an’ that means ‘birches.’ 





There was a time when no one here 
ever tormented theirselves over the 
names of places; even if we did we’d 
have said that ‘beg’ had the significa- 
tion of ‘small.’ But now ’tis ‘ birches,’ 
an’ ’tis them we must plant, no matther 
if they never gev us a bit of shade 
afther. ‘If so be ye don’t plant birch- 
threes around here,’ he says, ‘ay, an’ 
build some kind of a mill as well, the 
people in a couple of hundhred year 
won't know the dickens why the name 
Mullinabeg was put on it, for it manes 
“The Mill of the Birches,” ’ says he. 
But in the regard of that we haven't 
a good way of knowin’ it ourselves, for 
I never seen the shtump of a silver 
birch in this place since I was born— 
no, nor the walls of a mill ayther. But 
that’s no reason at all, he says, why 
we shouldn’t give it some excuse now 
for bein’ Mullinabeg. ‘Ye should be 
very thankful,’ says he, ‘that it wasn’t 
afther crab-apples we were called, for 
then,’ he says, ‘we’d have some 
frightful label on us like Aghygowly 
—“The Field of the Apple Threes,” 
an’ mebbe no crabs itself.’ 

“I talked out shtraight to him, but 
you couldn’t bate that man off of them 
ould names. An’ if there’s a few 
letthers gone out of them it doesn’t 
make a posy odds, for he says ‘twas 
corrupted in the march of time. ‘I tell 
you shtraight, Misther O’Hara,’ I says 
to him, ‘plantin’ threes is very arbori- 
ous work for a hollyday,’ let them be 
apples or birches or even them little 
ornamented shrubs.’ The way I'll be 
soon, I’ll be in dhread of a Thursda, 
for I work for him then, an’ there isn’t 
as much as a field in Ireland but he'll 


| have some chat about the name of it. 


Look at the way he set the people mad 
beyant in Knockaunadrankady, for 
when they axed him what make of a 
three they should plant wid a name like 
that he said it had nothin’ at all to do 


| wid threes. ‘Take it or lave it,’ says he, 





| ‘that name signifies “The Little Hill of 
| the Fleas,”’ an’ they wasn’t too well 


plazed at all. So they’re goin’ to put 
in some mountain ash, for that has a 
woeful name too, it seems.” 
* # * * i 

On the eighteenth of March, there- 
fore, an imposing procession formed 
up at the Tin Hall and marched to the 
bridge. It was headed by the Planta- 








COMEDIES, 
HISTORIES, & 
TRAGEDIES. 


Publifhed according to the True Originall Copies 


LONDON 


Printed by 





A NEWLY-DISCOVERED FOLIO PROVES THAT NEITHER SHAKESPEARE NOR BAcon 


WROTE THE FAMOUS PLAYS, WHICH WERE THE WORK OF ANOTHER MASTER-MIND 


ALTOGETHER. 








tion Committee, and the rearguard con- 
sisted of men carrying spades. On its 
way it was joined by Shamus O’Hara 
wearing a saffron kilt and also an expres- 
sion of uncertainty. The planting took 
a long time, and the March wind was 
keen, but not until the last spadeful 
of earth was in place did the President 
of the Plantation Committee make his 
speech. 

“Once more,” he said, “we have a 
right to our name—or we will when 
the mill is built—‘The Mill of the 
Birches.’ Perhaps our learned friend 
Shamus O’Hara would like to say a 
few words?”’ and Shamus O’Hara did. 

“T’ve been looking up the matter in 
another book,” he said simply, “and 


I’m very much inclined to think that 
Mullinabeg really means ‘The Little 
Hill,’ for hills and mills are a bit mixed 
up in the Gaelic language.” 

That is why it is better not to 
mention a mill in Mullinabeg just now. 
D. M. L. 

Wigs on the Green Again. 

“ The troops are fully equipped for colonial 
warfare, each carrying a toupee.” 

Report from Japan. 








More Leg- Theory. 
“The members of Northallerton Young | 
Farmers’ Club had their calves inspected on | 
Saturday by members of the Advisory Com- 
mittee.”—Local Paper. 
The nature of the advice given is not 
stated. 


sntdtibsibcsiguiveainceampentiicalgidiidtsiiudiunapaias scihil 

















i 
I 
iy 
| 
1) 


ici ls ii ice in nant itt 








Aenea Ure REE Bare soxpagse 











322 


PUNCH, or The London Charivari 








{March 20, 1935 








THE CHARITY PAGEANT. 
THE PATRONESS WHO ARRIVED AT THE WRONG MOMENT. 








Mirabile Televisu. 


So it has come to pass! 

This tell-tale glass 

Wherein things, once seen darkly, shall quite soon 
Catch the full glare of noon. 

But in this crack-proof mirror of Shalott— 

Great Scott !— 

What secrets will be Barrp to common view! 
Look, sister, look! 

Plain as a picture in a picture-book 

Are things we never knew. 

There’s Jutian Hux.ey reading P. C. Wren, 
Lord Nurrtexp touring in an Austin Ten, 

And, oh, my word! 

Behold the Aunties of the B.B.C., 

No longer merely heard, 

Sipping their tea. 

Say, will the Garso or Sir Starrorp Cripps 
Dissolve themselves in dots and squares and strips 
For re-assembly 


On some bright screen at Surbiton or Wembley / 


- 


And homely household phantoms too may strut 
Across my cosmic screen. 

See, clear as day, 

On some far green 

(Trembling a little on the cathode ray), 

Comes Uncle James to putt. 


So much—so very much—I want to know ; 
This thing intrigues me so 

I won’t be thwarted. 

Will all be as it is—or much distorted ? 

Will Mr. Hriarre Betioc look more pale 
Viewed from a Look-In Set at Maida Vale ‘ 
Or will the Aca Knan 

Seem a still larger man, 

And HirLer 

A trifle littler ¢ 

And will the weather-prophet cease to say, 
“Fogs will blot out the British Isles to-day ’’ ! 
I surmise it 

Will be much simpler just to televise it. 
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Mirabile Televisu. 


So it has come to pass! And homely household phantoms too may strut 


This tell-tale glass Across my cosmic screen. 
Wherein things, once seen darkly, shall quite soon « See, clear as day, 
Catch the full glare of noon. On some far green 
But in this crack-proof mirror of Shalott— (Trembling a little on the cathode ray), 
. Jreat Scott !— Comes Uncle James to putt. 
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No longer merely heard, 


And Hirer 


Sipping their tea. A trifle littler ¢ 


Say, will the Garso or Sir Starrorp Cripps 


’ And will the weather-prophet cease to say, 
Dissolve themselves in dots and squares and strips “Fogs will blot out the British Isles to-day” ! 
For re-assembly I surmise it 


On some bright screen at Surbiton or Wembley ‘ 


Will be much simpler just to televise it. 
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Impressions of Parliament. 





Synopsis of the Week. 

Monday, March 11th.—Commons: De- 
bate on Defence. 

Tuesday, March 12th.—Lords: City of 
London (St. Paul’s Cathedral Preser- 
vation) Bill read a second time. 

Commons: India Bill considered in 
Committee. 

Wednesday, March 13th.—Lords : Debate 
on Defence. 

Commons: India Bill considered in 
Committee. 


Monday, March 1ith.—It would be a 
lie to say that Question-time to-day was 
three-quarters of an hour of delirious 
gaiety, but equally untrue to mirror it 
as the succession of statistical solem- 
nities which it sometimes is. For, after 
all, did not Sir ALFRED Knox add to Sir 
Wriitam Davison’s wrathful descrip- 
tion of the Bolshevik theft of plate and 
furniture from the British Embassy in 
Petrograd in 1918 the pleasing informa- 
tion that the little brothers of the 
Soviet possessed themselves at the same 
time of our Military Attaché’s trou- 
sers? Did not Mr. Tuomas, in discuss- 
ing Mr. pe VALERa’s attitude to our 
blood-stock centrein the I.F.S., gravely 
assure the House that horses were very 
difficult to deal with? And did not 
Admiral TayLor suggest to the Home 
SECRETARY, with every appearance of 
meaning it, that Mr. Eprsrrrn’s latest 
statue wasa fit matter for police action / 
They did. 

The Defence debate 
which followed was on 
a very high level, Mr. 
BaLpwin and Sir AUSTEN 
CHAMBERLAIN carrying 
off the honours. It was 
opened by Mr. ATTLER, 
who asserted that the 
Government’s White 
Paper amounted to a re- 
pudiation of the League 
and that it had put us 
back in a pre-War atmo- 
sphere of alliances and 
armament-races. After 
him came Mr. BaLpwIn, 
no penitent for the Gov- 
ernment’s policy but in- 
sisting that it was time 
that democracy was told 
the truth, which was that 
while three great Powers 
were outside the League 
the collective system re- 
mained incomplete ; that 
this country had done her 
level best by delaying Service replace- 
ment to enc » other nations to do the 
same, but that, our effort having failed, 
it was now essential for general security 
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The Government had been frank in 
a constructive and friendly spirit, he 
said, and he saw no reason why the im- 
pending negotiations should not lead 





THE NEW PACIFISM. 
Redskin “ White Feather” (looking eaat- 
ward out of his wigwam). “An, Fr onty I 
HAD BEEN CHIEF WE'D HAVE GONE ON THE 
WARPATH WITH A VENGEANCE!” 


Str Starrorp Cripps, 
to a new era in Europe, even though 
Labour pamphleteers did their best to 
impair our relations with Nazi Ger- 





ROARERS. 


THE RIVAL 
So have I heard on Afric’s burning shore 
Another lion give a grievous roar é 
And the first lion thought the last a bore.” 


Bombastes Furioso. 


Mr. Amery aND Mr, CHURCHILL. 


many. Finally he asked the House to 
remember that no actual increases in the 
Army or Navy were involved, and only 
an increase in the Air which would make 
us equal to the nearest striking force. 


The House was obviously impressed 
by so much formidable commonsense, 
but it was left fairly cold by Sir Her- 
BERT SAMUEL'S ungenerous attempts to 

int the Government as war-mongers. 

ir AUSTEN CHAMBERLAIN condemned 
him for not contributing a single con- 
structive idea and went on to argue 
persuasively that whereas the Leaguo 
enormously reduced the chances of the 
kind of war which began in some 
international accident, the wars which 
sprang from malice aforethought could 
only be checked by a powerful collec- 
tive system which would make aggres- 
sion hopeless from the start. Mr. 
AMERY also attacked Sir HEeRpert 
SaMUEL, whose speech, he said, dripped 
with unctuous rectitude, but he seemed 
to have less faith in a collective sys- 
tem than in national armaments. Sir 
Sta¥rorp Cripps referred to what T’he 
Economist had called the “Black 
Paper,” insisted that it marked the 
final abandonment by the Cabinet of 
the idea of collective security as an 
effective instrument of national se- 
curity, and surprised the House by 
admitting that a Labour Government 
would, in the last resort, have gone to 
war to stop the Sino-Japanese dispute. 
Sir Jonn Srwon then forcefully re- 
stated the Government’s case. 


Deeds of Herring-do. 


Tuesday, March 12th.—Their Lord- 
ships are still more or less unemployed, 
but to-day they met for 
ten minutes and did a 
little business. The Her- 
ring Bill was launched, 
and, once it was known 
that the L.C.C. disliked 
certain clauses in the 
Bill for Preserving St. 
Paul's, it was quickly 
given a Seeond Reading. 

The Commons enjoyed 
themselves very much 
over the Duchess of 
ATHOLL’s inquiry as to 
what steps Sir GopFREY 
CoLiins was taking to 
reduce bracken. The 
Member for Paddington 


but it is pretty certain 
that no reduction has 
taken place beyond the 


posing variations of a 
air-cut. 


The Indian Bill is not 
progressing too quickly, and the Chair- 
man, Sir Dennts HERBERT, issued a 
warning this afternoon that Members 
must keep their foot on the accelerator. 
Clause 18, which sets up a Federal 


North was unfortunately | 
not in his accustomed seat | 
next to Mr. CHURCHILL, | 
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The Grand Screem of Tartary (to his Master of the Jape who has just told one of his latest stories). “Ha! HA! VERY FUNNY! 
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Legislature, evoked little practical dis- 
cussion but a lot of political by-play. 
Mr. CHURCHILL was quite certain that 
the proposed legislature would be the 
worst on which any sun had yet set; 
Sir SamvEL Hoare — at the 
House was getting used to Mr. Cuur- 
CHILL’S practice of taking a brick from 
any heap to hurl at the Bill; Colonel 
Wepewoop thought that the Federa- 
tion would be the negation of demo- 
cracy, and painted a nice word-picture 
of members of the Assembly arriving 
on their elephants (which our M.P.’s 
never do); the Duchess of ATHOLL was 
hurt at the SeoreTaRY oF Stare’s 
attack on such a sincere and childlike 
person as the Member for Epping; Mr. 
Amery said it was time Mr. Peencatss 
said something constructive to justify 
the length of his speeches; and Mr. 
CHURCHILL assured everyone that when 
he might be in of boring the 
_ House he would be glad to turn to Mr. 
i Amery for expert assistance. 

If Madame Monressort has not 
| already studied the House of Com- 
_ mons she would find it often a faseina- 
ting field of infant behaviour. 
‘ednesday, March 13th.—In the dis- 
_ cussion in the Upper House on Defence 





EN SAR YEN SO eae 9 Pemnie aoe 





Lord Ponsonsy repeated the gross 
misstatement made by his Party in the 
Commons, that the White Paper was 
a repudiation of the League of Nations. 
which 


The debate, Lord HatrLsHaM 





OUR BACK-BENCH WHO'S WHO. 
Sir Ian MacrHerson 
Is a breezy Person, 
Being, in fact, the Chief Gael 
Within the Metropolitan pale. 


wound up witha reasoned and moderate 
appeal that the Government’s policy 
should not be distorted for Party bom 
poses, was chiefly remarkable for 
Reaprne’s speech, in which he ad- 
mitted misgivings as to the time of 
issue of the White Paper, but found 
himself in complete disagreement with 
Lord Ponsonsy (and incidentally with 
his brother-Liberals in the Commons) 
in the matter of the Government's 
record as a member of the League and 
its justification for tightening up the 
Services; and for that of the PRimaTR, 
who pointed out that much of the 
Opposition to the White Paper resulted 
from misapprehension. 

When the Commons went into Com- | 
mittee on India the debate was at its 
most interesting on Colonel WED@-} 
woop’s Amendment to omit the} 
North-West Provinces from the Fed-| 
eration. Sir Samuet Hoare insisted 53 
that this would be the greatest — 
because the troubles on the N.W. Be 
frontier, he said, had not their origif, | _ 
as many people believed, in Com-|_ 
munism, but in the fact that the 
Pathans, a vigorous race, were 
suffering from an inferiority complex, | 
which Federation would help to remove: | — 
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Musical Diplomacy. 





Aut lovers of Peace and harmony 
will have read with profound satisfac- 
tion the announcement in a leading 
Sunday paper that “the despatch of 
Signor Viola, the new Italian Minister 
in Belgrade, coincides with a greatly 
improved relationship between the two 
shores of the Adriatic.” The choice of 
Signor VioLa ought not to be lightly 

sed over, but should rather serve as 
an example to those who control our 
foreign policy, for England possesses 
in Mr. Lionet Tertis one who rightly 
describes himself in Who’s Who as 
“Propagandist for the Viola as a solo 
instrument,” and is undoubtedly one 
of the very greatest living performers 
on that instrument; and his employ- 
ment as an assistant to Sir Jonn Simon 
and Mr. AnrHony EpEN would un- 
doubtedly assist in keeping their nego- 
tiations on an even tenor. 

There would be nothing new or 
revolutionary about such a method, 
for it dates back to the time when 
Davip in his early days was sent 
for to charm away the melancholy of 





King Savi with his harp. But the 
first musical ambassador, though his 
mission was undertaken in his own 
domestic interest, was Orpheus; and, 
though human curiosity ended in 
disaster, the episode of his visit to the 
infernal regions was never forgotten 
and inspired composers so widely 
divergent in their methods as GLUCK 
and OFFENBACH to choose it as a theme 
for opera. 

Of more importance in this context 
is the fact that at an earlier stage of 
his career Orpheus sailed with Jason 
on the quest of the Golden Fleece, as 
bandmaster of the Argo. By his ser- 
vices alone the Argonauts were enabled 
to escape from the Sirens unscathed. 
Unfortunately in later life he declined 
the advances of the emancipated 
women of Thrace, who tore him to 
pieces. He could tame wild beasts and 
mountains, but not wild women. 

Still, his record as a musical pacifi- 
cator and the aid he rendered Jason in 
facilitating the export of bullion from 
Colchis are of happy augury for the 
strengthening of theCorps Diplomatique 
by trained musicians. Hitherto pro- 
ficiency in this art has not been re- 





quired of candidates for the F O., and 
no time should be lost in including it 
among the compulsory subjects. Care 
should obviously be taken not to en- 
courage modern music of an inflam- 
matory character, or performances on 
brass instruments such as the tuba or 
the trombone. The modern Siren should 
be absolutely ruled out and preference 
given to instruments and forms of 
music likely to make a special appeal to 
the countries approached in this way, 
e.g., the balalaika for Russia, the Horn 





for Tierra del Fuego, and yodelling for | 
emissaries to Switzerland or the Tirol. | 

Lastly, at a time when some forty | 
per cent. of professional musicians in | 


this country are unemployed, it would 
be at once charitable as well as politic 


to find occupation for them in a calling | 


in which they would be likely to prove 
of service to their own country and the 
cause of humanity. The fact that Sir 
JoHN Stmon describes his recreations as 
golf, skating and chess, but makes no 
mention of the heavenly maid, indicates 
a serious lacuna in his equipment and 
lays him open to the charge brought 
by SHAKESPEARE against the man who 
hath not music in his soul. C.L.G. 
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Young Reporter (to Senior Colleague). “1 SUPPOSE HERE WE JUST PUT * SOME DISSENT’ IN BRACKETS. 
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At the Play. 


“Srrtrve on A FEencr” 
(WESTMINSTER). 

| | was never very intimate with 
' mathematics, but a kind of platonic 
affection for the science leads me to 
think of it at all sorts of impossible 
times and in the most unlikely places. 
What, for instance, is the minimum 
number of exits and entrances that the 
Muses of Tr y or Comedy vay 
' endure and what the maximum ¢ 
sit counting the inrushes and out- 
dashes of those extravagant little 
farces which permit as many as five 
doors in constant operation to the 
sitting-room of a single flat, so that at 
one moment or another the unseen 
chambers are teeming with mis- 
tresses, aunts, lovers, uncles, 
butlers, bailiffs, bookmakers and 
unexpected visitors from over- 
seas waiting for the signal to 
haste forth again. What archi- 
tecture! What excitement! 
How healthy the current of air! 
It is possible, I suppose (but I 
cannot now remember), that in 
some of those meditative and 
conversational works of Mr. 
Suaw there is a play which 
provides (if only to flout SuHaKke- 
SPEARE) no means of arrival or 
departure for anyone at all 
except the audience, and if there 
is not such a play he should 
write itimmediately. The char- 
acters are imprisoned in a rocky 
fustness. There is no way out. 
There is no way in. Three hours 
of uninterrupted d lie before 
| them, On the other , there 
| must surely be a restaurant-play (I am 
almost certain that I have seen it) 
which pivots, so to —. on a revolv- 
| ing door in a state of continuous revo- 
| lution from curtain-rise to curtain-fall, 
_ Mr. AntHony ARmsTrona, as if to 
_ parody this accepted dogma of rapid 
| fun, has boldly nicknamed his Sitting 
on @ Fence a "three-door farce,” and, 
since he sets the scene in an office, it 
| need not surprise us that the three 
doors are aligned along a single wall 
nor that the door marked Privare is 
the one invariably used by enterin 
visitors. Bill Wilmot (poor fellow) an 
Joan Blythe cannot be blessed in mar- 
riage by a rich uncle until Bill has 
earned a hundred pounds in a month, 
So he starts a “General Agency,” 
which will do anything on commission 
for anybody. 

That the late owner of the office was 
a receiver of stolen named 
Schultz, whose name is still written on 
the door, is a circumstance that lends 





Joan Blythe 
Bill Wilmot 


an agreeable variety to the personne! 
of the callers, though the least expected 

aps is the rich American who 
wishes to determine by — experi- 
ment the difference (if any) between 
English ale and English beer. Aided 
by Bill (who also sells him a valuable 
miniature left by one of the crooks), 
he sets out on a tour of the public- 
houses of London in order to settle 
the problem. His research-work is 
admirably scientific. And so is that 
of Bill. They seem to have left no 
glass unturned. And the perpetual 
incursions of a very big plain-clothes 
detective, the eruptions of an office- 
boy who is always changing his ties, 
the embarrassments of Joan, who is the 
office typist, and much confusion (on 
Bill’s part) between his telephone 





TANGLE, 
. Miss Wintrrep Snorren, 
Mr. Huan WaKkeri£.p. 


AN OFFICE 


and his dictaphone, still further compli- 
cate the affairs of the unhappy agency. 
There is plenty of entertainment in 
this piece, but it never (alas!) attains 
the emotional excitement of absurdity 
which transports, uplifts, and at the 

best transfers the ph 
laughter from the head to the dia- 
phragm. Sober or drunk, held up by 
a gangster or struggling like Laécoon 
in the toils of his oftice-apparatus, 
Mr. HvucH WAKEFIELD was amusing 
as Bill, but there was not enough 
rogress nor any true culmination in 
his bewilderments, Mr. Morton 
SELTEN was a valuable and attractively 
easy-going uncle, Miss WuINIFRED 
SHOTTER a pretty picture of comic 
dismay ; but not much opportunity was 
given to the rest of the cast, unless we 
count Mr. Dove.as Emery’s effective 
2 ey and disappearances in the 
» of Clarence the office-boy. But 
they were very hard to count precisel y. 

VOR. 





~s 





iysical ailment of 


“ RiINGMASTER” (SHAFTESBURY), 


In so far as the first of the many first 
duties of the playwright is to make his 
reliminary explanations as brief and 
interesting as possible and to see that 
each of his characters enters com 
alive, Mr. Kerra WrnTer has succeeded 
very well. He understands the busi. 
ness of the theatre and his first Act is 
distinctly good. It inspires us to begin 
asking ourselves the samesearching inti. 
mate questions about the inhabitants 
of this guest-house in Devonshire which 
would naturally occur to us in the 
lounge of any hotel in which we were 
staying; we feel contented and inquir- 
ing, and this is all to Mr. Wrvrsr’s 
credit, but we also feel that he will see 
to it that our questions are answered 
before the end of the play. That 
is just where we are wrong, and 
just where I think Mr. Wovrsr 
fails. 

The whole action of the play 
takes place in the drawing-room 
of the guest-house, an apartment 
so solidly and respectably fur. 
nished that nobody dropping in 
for tea would suspect it of being 
an amorous high-tension a 
of the most dangerous kind, 
Yet outside lurk gardens ripe 
for love-making and cliffs ri 
for suicide—and indeed, if the 
Hammonds’ venture appeared at 
all in the A.A. book, it could 
only be starred with two bleed: 
ing hearts (H. and C.). 

Peter and Ann Hammond ran 
the place, apparently without 
servants, but, thanks to Amn, 
fairly efficiently. eter is a 
handsome young actor who has 
been crippled in a taxi-smash and who 
exudes a cynical personality in which 
he himself has the most faith. He 
rushes about in a wheeled chair and 
ruthlessly investigates the love-life of 
his guests—material which never runs 
short. Ann is an attractive girl who is 
beginning to find Peter impossible and 
is also beginning to fall in love with @ 
dumb but decent Naval officer who is 
of the party. There you have one of] 
the cells of the battery; the other is} 
composed of the Naval officer's : 
looking young cad of a brother, am) 
older lady whose lover he has been im 
exchange for cheques, and the lady's) 
pretty daughter, with whom he con 
templates running away. A rum lot 
to be gathered in the healthy winds of 
Devon, but no rummer than the lots: 
one reads about in the Sunday papers, 
and rather wittier. | 

For the first two Acts I found them 
plausible enough, even when Peter, it 
a sudden burst of idealism, entreats the | 
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sailor to run off with his wife and make 
her happy ; for Peter has already shown 
himself a person of some character by 
slating the boy for accepting money 
from his mistress, tearing up the cheque 
and lending him a little to go on with. 
Some character, I say; at any rate not 
the phenomenal cad which he becomes 
in the Third Act, when, having dis- 
covered all about everybody, he pours 
out his information in an acid flood to 
the embarrassed company. This is an 
astonishing scene, marvellously well 
acted but to me unreal and melo- 
dramatic. What on earth are we 
intended to think about Peter! If he 
is really the brute his wife says he is— 
and she should know—why 
are we twice shown him in 
rather a fine light? Is the 
bitterness of the cripple sup- 

1 to pass finally into 
insanity ! lean’teay. Peter's 
character is really the play, 
and, though itis interesting, 
it is left in a muddle. 

It is not Mr. Laurence 
Ouivirr's fault that he is 
not clearer ; within the limits 
of the part this actor is 
triumphant and gives a very 
fine performance, The other 
characters are well cast and 
admirably acted. A slight 
first-night stiffness in the 


vay Hyson and Mr. Nias. 
Patrick will doubtless dis- 
appear. Eric. 


“Grory Be” (PHaenrx). 


Mr. AxNnoLp Ripiey may 
not—and indeed plainly does 
not—like preachers, but he 
is in moralising mood him. 
self in this new play of his 
at the Phoenix, called Glory 
Be. The theme is as old as Revival- 
ism, but it is brought up to date by 
the introduction in leading réles of 
professional footballers. Contrast, 
says Mr. Ripiey, these healthy 
and manly young fellows, whose 
ealling aw them keep fit and avoid 
any excess in drinking, smoking or 
the pleasures castigated by revivalist 
preachers with the undisciplined and 
self-deceived emotionalism of that 
canting reprobate, Llewellyn Evans. 

What points Mr. Ripiey considers 
can fairly be made for revivalist meet- 
ings he has made in a gentlemanly and 
reasonable way by the Rev. James 
Garland, who does not need the pro- 
gramme explanation that he is a Church 
of England clergyman. ‘This padre, 
who still keeps up his cricket, is full of 
ineffective fairmindedness. He has to 








(Ese 3e 


4 aw 


to be a thorough sahib to hold his own 


Peter Hammond 
Hilda Leater 
re gay Leater 


with Josh Blain (Mr. Bannie Livesey) 
who is an extremely presentable speci- 
men of the professional footballer, ver 
careful and correct in his speech. It is 
true that he gets loquaciously drunk 
at “The Bull” at Radstock, but we 
only know that from hearsay, We see 
him endure extraordinary provocations, 
He returns from kicking the goal that 
wins the Cup—rur Cur!—for the 
Wanderers, but so far from being wel- 
comed he has to see an interlopi 
Welsh revivalist stealing his affiance 
love. What is more, the Welshman 
knocks him down. It is not surprisi 

if he seeks to expose his aaa 
rival, who has betrayed girls before. 





GUEST-HOUSE CIRCUS. 
Tacx Treycenine sy Tar RINnoMasTEen. 


REDROO! 


The play is well-constructed in the 
great essentials of suspense and climax, 
although the climax is weakened by 
shuffling out of showing us the great 
meeting at which there is to be the 
great exposure. We only see the ante- 
room, and ante-rooms, when the plat- 
form people are chafing to begin, are 
not places where sudden revelations are 
likely to get much of a hearing. But 
there is no reason for being surprised if 
the footballers—for Josh has a stalwart 
and reliable Welsh pal (Mr. ALLAN 
Rost)—are no match for the oer 
wild preacher. Mr. lon Swiniey looks 
and acts the main part with a fine 
judgment. Sometimes he seemed a 
little short of the requisite fluency, 
but most of the time he poured out 
Scriptural rhetoric. Mr. Ripuey and 
not Mr. Swintey must carry the re- 
sponsibility if at times this revivalist 


. Me. Laurence OLtvier, 
Miss Catuiteen Nesuirr. 
Miss Dororuy Hyson, 


seems to see too clearly into his own 
mixed and largely base motives. 

Kvans triumphs, for he has all the 
gifts and a great way with women. 
Nellie Peters, who was to have been 
trumps for Josh, is no fool. Miss Enna 
Davies was deservedly acclaimed for 
her portrayal of this girl in the most 
amusing passage of the play—her first 
interview with Josh, who wanta her 
intimate s But she succumbs to 
the spell again, and the girl of Josh's 
heart, though reclaimed, is not a pear! 
of great price, and we are left quite 
uncertain about her stability. 

The subject of the play is no great 
matter, but it was made well worth 

following through. D. W. 


Birds Ashore and 
Birds Aforeshore. 


The Teuchats and the Spring 
Angler. 

(The Lapwing, in Eastern 
Scotland, ia called Teuchat, The 
usual March snow. storm, ending 
winter when the birds are nesting. 
is called The Teouchat's Storm. } 


Tar Teuchats eried at 





Candlemas, 
And still I hear them 
where 
A gowan’s newly in the 
grass, 


A storm is in the air. 
“The Teuchat’s Storm,” the 
Teuchats ery, 
But when the storm is 
done 
It gars the rivers fall in ply, 
t gars the salmon run 


As I came east o’ Banchory 
Town 
The melting drift was deep, 
But every Teuchat wore his crown 
And cried,  Peeaweep, Peesweep 
— Peeasweep,” the Teuchats 
erie 
And tumbled like Tam Fool; 
And March, I kent, was come to 
bide 
And fill the Kelpie’s Pool.* 


From all the airts that do belong 
I heard the Teuchat's note ; 
“Peesweep,” 1 heard the Teuchat’s 


song ; 
And here's the owercome o't: 
Gie me a tassel on the larch, 
A patch upon the ben, 
Gie me the year’s twal’ months in 
March, 
A salmon now and then. 
P.R. C, 





* A cast on the Dee below Banchory. 
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The Old and the New. 
We all know that times have 


changed. There is the usual divergence 


of opinion as to whether they are much, 
much better than — to be, or 
much, much worse. taxpayers— 


_ of whom I am one, and you, most 


\ 


even one’s great-aunt. 
| activities look as well, described by 


probably, another—hold to the much, 
much worse school of t, and 
nothing, except a radical of 
heart on the part of the CHANCELLOR OF 
rue Excneqver, will turn them from it. 

But never — that now. It : = 
subject upon which one’s is ap 
<a re one. What one really 
had it in mind to write about was some- 
thing quite different. 

You know those family letters that 
your great-aunt has so often shown 
you, dating back to a year when your 
vreat-aunt herself—ineredible though 
it may seem—was neither born nor 
thought of? This kind of thing :— 


‘Dear anp Honourgep Huspanp,— 
Since you left our quiet countryside 
for the great city I have, with our two 
good wenches Martha and Eliza the 
Squint, spiced, preserved and bottled 
some seventy pounds of apricocks from 
our excellent old tree; also we did 
salt, dry and pickle our most ancient 
sow against harvest dinnersand the like. 

‘To-morrow I have enjoined all to be 
up and about at five of the clock or 
something earlier, that there may 
take place a mighty sorting-out of 
napery and the like.” 


Probably there is a good deal more: 
how they all helped to sweep the great 
chimney and dry the sweet bees er— 
on, naturally, two separate and distinct 
occasions. But one cannot go on quot- 


| ing for ever. The point is this: Times, 
| as one said at 


e beginning, have 
changed. They will change again. 
Nothing can last for ever—neither the 
bottled apricocks, the pickled sow, nor 
Will our 


_ ourselves in our correspondence, as did 
| those of the old-time 2 gga Pgs 
_ chimney - sweepers and driers of 


| lavender ?— 


| “Dear ae you left I’ve 

been up to the eyes in jam. Cook and 
| the slut too utterly bed I shall put 
| them on to sorting the laundry to- 
_ morrow and get breakfast for myself. 
_ Cook says the kitchen chimney wants 

doing again, but I don’t believe a word 
| of it; and anyway I’ve no money to 


| pay the sweep.” 


ou see the difference ? 
Yes, I thought you would, 





It would, however, be quite un- 
constructive just to see the difference 
and leave it at that. Something must 
be done. The New (Us) must somehow 
be brought into line with the Old 
(Eliza the Squint and Co.), So here is 
a little record, in which old and new 
are attractively mingled, The old is 
taken from a perfectly well-known 
classic, called Black Beauty (story about 
a horse), and the new But read 
on:— 





BROWN BESS. 

The first place that I can well re- 
member was a large pleasant garage 
where we cars used to wait to be 
bought. There were many of us, but I 
can only tell about myself and a very 
old Moonbeam. The Moonbeam had 
been a very fine car in her day, and she 
often gave me good advice, 

“Never,” she would say, “run into 
a brick wall if you can help it. You will 
always find that it hurts you more than 
it does the wall. Do not charge a lorry 
or a traction-engine, for the same 
reason,” 

I always remembered these words 
when I went into the world, which I 
soon did, being a two-seater. My first 
owner, I am sorry to say, was not a 
good driver and was often in trouble 
with the police. She was quite a 
young girl, and did not clearly dis- 
tinguish between the foot-brake and 
the accelerator. It is a great trial to us 
cars to be driven in this manner and 
compelled to leap forward on occasions 
when we well know that we ought to be 
standing stock-still. After a time, my 
owner’s father became tired of paying 
his daughter's fines, and I was sold. 

This time I became the property of 
a retired Admiral, and I sometimes had 
to listen to language that no decent car 
can hear unmoved. I have always 
thought that the trouble which soon 
developed in my self-starter was due 
to this experience. 

I changed hands several times after 
that, always at a lower and lower 
figure, until one day I found myself in 
a very small provincial garage, from 
whence I could be hired with my driver, 
a young man of about seventeen with a 
long piece of hair over one eye, who 
wore a pull-over and said “ Right-O.” 

I did my best for him, as I have 
always tried to do for all my drivers, 
but my carburettor sank lower and 
lower as I realised how worn my tyres 
were, how badly I needed a new coat of 
paint, and how precarious was the 
state of my steering-rod. I hope that 
my young readers will never use a car 
as that young man used me! 

However, all things come to an end 
if one is patient and does one’s duty, 
and the small provincial garage came 
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to an end owi 


wing to the prietor’s 
utter inability to pay his Wer, 

The garage was sold, and I wag 
thrown in, together with the ; 
pump, which was quite out of order 


an old watering-can and two pieces of | 


chamois-leather. 

The young man who drove me 
off on a motor-bicyele that he had 
bought upon the instalment-system, [ 
do not know what happened to him, 
I one day, however, nised a piece 
of the motor-bicycle, which was em. 
bedded in some mud at the bottom of 
a river. 

My present owners—for I was soon 
sold, in spite of my shabby locks—are 
very nice people, living in a 
bangalow with a large garage. I have 
been painted a lively green, I have got 
new tyres, all my weaknesses have been 
attended to, and I really believe that 
Sir Matcotm CaMPnata himself would 
be proud to own me. 

Moreover, dear old Moonbeam be. 
longs to some neighbours of ours, and 
we sometimes meet and talk over old 
times. The pleasant honk-honk of the 
motor-horns steals through the summer 
evening and mingles with our reminis- 
cences, and we dream away happily in 
our picturesque garages amid the sweet 
familiar scents of oil, grease and petrol. 


And there you are, Worded in this 
way, the New is much less aggressive, 
while at the same time the Old becomes 
less archaic. 

So admirable does the formula 
appear to us that we shall quite likely 
produce some more examples of it later 
on.* Mrs. Markham perhaps, esec 
Mary through the wonders of B 
casting House. . M.D, 








Delicate Situation in the Antipodes, 


“Australia’s solvency demands it. A stand 
must be taken on eggs.” 
Australian Leading Article, 





“Toormna Accipgent Last Nieat.” 
Newspaper Heading. 
Of course, if people will neglect the 
Silence Zones ! 


“In 1910 (or 11) the dairymen formed # 
union and tried to embrace domestics in 
their ‘ fold,’ "-—Letter in Yorks Paper. 

And very properly, we mops, had their 


ears boxed for their trouble. 


“Wanted, capable Cook-General for set 
side, summer months. Bath in winter, 
liness and good references essential.” —Ade 
Cleanliness looks like being rather & 
problem, 





a, 





* This depends partly on the Haditor, 
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“Green Ways for London.” 


(A Dream.) 


On, if the wise heads who are set 
To govern in this town 


The parks we love 
A pleasant place were London! 


Our very urban heart, 

|| And singing birds chant all anew 
Their joy to slum and sordid part 
Far pleasanter were London! 


| If rustic lanes could wander through 


What matter if some houses fell 
To coax the country back? 
A little larger sky were well, 
For then—more blue with less of 
black 


A pleasant place were London! 


These rambling rural paths should be 
Outlined with woodland flowers; 
Kind seats would often ring a tree 
Where people felt—in leisure hours 
“ How pleasant is our London!” 


The dust and din of thoroughfares 
They almost might ignore, 
Could they—alone, in groups or pairs 
Find glades that helped to make 
once more 
A pleasant place of London! 


And if, at intervals, by luck, 
One glimpsed a little stream 
© Which such new ways, perchance, had 
struck 
A dream—a very pleasant dream 
Would have come true in London! 


Would make green ways that nearly met 
of just renown— 
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Letters. 
To My Doetor, 

Dean Dn, Panet,—I have just re- 
ceived an intimation from my insurance 
company that, aa a pa | of your 
report on my health, they are prepared 
to issue my new policy at normal rates 
Whilst naturally pleased at this result, 
| cannot help feeling that you are tak. 
ing some risk with your professional 
reputation in. passing me as Al, and 
| should hate to feel, if Anything 
Happened, that it might react on you, 

To be perfectly frank, I have won- 

| dered for some time if we were not 
living in a fool's paradise about my 
condition. We must, I think, share the 
blame. You for the somewhat casual 
way in which you have been accustomed 
to examine me; I for concealing from 
| you symptoms which might have been 
| & warning. Without ing in any 
| way to shift the responsibility, how. 
ever, or to accuse you of being unsym- 
_ pathetic, T must say in self-defence 
_ that the carelessness, not to say levity, 
with which you have sometimes treated 


Socata i + —aoves Bismea 





Unposted 


ret ee amet se 
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— 
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my symptome in the past, has had a 
good deal to do with my attitude, Ever 
since the occasion when you insisted 
that my symptoms of Heart Disease, 
which at that time were very marked, 
were simply due to indigestion, 1 must 
confess that my confidence in you has 
waned, Forgive me, Dr. Panel, but 
it is difficult to place one's complete 
trust in a physician who prescribes 
bicarbonate of soda for a condition 
which precisely corresponds in every 
detail with the symptoms of acute 
valvular lesion. 

There was also the matter of my 
lungs, On the last occasion I visited 
you, your tappings of my chest were 
perfunctory in the extreme, Yet on 
returning home I was able, in tapping 
myself, to produce a most peculiar 
note from my lower riba, Surely a man 
whose left floating rib produces a loud 
Fr sharp (concert pitch) is in no con 
dition to be neglected + It was only by 
getting away from work and hurrying 
to the South of France for a few months 


that I was able to arrest a mischief 


which you apparently never even sus- 
pected. Had the matter been left in 


| ay Quark \ 


\ fli { \ | Wt “ ‘s 
Lt SAV Ded \ ’ 
AN oe Vine > 


AGAIN,” 


your hands, my ehe 
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LS 
wt by this time 
would probably have made a noise like 
a badly-tuned xylophone, 
These things, I feel, are your recpon 
sibility, You have listened to my heart 
you have carelessly eg my chest, 
and in each instance you have entirely 
failed to mark the onset of ciseane, 
But with regard to my internal trouble 
I must take the blame myself, Frankly, 
I have concealed the matter from you, 
and it is now probably too late to Do 
Anything. Had it not been for this 
insurance business and my fears for 
your future I should never have met 
tioned it; but the facts are these: For 
some time | have suffered a good deal 
of pain after eating—pain which, 
though I say it, has been cheerfully 
borne and which even now is suspet 
by no one, I am not of a hypochom 
driac disposition, and for some time 
went about as usual, sucking 
mints and carrying on my usual b 
ness and hoping against hope that it 
was nothing worse than gastric ulcers 
or acute dyspepsia, My rapid fluc- 
tuations in weight, however, ¥ 
have recently been so apparent, leave | 
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little room for doubt 
_ Weighed myself on «ix weighing 
} machines. The firat trial yielded no 
very positive resulta, as I apparently 
inserted my penny too soon and was 
handed « card making the absurd 
awsertion that I weighed nineteen 
stone, four pounds, But my fortune 
on the back, definitely bade me beware 
of indifferent health, 

At my attempt, in Bull 
Worth's, however, I found that | 
Weighed twelve atone, six pounds 
about my normal weight, Yet an hour 
later, at a Bakerloo atation, I had gone 
| MP to twelve stone ten; and the very 


I have now 


second 








\ i e Vite otter 


without my overeoat, 
| waa only twelve stone at King's 
(‘roua I need hardly tell vou, aa a 
physician, that fluctuations of this 
extraordinary kind cannot suggest any 


MiLTTIE eveniiy 


thing but a very grave condition 
That, then, Dr. Panel, ia the condi 
tion of the man on whose health you 
are pre pared to stake your professional 
reputation I must confess that | am 
puzzled by vour attitude and inclined 
incompetence and 
carelonsnens tut there ia another 
pos ible explanation that you have 
known for some time the hopelessness 
making a noble 


to put it down to 


of my case and are 
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Wor I Meane TO BAY 18 THIS, Maa, Ganen—Woae j ne UP TO WHAT tHer Re UP TO, THEN It's UP TO roe,’ 


effort to apare my feelings even at the 
risk of your livelihood, 
position, please do not make such « 
sacrifice for me, As you muat see, Lam 
already resigned to my fate and further 
dissembling is useless and contrary to 
my desire, I would rather Be Told 

I shall call on you at my ueual hour 
next week, and then, please, be entirely 
frank, Tam a philosopher and oan boar 
with a amile and a shrag of the shoul 
ders the worst that you can toll me 
But deliberate misrepresentation to 


an unsuspecting insurance company 
worries me, 
Yours faithfully, M.S 





If that ia the | 
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“ YouR LOUD-SPRAKER 's A KIT LOUD, JonREA. 
” 
“No, 1 COULDN'T LET YOU DO THAT. SUPPOSE YOU USED COTTON-WOOL AND LET ME PAY FOR THAT, 


Our Booking Office. 
(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 


Florizel’s Capri. 

Tue transient but by no means embarrassed phantom of 
Kino Cuarces Il, pausing there on the last 7 of that 
brilliant Odyssey which began at Worcester and ended in 
France; Doctor Ricnarp Russe. discovering the thera- 
peutic virtues of sea-water; the TuraLes of Southwark 
paying visits, with the Great Lexicographer lumbering and 
anny BURNEY curvetting in their wake—these are episodes 
in the progress to prosperity of the little fishing-port which 





| used to be called Brighthelmstone. But of course the classic 
_ history of Brighton (Faner anv Faper, 15/-) began when 


a recalcitrant Prince of Wales realised how conveniently 
distant it lay from an un ial Court; and it is 
with Brighton under the influence of the fourth of the 


| Groroxs, Prince, Regent and at long last King, that Mr. 
| Ossert Srrweit and Miss Margaret Barton are chiefly 
| concerned, 


| fat Adonis was an attractive and admirable creature, and 


They labour hard to convince us that the 


_ those pages on which they describe the gradually ex. 





panding glories of the Pavilion are scintillant in every 
line. Yet the feeling remains that the First Gentleman 
touched nothing which he did not vulgarise, and that his 
boon-companions were a pack of parcel-gilt hooligans. 
CuAnLes and his friends behaved just as badly, but at 


_ least they had the saving grace of wit, In Gronan’s 














Suprose YOU USED EKAK-PHONES AND LET ME PAY FOR THEM.” 





— are — ner rane es Ss = 

day the wit was all on the other side, with Grutray and 
. y 

RowLanpson, Byron, Moore and Hunt. Nevertheless 


Mr. Strweit and Miss Barron have contrived quite an 
entertaining chronicle of fashions and foibles. 


A Tudor Symposium. 

After The Great Victorians, and so on, T'he Great Tudors 
(NICHOLSON AND Watson, 10/6), with forty contributors 
to cope with forty characters and Miss KaTHarineé GARVIN 
to furnish an introduction. The Renascence, whose English 
flower is gathered in these pages, was, she rightly insists, @ 
moneyed movement, and culture, commerce and the per- 
manence, or impermanence, of the Reformation settlement 
are the chief links in lives as diverse as those of LATIMER 
and Kerr, Giteertr and Gresuam, The editorial explana 
tion of the “casting of the parts” is fairly satisfactory, 
though the test of sympathy which renders Mr. BeLLs 
Colet” and Mr, Witi1amson's “ Richard Grenville” such 
admirable reading is absent alike from Miss Bows8ns 
“Mary Stewart” and from Mr. Betioo’s “ Lord Burgh- 
ley.” The palm for originality, coupled with justice, 
should go, t feel, to Mr. Brownn’s “Raleigh.” There 
are no musicians-—“sweet Master Campion” might at 
least have been allowed to partner his namesake Jesuit, 
The book as a whole strikes one as too roughly fash- 
ioned out of an undoubted abundance; though it would 
be too much to say, with the dramatist who did not 
like Bex Jonson, “a gouty Briareus, many hands and 
no use, 
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Glaucus up to Date. 
Here are the reasons of the sea in her 
sCASONS 
From Yuletide along to Yule, 
Here's our coastwise sea and our most 
wise sea 
Of reef and rock and pool, 
In A Seashore Calendar, one which tells 
Of whales and snails and cockle-shells 


It is one that teaches of all blue 
beaches, 
Of prawns, of pilchards, of lobster. 
pots ; 
Here it discusses of octopuses 
And there of guillemota; 
Tn fact, no item that’s called marine 
Omits to fill its English scene. 


And here are the trawlers and the 
“ trotline” haulers, 
And here flies feather and there goes 
fin, 
And derelict bottles with tight-corked 
throttles 
And messages pent within ; 
Polyp and diatom, plankton too, 
Build this book that I urge on you; 


For I'd have you buy it; the Netsons 
supply it; 
In information it's absolute, 
And Mr. BaianrweL. has written it 
right well 
And made its pictures to suit. 
What would you know of his secret sea / 
Here in a nutshell it will be. 


Every Inch a Queen. 

The third volume of The Story of My 
Life (Cassex., 18/-), by Marre, Queen 
of RouMANIA, covers the period of the 
War and consists almost entirely of 


entries in the author's diaries. If the 
War is scen somewhat egocentrically, 
that is perhaps inevitable in one who 
is 80 untouched by doubts as to the 
rights, responsibilities and opportun 
ities of royalty and who with such fine Like A TIN OF SAR 
courage so naturally became the in- 

rer, consoler, nurse, mother and mascot to her impres 

able ee When the irredentists so surprisingly 
succeeded in forcing the decision to support the Allies, 
carrying the reluctant King with them in the teeth of 
continued German victories and of “ Cousin Willy's 
snorting telegrams” full of vaunts and threats, the Queen 
was indeed happy. Then came swift defeat, felt as dis 

our; “betrayal” by the defection of Russia; disinte 
gration and despair, Then—Victory; and, the first flush 
of ecstasy over or the “ Empress of all the Roumanians,’ 
the is making troubled entries about “poor Willy’ 
and wondering how far revolution is likely to spread 
A book for Ruritanians and royalists 


Cruwing Touria 


The Queen was in the Parlour. 
The “ Queen,” who is no stranger to readers of Mr. BE. F 
80N's Mapp and Lucia, continues her reign with more 
gusto than ever in his latest novel, Lucia’s Progress (Hop 
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DER AND Srovanron, 7/6) and becomes chAtelaine of a 
reenter anne a 
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Taat's THe wrurry, CLARENCE; AND WRAP ‘EM UF TO LOOK 

DINES 

house with the best viewpoint in the town. The author 
begins his chronicle fairly gently, but malice will out, and 
soon we become ready listeners to gossip littered with 
Scotch and Irish phrases by the parson, baby-talk and 
Italian by Lucia, and French by Elizabeth. Georgie, the 
petit-point expert, who is chief courtier, joins in once he 
has induced his new white beard to be more loyal to his 
auburn head—it was “ frightfully tarsome” at first. But, 
though Lucia’s subjects are mostly convicted of treason, 
at times she manages to rule them, becoming speculator, 
Lady Bountiful and President of the Cricket Club (as she 
says—" Twenty pounds did that-—I mean I waa only too 
glad to give them the heavy roller”). She is best as an 
archwologist, the discoverer of Cromwellian pipes, Roman 
furnaces and half a glass bottle sgeomamnaby ea0d for 
libations to Apollo, since it was inscribed “Apow”), 
Even the finding of the second half with the discouraging 
letters “Lonanis” did not really defeat her. Long live 
Queen Lucia, and long live Mr. Benson to amuse us! 
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Circuses and Menageries. 

Books do not always fulfil the expectations aroused by 
blurbs and jackets. But I find no overstatement in the 
publishers’ claim in to Tent Town (BURNS AND 
Oates, 2/6) that “seldom has so much been told about the 
Cireus or Travelling Menageries in a small volume. 
Primarily addressed to children, it makes good reading for 
all ages, for Mr. Witan G. Boswortu is an antiquarian 
without being a dry-as-dust, and he traces the growth of the 
cireus from Targuis to BertraM Mitts with unfailing 
animation and a liberal spice of anecdote. The careers of 
Asriey and the SancErs are here recalled and the secret 
of Georer’s assumption of the title “Lord” explained— 
his resolve to go one better than “the Honourable WILLIAM 


| 
| 
| 


Love and War. 
To read Wrexham’s Romance (HopDER aND StToveutoy, 


7/6) is to get clean away from the modern world and to enj 

a holiday in “the hill-locked country of Sakaeland.” “Ganpar 
as a story-teller has many gifts, and by no means the least 
of them is that of creating atmosphere. His description of 
Sakaeland, “ with its semi-Scandinavian inhabitants and its 
superimposed old Greek Culture and Nestorian Christianity,” 
may conceivably sound rather alarming, but the 

fact remains that those who entrust themselves to him will 
for the time be transported into the heart of unknown Asia, 





Deep in the Underworld. 
I view with apprehension the appearance of American 





Copy.” But the most 
attractive part of the 
book is concerned with 
the inner life of the 
modern circus, its elab- 
orate organisation and 
above all the training of 
the animals. Chapter X.., 
containing interviews 
with trainers of lions, 
sea-lions, kangaroos, 
monkeys, emphasises at 
every turn the point that 
only kindness pays — 
that ‘cruel people never 





| act.” Full credit is given 


| A Clydeside Tragedy. 


| The Shipbuilders (FaBEr 


train a successful animal 


to the HAGENBECK 
brothers for inventing 
the “gentling” system 
of training, which has 
been used ever since, 


A novel whose pathetic 
ends are subserved by 
able handling and ad- 
mirable characterisation, 


AND Faper, 8/6), strikes 
me as an unusually sound 
achievement. Its frame- 
_ work is the closing-down 
| of a Clydeside shipyard, 
| and the tragedy, as its 
| author sees it, is a 


| “tragedy beyond econ- 








“Look HERE—yov say, ‘Surrs 
STILL WAITING.” 
“WELL, WE'RE STILL PRESSING.” 


gangsters in our sensa- 
tional fiction, and the 
reason can be found in 
Soho Racket (Huteum- 
son, 7/6). We are told 
that this story is “a virile 
thriller,” a description 
with which I have no 
quarrel if it means that 
crime follows upon crime, 
Mr. Grierson Dickson 
is a young author, and 
the spirit of youth enables 
him to keep the pot of 
‘|excitement on the boil 
from his first to last page. 
But such a story requires 
considerable powers of 
digestion, and personally 
could have wished for 
a little more attention to 
characterisation and @ 
little less noisy incident. 
Certainly, however, Mr. 
Dickson has carried out 
thoroughly what he in 
tended to do. 


Death of a Spinster. 
The Hobgoblin Murder 
(METHUEN, 7/6), by Kay 
CLEAVER STRAHAN, 
is a more than ordinari 
well - written and 
constructed story, which 
(as so often happens 
this type of book) spoils 





PRESSED WHILE You wait. I’m 








_ omics”—not merely the poverty-stricken homes but the 
| ruin of a traditional craft. The interest centres in Leslie 
| Pagan, heir to the business, and Danny Shields, riveter, 
once @ private in Leslie’s Company. On Leslie falls the 
onus of deciding how much of the capital originally earned 
by the yard and trey invested elsewhere shall be 
sacrificed in the effort to keep the yard going. His own 
inclination is to by his men; but he is heavily 
handicapped by an English wife and a delicate child 
adroitly exploited by the selfish mother. Danny is equally 
ill-served by his termagant Agnes; in fact Mr. GeorcE 
Buake’s indictment of post-War ruthlessness and folly 
gives women an unenviable and not wholly undeserved 
prominence. And yet one must admit that not a portrait 
in the book—from the philistine Blanche to Danny's half- 
animal daughter-in-law, Rita—can be accused of carica- 
ture or injustice. 





its effectiveness in the end by trying to be too clever. 
When Miss Prudence Fetty was found murdered in her 
bed there were plenty of people with the necessary motive 
and opportunity for the deed. Which of them wielded 
the fatal scissors? Was it either of Miss Prue’s elderly but 
strange sisters, Dorinda and Hortense? Was it Valentine 
Pornick, old but only in a limited sense faithful retainer? 
Or Philip Kane, factotum? Or what about Bertha Kane 
and Madge Coyle—the latter a somewhat dubious relation 
of the Fetty sisters, who has only recently joined this odd 
household with her four-year-old daughter? Their 

look far less convincing when one inspects them closely. 
All this business of collecting clues and weighing up e 

is excellently done. And then it turns out that 
it would be unfair to go on, but at any rate the solution 
made me quite seriously annoyed. The “big surprise at 
end” fetish seems to me to be the bane of mystery no 
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Ars Magna. 


So many diverse ex of opinion. so many 
from newspaper articles about Mr. ABRaiAaM 


“Habakkuk” (which is now being exhibited in the Notting- 


ham Galleries near Rupert Street) have been sent to this 


office that I have felt it only right to publish a small selec- 
tion of the literature on this page :— 


_. . The art of the ages dwindles into insignificance 
beside the new stupendous masterpiece of GLUCKSTEIN. 
It dwarfs the puny conceptions of the Greeks. It makes 
a mockery of Micnar. ANGELO. It turns Roprn into a rat. 
As I stood before it I heard the sound of ancient voices 
prophesying war. My knees trembled. The world swam. 
| said to my companion, ‘Take me away somewhere so that 
I can sob out my soul in print.’ When I returned to the office 
they cried fiercely upon me, ‘You can’t make a stunt out of 
buttering that, Billy. The public won’t stand for it, you 
know.’ I smiled contemptuously in answer and pulled 
down my book of beautiful synonyms. The words began to 
flow from my pen as if from an open sore. . . . 

From an article by William Bruce in “The Daily Cruise.” 


Dear Srr,—It reminds me of a large toad. 
Ponder’s End. CANDIDUS. 
Dear Mr. Puncn,—I seed in one of the papers it says 

as this here Habakkuk seems to spring out of the living 

granite to confront a dead world. Well, it takes me and my 
mates a matter of twelve hours to make it spring out of the 
perishing street into where it is now, and then we pretty 
near had to take the roof off the show. And what do we get 
out of it, come to that, me and my mates, outside of our pay ? 
Nothing but the price of a couple of pints apiece. I arsts 
OR. a4 ENGLISHMAN. 


Dear Smr,—It may interest you to know that in a 
previous exhibition of Mr. GLuckstErn’s work there was 
one astonishing and not easily intelligible piece of sculpture 
on which no fewer than five different numbers had been 
gummed in different places, viz., 17, 21, 30, 33 and 49. 

On consulting the catalogue the entranced spectator 
found that the following five explanations were given of 
one and the same work :— 


17. Og. 

21. Exegesis. 

30. The Duke of Lanchester. 
33. Spirit of Love. 

49. Gambetta. 


_ This at least shows how far Mr. GLucKSTELN is from the 
ridiculous conventions which have shackled European Art 
for so many 

Battersea. Virevx SABREvR. 

.. . Is it too late even now to s t that replicas of 
ABRAHAM GLUCKSTEIN’S noble “‘ bakkuk ” might be set 
up by the MIntsTER oF TRANSPoRT as an additional warning 
to motorists of the thirty-mile speed-limit prescribed for 
built-up areas? They would be far more easi y visible than 
the present signs. . . . 

Camberwell. Sarety First. 


It isathing ... to make the eyes pop. . . . 
From a letter signed “L. H.” 


. . . Tosum up, it does not seem to me to be nearly go 
successful as the lovely ‘Leviticus’ of two years ago, and 
I shall be surprised if it fetches more than £5,000 on 
transfer.—From a letter signed “George Alison.” 


Dear Str,—A few hundred more patriotic spirits like 
Mr. GLUCKSTELN in this country and we should hear leas 
of British workmen having to go on the dole, as we do at 
present. An UNEMPLOYED QvuarRRy-BLAsTER. 


. . » Monolithic . . . each of the eyes measures nearly 
two feet across ... transcendently beautiful. . . . The 
blow with the sledge-hammer that must have blunted the 
nose was a stroke of genius. . . . Marks an era in the trade. 

From a lengthy critique in “The Monumental Mason's 
Review.” Evor. 


I Heard a Bee. 


(Guernsey.) 








Att the week-end 

A blizzard of sleet and snow 
Whistled around the house— 
Whistled and shrieked and yelled 

As if it would rend 

The island out of the sea. 

From Pleinmont to Petit Bot 

Wild spirits out of the merciless Arctic held 
Contemptuous carouse, 

Crying, “Winter are we, are we; 
Winter still rules. 

As for your Spring 

And your dream, poor frozen fools, 
Of blossom coming and buds— 
Forget the thing! 

For your dreams are duds, are duds; 
Winter’s still king!” 


But on Monday the wind from the North 

Fell whispering round the coast, 

And the pale terrified ghost 

Of the sun crept forth; 

And the bard crept forth too 

To walk in the water-lane 

Where the kingcups were shining again, 

And to see Lihou. 

And the bard was happy because 

Above the wind and the sea 

He heard a sound that made mock of the hurricane’s 
blast, 

Saying, ‘“Winter? Winter’s past.” 

And what do you think it was? 

Why—a bee. 


Yes, a bee droning away 

Of summer sun at Rocquaine, 

Where the coloured gardens weave 
Their carpet over the slopes 

Running down from Torteval; 

Of the warm tides’ rise and fall, 

And the breeze that flickers and faints; 
Of the shingle at Saints 

And gold sands at L’Erée— 

A bee droning of Spring, 

As bees drone all day at their honeying 
At Vale and at Vazon Bay; 

As the bard terribly hopes 

(And the bee made him believe) 

He will hear them droning again 

Some day. H. B. 
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“Tere 'S svorger PIECE OF OUR HEDGE MISSING, BARBARA. WE SHALL SOON BAVE NO PRIVACY WHATSOEVER. 
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My Shoulder. 





Prope are really very kind, 

This was brought home to me when 
| dislocated my shoulder while riding 
in the floodlight gymkhana at Bumble- 
don. It was raining, and someone 
threw a firework at my horse. I don’t 
know why, as it was raining, the fire- 
work should have exploded at all, but 
it did so with startling violence and 
horse and I came down er. 

Being a doctor, I was able to diag- 
nose the dislocation almost before the 
horse had finished rolling on me. 

My wife, also a doctor, ran to my 
assistance and tried, quite rightly, to 
reduce the dislocation on “the spot. 
This proved difficult owing to rain and 
interference from the First Aid men, 
but my wife was hard at it and we were 
getting on fairly well when the matron 
of the Bumbledon Cottage Hospital 
came fluttering through the crowd. A 


| stranger to us, she introduced herself 
, and was extremely kind. 


“Oh, oh!” she cried, wringing her 
_ hands, ‘we must get a doctor at once!” 
_ This was too much for my wife. 
_ “Good heavens, woman,” she re. 
| joined, “we're all doctors!” 


; 


She meant “both” and not “all,” 
but the exaggeration was pardonable. 

Meanwhile the man at the micro- 
phone was not idle. ‘The accident 
which you have just witnessed,” he 
boomed, “turns out to be more seri- 
ous than was at first supposed. Will 
spectators please refrain from throw- 
ing fireworks at the horses?” 

“Show me the man,” I said, “who 
at first supposed the accident not to be 
serious,” 

But at this point the First Aid men, 
abetted by the matron, launched a 
surprise attack, and, protesting feebly, 
I was slammed into a stretcher, con- 
veyed painfully across the field to the 
Ambulance and whisked off to the 
Cottage Hospital. Here I was given 
gas and morphia, the dislocation was 
reduced, an X-ray taken and finally I 
was allowed to go home. 

Several people rang up that night 
and made Kindly inquiries. 

Next morning I was annoyed to find 
that with my right arm ina sling I was 
perfectly able to work. 

It is quite feasible to drive a car with 
one hand, whatever Mr. Horg-BELISHA 
may say to the contrary, and I had a 
full day. I took my wife to the pictures 
in the evening. Only six people rang 


up while we were out, but during the 
following week upwards of a hundred 
must have asked what I had done to 
my arm. 

I debated whether to have a printed 
placard of details hung on my back or 
whether to take my arm out of its sling. 

I decided on the latter. 

My shoulder remained weak and 
painful, so my wife took me to & 
surgeon. 

He was kind but gloomy and referred 
me to a Big Man on Electricity and 
Massage who was equally kind but more 
gloomy. He wondered whether I had 
not really broken my neck and pre- 
scribed a long and complicated course 
of radiant heat baths, etc., etc., and 
told me to wear a bit of wool over my 
shoulder to keep it warm. 

I hadn't time to earry out the treat- 
ment, but would have been willing t 
wear the bit of wool if I could have 
remembered to put it on, or if when I 
remembered to put it on it would have 
stayed put. 

The result of _ ame was of 
course that my shoulder impro 
and about a tas after the accident 
I ventured once more to hunt. 

People at the meet were very kin 

Enticknap, the Hunt secretary, said, 

_¥——e 
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“Hello, Golightly. Glad to see you out 
again. How's that wrist of yours?” 
and went away. 

Lady Mulvaney said she was sure 
I shouldn’t be riding so soon after 
breaking a collar-bone. 

Colonel Gill-Frother said that he was 
glad to see me out again, and hadn't 
I taken a devil of a time to mend that 
rib or whatever it was? 

Others too were kindness itself. 

Some aches and pains were occa- 
sioned by trying to hunt, but my wife 
told me at breakfast this morning that 
I was much better, and my shoulder 
was certainly feeling less stiff, when, 
coming in to lunch, I fell heavily over 
my little boy's tricycle which he had 
disobediently left standing about in 
our dark hall and badly barked my 
left knee. He laughed heartily at my 
reproof, and though, as I have said, I 
have received considerable kindness of 
late, I was so far unkind to my little 
boy as to put him over my sound right 
knee and give him what for. 

This, however, brought my shoulder 
into play. The fall had done it no good, 
and I had hardly begun to perform 
when it became clear how very much 
more this type of punishment was going 
to hurt me than fei 

I broke down at the second service 

And now my shoulder has gone 
wrong again (my left knee is like 
balloon), the sling is once more in 
evidence, and for the time being I have 
little to look forward to except a further 
ration of this confounded kindness 


Woon. 





Polar De-nigration. 





(Pota Neert, the famous film-actress, 
against whom serious accusations had 
been brought on the score of her alleged 
Jewish descent, has been conclusively 
vindicated by Herr Hitter, who declares 
the charges to be false: ‘She is a Poli 
and therefore Aryan.”’) 


No more need Germany complain 
Of her lost lands across the main, 
When even the Antarctic regions 
Are open to the Nordic legions, 
And by the Fiihrer’s latest firman 
All Poles are demonstrably German 


Rejoice, O PapEREWSKI, King 

Of those who make the ivories sing, 

That Poland, to her northern seaboard 

And you, the monarch of the keyboard, 

Are proved to be entirely freed 

From any hint of Jewish breed. 

Lift up your heads, O Rods and 
Perches, 

Now that by HitLEr’s deep researches 

Your claim as Poles to Nordic stock 


Is firmly stablished on a rock. 
_ ee 








No, Mapa, 
EXTREMELY SORRY THAT YOUR LITTLE BC 





THERE 18 NOTHING WRONG AT THE POWER STATION. 





Am acxntnac’ 


WE are 
yY’S ELECTRIC TRAIN WON'T Go.” 





And, O ye barbers, re-erect 

The sign that once your shop-fronts 
decked, 

Or on a board the features paint 

Of him, your chosen patron saint, 

Whose name shall down the ages 
roll 

I mean of course Sir Fetrx Powe. 


Ye polecats, cruelly maligned 
As creatures of a meaner kind, 
Although America debunks 

You to the level of the skunks, 
Carnivorous and of evil smell, 
Be of good cheer, for all is well. 
Hirer, himself a vegetarian, 
Hails you as absolutely Aryan. 





Even the offspring of the frog, 
The tadpole, alias pollywog, 
Shares in this grand emancipation 
Conferred by Hitt ER'S proc ‘lamation 
Removing from a “PoLa” star 

Her negroid surname’s colour-bar. 
C. L. G. 





“Cutcaco Dental Society Session 
ro Draw 10,000.” 
Chicago Paper Headline. 


The names of the victims are not stated. 





“About Holmes’ personal life, tales por 
traying him are as fabulous as they probably 
are fictitious.”—Canadian Paper. 

They have, if one may put it so, no 
basis in fact. 
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“ FRIEND OF BRIDE OR BRIDEGROOM, Six?’ 
“On, BRIDEGROOM. I KNOW THE BRIDE. 











As Others Hear Us. 


Inspecting the Prep. School. 

Axsout sending Christopher here— 
| wanted to ask you whether——” 

“Ah! yes, yes. But one moment; 
| want you to have a look at our boot- 
cupboard. This really is my own inven- 
tion. A r thing—ha-ha-ha—but 
mine own.” 

‘Delightful. Yes, 1 see. They keep 
their boots——— I always think wet feet 
are so important.” 

“* Boots, Boots, Boots,’ as Kretina 
has it. Now this window, as you see, 
gives right on to the playing-fields. 
We feel—I hope I may say with- 
out undue conceit, that our games, 
such as they are—such as they 
are, can well be played—er—coram 
populo.” 

“Christopher has played some 
cricket, and we think he really is a 
natural bowler. If you know what I 
mean, he seems to bow! naturally. I 
don’t mean, of course, that he’s a 
LARWOOD, exactly ——” 

“Our dining-hall. 
one of our old alumni, Sir Cranberry 
Pool, very, very kindly presented the 





The father of 


screen. In memory, as I always say, 
of his Alma Mater.” 

“What do they have for dinner?” 

“Ah! you must take a look at our 
kitchens. My wife makes a great 
point——— Yes. Perhaps you’d care to 
take a look at the Long Passage, as 
we always call it? The boys traverse 
these flags, I daresay, some thousands 
of times in the school year. Boys 
ha-ha—are the same the world over.” 

“Where does it———” 

“The gymnasium, dear lady, the 
gymnasium. ‘Mens sana in corpore 
sano’ is, | think I may say, my motto. 
I should so much like you to meet our 
drill-sergeant—a splendid fellow. My 
batman in "15.” 

“Is he here?” 

“Alas! no. We are not at present 
able to give the boys quite as much 
drill as I should like. Rome, as I 
always say But we have many 
good friends—boys, as I call them— 
boys past and present. I daresay you ’ve 
run across Lord Plumbush? No! I sent 
his two elder lads to Eton and put the 
third one at Winchester. I’m getting 
the youngest ready for Harrow now.” 

“We ’vegot Christopher’snamedown 
for Rugby.” 





SOA CHAT Fae 








“Ah! What I always say about 
Rugby is Mind the step, dear lady, 
mind the step!” 

“It’s quite all right; it’s just a little 
bit dark here.” 

‘Now it’s curious you should say 
that. I’m hoping to build an entirely 
new wing here, with a concert-hall on 
the north side and a new sanatorium. 

“Christopher is a perfectly healthy 
child, but he does get colds, which need 
watching.” 

‘“T’m happy to say that Matron isa 
most wonderful woman—one in a thou- 
sand, She sometimes says to me, ‘Ah, 
if all boys were looked after as these 
boys are looked after, where would my 
job be?’ A woman of great experience 
and very, very sound judgment.” 

“‘T should so like to have a little talk 
with her.” 

“That would be delightful indeed. 
I’m afraid she’s not actually cn the 
premises at the moment—in fact she's 
in the North of Ireland nursing her 
father—but you must take a peep at 
the workshop. Left, as you see, i statu 
quo. ‘To-day, I believe, was wood. 
earving. I make a t point 
coming down myself to have a look at 
them once or twice in every term. 
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“Christopher isn’t any good with his 
hands, I’m afraid; but I should like to 
tell you about his——” 

‘Forgive me—the play-room.” 

‘Yes, it’s splendid. Splendid! So 
large. Do they do much bullying ?”’ 

“Much ¢ Dear lady, you make 
me—— But this is our dark-room, 
where photographic experiments go 
on. I’m a great believer in hobbies.” 

“Christopher is very keen about 
birds. Ever since he was four years 
old ws 

“The Yard—as we call it.” 

“Marvellous. And it hasn’t just been 
put into his head; he really does know 











all the different eggs and things— 
“And this takes us upstairs to the 
dormitories. I flatter myself that our 
ventilators are something rather out of 
the way. My own design, in point of 





coloured blankets. 


| fully highly-strung.” 


| fact.” 


“Wonderful. Quite wonderful. You 
see, what I feel is that he’s a perfectly 
normal little boy, only unusually 
sensitive and delicate and most fear- 

“We make a great point of the 
I fancy we're 
unique in that respect.” 

“Do they ever have baths?” 

“Ah!—our bathrooms. I should 
like you to glance into them. We're 


hoping to put in perfectly new plumb- 
ing all over the building in the spring. 
Not that our present system is any- 
thing but absolutely up-to-date—indeed 
perfect in every respect.” 

‘* How often may they write home?” 

“Ah! dulce domum, as I am always 
the first to say—dulce domum! But I 
should like you to see our study-room. 
Would you care to——” 

“Thank you, thank you. But could 
I just talk to you a little about Christo- 
pher? What I always feel about him 
is that he does need so much wnder- 
standing.” 

“Ah! I get letters from every part 
of the world, day after day, from boys 
who have passed through my hands. 
And now for something that I know 
will interest you—our plans for a new 
bicycle-shed.” E. M. D. 


The Sucker and the Movie- 
Star. 
A Fable. 

A CERTAIN Sucker, Avid of the Hand- 
some profits to be made on a Small 
capital outlay in the Kidnapping 
Business, decided to Participate in this 
Lucrative racket by Abducting the wife 
of a prosperous Movie-Star and hold- 


ing her for a Satisfactory ransom ; and 
as soon as the Sucker had Accomplished 
the First part of his Project, he sent 
a Formal epistle to the Movie-Star: 
“IT am holding Lulu, your wife. I 
want fifty thousand Bucks for her, 
and Unless you Come Across with the 
Dough you will Never see your Lulu 
again.” 

To which the Movie-Star caused the 
following Reply to be despatched: ‘I 
think there must be some Mistake, 
Bozo. At Present the name of my wife 
is Mimi. I cannot Trace having been 
married to a Lulu for Over three years, 
and neither her nor her Ash Blonde 
predecessor of the Same name do I wish 
to see again, even for Nothing. If, 
however, your note by a Clerical Error 
refers to Lulu my Betrothed, then I am 
Still not interested in your Offer, as 
To-night I am Eloping with Juanita 
Simpatica. 

Moral ; The Investor who Operates 
in a Speculative Market without Inside 
Information is Liable to be Left with a 
Drooping Counter. 








“It would not be too much to say that 
thousands of them are being crucified upon 
the cross of juggernaut commerce.” 

Political Pamphlet, 


What would be too much to say then? 
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“Scent was so bad that hounds were picked up and thrown 











nto Newgates. .. .” 


STRANGE AFFAIR IN THE Pt CKERIDGE COUNTRY. 


—Sporting Paper, 














NN ate 


een eon ee ee be 


te 


ae 


sey 


Se aI AAT Helm me 





EPROM INE WA Bret «ihe 





PSN EMER AY EAL 











Ly ahh BOWE EE Be SOE 


he 4 
EL RTA ES ENN IE RITT LEUCINE or 0207 “ 
~ et pein “0 ~ 2 - 





PUNCH, or The London Charivari 


a 


[March 27, 1935 





— 


A Grander National. 
|v is probably a little late to agitate for drastie alterations 


| this year in the Grand National course. A bare two days 


after these words first see the light the race is scheduled 
(unless my newspaper deceives me) to be run—too short a 
time, I fear, for their import to be fully appreciated by the 


| National Hunt Committee. Once again Blue Riband 
of the Steeplechasing World seems likely to be competed 


for over the customary monotonous series of brushwood 
barricades. 5 

Next year, however, I am hoping for something very 
different. 

There are several reasons why a change in the nature of 
the obstacles to be surmounted is desirable. When | sit 


_ watching the race from the comfort of a one-and-tenpenny 


seat (ineluding tax) at the De Luxe Cinema Theatre next 
Saturday | shall marvel anew at the speed with which the 
film has been prepared and transported from Aintree for 
my benefit. But my astonishment would be even more 


acute if I could be absolately certain that I was not being 


hoodwinked into seeing last year’s race all over again. 
Droves of inflamed horses, not differing in any marked 
degree from the warriors of 1934, will again come charging 
across the sereen. They will approach with terrible rapidity 
that same thirty-foot Gove which gave us palpitations (in 
the two-and-fourpennies) a year ago. Then—flick—we are 
on the other side of the fence, watching their front legs 
come over. Ha! A catastrophe. Someone isdown. “ Pump- 
kin IL. falls,” says the commentator kindly—but to our 
inexperienced eye it looks much the same as Pumpkin [., 
who fell last year. And so it goes on, year in, year out. 
No variety, if you understand me. 

I believe the horses would like a change too. Some of the 
older hands, who have been at it without a break since 
they were in their teens, must be sick and tired of falling 
into Becher’s Brook. But the strongest argument against 
the present system lies, to my mind, in its failure to bring 
out the best in horse and rider. Courage and stamina are 
excellent qualities, but there are others. What of intelli- 
gence, foresight, quick-wittedness in the face of sudden 
emergencies! A steeplechase after all was originally simply 
® race across country from one point to another. A pre- 


_ view of the route was not essential, and no man could tell 


what obstacles he might encounter on the way. So it should 
be with the Grand National. 

In- the ane ge" I have endeavoured to map 
out a course which, while incorporating only features likel 
to be met with on a four-mile ride through the English 
countryside, will set a searching test of intelligence, keen- 


ness and all-round ability to horse and man. 


Not more than a furlong from the Start and extending 
across the entire width of the course is a sheer drop, or 
Precipice, ending in a sticky morass (M). Over this ipice 
all the most headstrong competitors will inevitably go, to 
be seen no more. Only those who ride with due caution 
and an eye to what lies ahead will be able to turn back in 
time and take the safe if rather narrow By-pass (p-p), 
This will thin out the runners satisfactorily at the start 
and avoid any danger of overcrowding in the later stages of 
the race. Horses which safely negotiate this hazard and 
the hair-pin bend which follows will shortly enter a Con- 
trolled Area, with a limit of ten m.p.h. Any animal exceed- 
ing this speed will at once be taken into custody for the 
duration of the race by a concealed Policeman (Pp w). The 
next obstacle is a narrow and extremely awkward gate (Nn «), 
which only the boldest spirits are likely to attempt. The 
rest, misled by a — signpost, “Sort Cor,” will 
take the broad and easy track to the right and find them- 
selves, after a fast half-mile gallop, in the old-fashioned 
Pound, from which they will only be released on payment 
of a two-guinea fine. Back on the course proper we come, 
after passing through a dense wood, to some Quagmires 
which must be threaded with extreme caution. A horse 
setting foot in one of these will, even if it is able to extricate 
itself, be deemed to have lost a shoe and must return at 
once to the Blacksmith’s shop (B) for repairs. 

The next two miles are the easiest part of the course. 
None but the very raw and inexperienced are likely to be 
checked by the Beacons or the Steam-roller (which has not 
come out as well as I had hoped), and fast times may be 
expected as far as my piéce de résistance, the Maze. This 
maze is, so far as I know, unique, its special feature being 
that there is no way out. The only thing to do—a real test 
of intelligence, this—is to tip the yokel (I cannot draw 
yokels, but see Plan), who will then open a concealed gate 
(c @) and allow one to proceed. A public-house on the left 
may thin out the ranks still further, but the next really 
formidable obstacle is Sir WaLreR GiLBEy (in top-hat), 
who will inspect the costume of riders and request anyone 
whose attire fails to meet with his approval to return by 
a roundabout route to the Outfitters to change. 

A supreme test of nerves occurs at x, where a man in 
red plus-fours and a mauve shirt will leap out suddenly 
from the left-hand hedge and burst a paper-tag under the 
nose of each successive horse. Highly-strung or tempera- 
mental mounts which bolt for succour into the one-way- 
street (y ¥) will find their return barred and must continue 
round the course a second time in order to have a chance of 
victory. Those who hold steadily on their way along the 
dotted line will find only one more obstacle between them- 
selves and the Winning Post. This is Becher’s Brook, 
which I have decided to work into my scheme, because I 
do not believe the British public would stand for its 
exclusion. The only proviso is that any rider mad re 
to jump the thing, instead of going quietly round by t 


bridle-path (Pr), will be instantly disqualified. 

RH, I ought perhaps to add, is a Rest Home for more 
elderly horses who may decide after completing my course 
to make this their last Grand National. H. F. E. 








A Hint for the Thames Conservancy Board. 


“When the tide rose the River Humber was safely moored to the 
central pier.”—Daily Paper. 


Pag A tension of the past half-hour was sehing advan- 
of his ical weakness. Hot tears seeped through his lashes 
and trialled down his temples.”—F'rom a Novel. 

=e only goes to show the folly of standing on one’s 
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THE MILLIONAIRE WHO LIKED TO SING IN HIS BATH. 
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The Word War. 


v. 
Insanitary Verbs. 

Do we battle in vain, brothers? I 
thought that we had killed the baneful 
verb “to sabotage.” But here it is in 
a Serious Weekly again, and, worse, 
poisoning the pages of one of my most 
favoured dailies—in a leading article 
too. 

“It is almost as if the Cabinet had 
decided to sabotage in advance the 
Foreign Secretary's mission to Berlin 
and Moscow.” 





Sabotage, we must repeat sadly, 
meant the malicious throwing of shoes 
by workmen into the aaatinaicy of 
their masters. The noun, meaning 
“spiteful damage,” has come to stay, 
no doubt, and, so long as it behaves 
itself, may do good service. But let us 
by all means sabotage the verb. Its 
use in this case is singularly inept. The 
idea of the Cabi ing malicious 
damage to the mission of its own 
Foreign Secretary, by its own 


_ authority, is sufficiently ridiculous. 


NN 


But in addition, mark you, we have 





here the picture of a superior body 
throwing shoes into the machinery, or 
mission, of a subordinate individual ; so 
that the original sense has been com- 
pletely forgotten. And how can a 
mission be sabotaged “‘in advance”’? 

thing is sabotaged, surely, if it is 
sabotaged at all (which Heaven for- 
bid!), when it is sabotaged, and not 
before 


A warrior tells me that he has found 
in a dressmaker’s shop at Richmond 
the following Message :-— 


‘We specialise in outsizes 
which really slenderise.”’ 

No quarter, I beg, for “slenderise.” 
Nor for the grim Australian (? American) 
“finalise,” which made one shocking 
appearance in the international ‘“‘ body- 
line”’ correspondence 


Another comrade breaks a noble 
lance with the verb “to recondition,” 
and will receive a medal. I see with 
shame that H.M. Gov. propose in a 
White Paper to “recondition” the 
Navy. But I see with delight and sur- 
prise that for once the Shorter O.E.D. 


does not acknowledge the existence of 


the filthy verb. How could it? There 





is no verb “to condition ” (in the sense 
intended); they do not “condition” a 
new naval vessel (or, if they do, I warn 
them not to do it again), so how can they 
“recondition” one? Yes, I know that 
you know what they mean; but that is 
not enough. You would know what a 
man meant who said that he was going 
to “reposition” his car in the garage or 
“‘resituation” a cook he had dismissed; 
but that would not, I hope, prevent 
you from running a sharp sword 
through his gizzard. 

These bastard “re” verbs need 
watching, comrades. I remember see- 
ing in the days of the silent films this 
legend on the screen— 


“ DAWN AT THE MONASTERY. 
” 
JASPER RE-SPEAKS HIS LOVE. 


The Government—singular or plural 
Do you say “the Government have 
or ‘the Government has” ? 
that I say both; and I more that 
each is permissible, provide eres 
follow one course or the other m , 
same document. But try telling H 
Gov. how it (they) ought to behave #8 
often as I do and you will find that it # 


difficult to make up your mind. 
be ‘ enn 
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I see that the highest in the land suffer 
the same uncertainty. In the import- 
ant State document, “Statement Re- 
lating to Defence” (Cmd. 4827), signed 
“J. R.M.,” the Government is (are) 
singular and plural alternatively :— 


(5) The National Government in- 
tends. But it... (26)... His 
Majesty’s Government intend .. . 
(27) The Government desires .. . 
(28) . . . The National Government 
intend... 


I feel that this is not quite right, 
though I sympathise with “J. R. M.” 
What do you think? Homework. 


| “As though.” 


A warrior at Cambridge reminds me 
of this old enemy of mine. 


“He looked as though he was 
going to be sick.” 


Why “though”? Why not “if’’? 
You mean, “‘ He looked as a man would 
look if he was going to be sick.” Or 
don’t you? “‘He looked as a man would 
look although he was going to be sick’”’ 
does not mean anything. Or does it ! 

I may not be supported in this, for 
the dictionaries and scholars are very 
feeble in the matter. My comrade tells 
me that SHAKESPEARE uses the silly 
phrase, and perhaps that has frightened 
them ; but I don’t care. Even the fierce 
H. W. Fow er, in Modern English 
Usage, says meekly that “as though is 
precisely equivalent to as if.” Begging 
his pardon, it is nothing of the sort 
It would take too long to explain what 
“though” means. You know as well as 
I do what it means. It does not mean 
“but.” It does not mean “since.” It 
does not mean “if.” “I love you 
though you were sick” is not the precise 
equivalent of “I love you but you were 
sick,” or, “I love you if you were sick 
And I do not see how the addition 
of “as” can make them equivalent. 
No, no; come SHAKESPEARE, FowLer 
and all the timid lexicographers in a 
band against us, we will not have “as 
though,” my brothers. I don’t care 
Indeed, the more I think about ‘‘as 
though” the more I dislike it. And if 
the world insists on saying “as though’ 
I shall confound the world by saying 
“as but.” ‘He looked as but he was 
going to be sick.” To arms, brothers, 
to arms! 

By the way, do you know which 
came first—“although” or “though” ! 
I mean, is “though” an abbreviation 
of “although,” or is “although” a 
stronger form of “though” ? And would 
anyone say, ‘ He looked as although he 
was going to be sick”? More home- 
work. 
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THE REALIST. 








“ Knowle dge able 


No warrior yet has denounced this 
beastly thing. Used, I mean, in the sense 
of ‘‘intelligent”’ or “‘ well-informed.” 

If the word were used to describe 
one who was capable of acquiring 
knowledge—a pupil, for example—it 
would at least be defensible in logic, 
though, even so, it would be foul. For 
if “knowledgeable” will pass, why not 
“‘foodable”’ (one who digests well), or 
‘“musicable” (one who can pick up a 
tune), or “scentable”’ (one witha good 
sense of smell), or “ eollegeable”’ (one 
who may go to the University) ? 

Sut it is not, as a rule, used thus. 
They call a man knowledgeable when 
they mean that he has already acquired 
knowledge, knows, or is “ knowing.” 


And that is like saying “ printable’ 
when you mean “ printed” or “‘ print- 
ing.” Or it is like calling a man 
“marriageable’’ when you mean that 
he is married. It is like—I don’t know 
what it is like. Anyhow, brothers, we 
will not have it. 


“Anyhow.” 

And now, not for the first time, | am 
in the dock. “Boppy” sends me a 
charming message from his evidently 
charming grandmother to say that 
I ought not to write, what have 
just written, “anyhow.” She says that I 
shall not find “‘anyhow” in the works 
of Srevenson, Scorr, AUSTEN or 
C. Lams. “ A low word, lately hatched,” 
she says, as Dr. Jonnson said of an- 











AMR OEP A aE TR REY 


SEPP PENA ONE SOP 








eM eegETT 





rm 








ecenaaant ere omentum Oth aeet 


a aM arena 











<a EGET Bre 














TENN AUREL TNE 


to 





PUNCH, or The Lon 





iio G barivari 


ey 


{March 27, 1935 


| semen rem te emanate rt me 
— 








Wife. “Way, EFaueerr DEAR, NO ONE HAS TOUCHED YOUR DIPLOMA FROM THE 


InerrruTs,” 


other word, Lam sure that she is right, 
| plead guilty and submit to punish- 
mont. My dictionary says that it was 
used in 1740; but that is no real defence. 
If it is wrong it is wrong; and nullum 
tempus oceurrit regi should apply to 
the King's English. But the enmeas is 
tempting. The thought is difficult to 
express correctly without using more 
words than it seems to deserve, and, 
avoiding “anyhow,” you may fall into 
other traps. “Borpny’’ writes; “And 
he says please excuse this letter from 
mo, but emphew at any rate it is neat 
und tidy.” 

Now, with great respect, has not 
Granny led “Bossy” into error? J 
might, and I suppose ought to, have 
written above, “At any rate, we will 
not have it,” meaning, “Whatever 
they pay us, we will not have it”— 
heals what I meant was: “In any 
case-—that is, whatever it is like—we 
will not haveit.” But “ Bosny” surely 
did not mean, “At any rate-—that is, 


whatever it costs—this letter is neat 
and tidy.’’ He meant, ‘In any case 
that is, whether the letter is welcome 
or not—it is neat and tidy.” 

Well, then, there is ‘“anyway”—1 
am getting a headache, but we must go 
on and on and on. “Anyway,” I see, 
was used (for “in any case”’) in 1859 
but strictly, 1 suppose, it is pretty 
lousy. Anyway, | am worried about 
“anyhow”; and I promise “ Bosny's” 
grandmother to be more careful. But 
then there ia ‘ somehow.” ‘ Somehow,” 
I see, was used in 1664; and it was used 
by the poet Byron; and many would 
resent its expulsion from our midst, But 
is it really sanitary, brothers! [ mean, 
you wouldn't say “everyhow,” would 
you, or “manyhow,” or “allhow’? 
And now I Aave got a headache. No 
more, SSS A. P.H. 


Smith Minor Over-reaches Himself. 


“We had veal for dinner to-day, and the 
Headmaster calved.”-—Schoolboy's Letter, 





Secy-Contrro, anp Writ-Domination 


Twenty-Nine Years After. 


Ir you had asked me a fortnight ago 
why I looked so sad, I should have 
replied that it was because I was still 
waiting, And after twenty-nine years 
too: waiting, waiting, waiting. And 
then, had you asked me on the next 
day why my brow hadsuddenly cleared, 
L should have replied that it was be- 
cause at last I had come to the end of 
this long and tedious probation and had 
achieved, For, two weeks ago, | was 
awarded that which was first dangled 
before me as long ago as 1906; 1 have 
been given the freedom of the most 
desired stronghold in the world. 

I don't mean to suggest that I never 
occupied a seat in this august building 
before. I have, fairly often, but only as 
& guest, the first occasion being when 
I was taken there by no less a person- 
age than ANpRrEW Lana, he who recone 
ciled myth, ritual and religion, he who | 
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“sometimes wrote. like Genesis and 
sometimes in T'he Daily News.” It was 
with this “divine amateur" that | 
first sat in the holy of holies and spent 
what should have been an afternoon 
of delight but resolved itself into an 
agony of tension as I strove to hear 
what he said and mostly failed, With 
his feet on the back of the bench in 
front of him and a very old and shaggy 
topper tilted over his eyes, he secreted 
for two hours the best kind of talk 
Well, now, I can, if I try hard enough, 
make, in my turn, a young man nery 
ous in the same way, for I am older 
in 1935 than Lane was in 1906, and | 
am empowered to invite a guest 

And what made my position as an 
outsider the more piquant was that so 
many people, all these twenty-nine 
years, have been taking it for granted 
that I was of the inner sanctuary, even 
to the point of asking me for free 
passes, “Of course I thought you were 
a member,” they would say, rather 
peevishly too: adding, not too pleas 
antly, “What an extraordinary thing 
you re not!” 

But they can come for their passes 
now with confidence, That is, if they 
come early enough, for otherwise | 
shall have given them all away. After 
waiting twenty-nine years one will 
take peculiar zest in handing these 
privileges out, 

If there is any tinge of sadness in this 
new though belated honour it is con 
nected with the inn balcony, of which for 
80 long I have been an habitué, 
in saying farewell to this balcony and 
its costly seats 1 must say farewell also 
to certain regular fellow-enthusiasts 
whom I used, in the less glorious past, 
to meet there. Now that I am exalted, 
now that the twenty-nine years of sus 
pense are over, I shall sit no more next 
to the composer whose name and nature 
80 belie his nationality; no more next 
to the O.M. who used to bow! those 
high-pitched treacherous — left-hand 
slows; no more next to the dramatist 
whose son, with a name already a 
household word, is one day going to 
play for Cambridge University, Sussex 
and England; no more next to two 
artists whose pencils are regularly at 
Mr. Punch’s service; no more, unless 
(happy thought!) I take them one by 
one into the more dignified structure 

On the other hand, free of that 
dignified structure, I shall resume 
sequaintance with others whom, from 
my inn balcony seat, I have enviously 
watched on their way to join the elect : 
past executants of world-wide fame 
who now, in the sere and ye sllow, show 
you, with umbrellas, how the thing 
should be done; past executants of 
world-wide fame who write for the 
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fan 
my Compton 
[| Eprror 
about 
I thought | had made 
been elected to the 
M.A and | promise to do my best 
not to get behind the bowler’s arm 
and incur the displeasure of the umpire, 
as sO many of us do Do you note 


the “us”? KE. V. L 


| Am 80 Sorry 


it plain I have 


Our 
For a Face that won't wash off, apply to 
and Sons, Lid., Facing Brick Manutfa 
Adet 


Beauty Corner, 


turers 


But no power on earth can put back in 
the bud the silver omer catkins . Whe 
send the crocus and anowdrop and 
adventurous daffodil back into the mould 
from which they have broken free?” 

Daily Paper. 


with those 


shall 


The postman, probably ; 


yreat big boots of his 


GOLFER WHO MANAGED AT 


and past executants of world. 
These are to be 
future 

What is this riqgmarole all 
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LAST TO KEEP HIS HEAD DOWN, 


A Hint to Inventors. 


In this notable age of invention, 
Of gadgets and super-machines 

Too many and varied to mention 
That work by mechanical means 


It's time some ingenious fella 
Contrived for the use of mankind 

A handy self-rolling umbrella, 
Compactly and neatly designed 

Perhaps you'll suspect me of folly, 
But, when | am caught in the rain, 

I shrink from anfurling my brolly 
Because | can’t roll it again, 

Though crude application of muscle 
May subdue that intractable frame, 

I view the result of the tussle 
With asenseof frustration and shame, 


So, having explained the position, 
Of which | am heartily tired, 
I trust that some gifted technician 
Will hasten to do what's required, 
0. L. M. 
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AFTER THE BRIDGE TOURNAMENT. 
Host. “CoNGRATULATE you, Miss Smwpxrys. ANp I Hore | SHALL BE THERE WHEN THAT BOTTLE'S OPENED.’ 


Hostess. “ Don’? BE SILLY—1!IT'S BATH-SALTS.” 
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Specimen Englisch Epistles for Nordic Students. 
(Made in Germany.) 





|—Lov. An Epistte Contarsinc ax HonovurRaBLe 

Succestion OF Weppine Bus To a Prerri Lapy or 

EQUIVALENT STATION. 

My Dear tHe HonovraBte Miss A.,—Allow me! It is, 
| tell you, with certain feelings of finding my heart in my 
boot that I essay to salute you, charming A., in these strains 
if cordiality and loving gusto. I do not wisch to rusch about 
in places where angels are not fond of treading, but I am 

» impelled to do so by inward flames that I cannot assist 
myself. Therefor, |. pray, be nice about it! 

Perhap it has been swum into your ken by now that I 
entertain in your direction predilections more enthusiastik 
than those of only amicability alone. It has now fallen te 
my lot to state that so it is and no doubt. I do indeed! Oh 
my! I faney you! 

Truly, for donky years I have cherisched in my besom 
the proposal of one day perhap attaining a state of husband- 
and-wife together with you alse. Now it is out and I have 
declared. Receive it with m , I beg! 

It is on bended knee that I write at you now and 
supplicate that you might see your way to an espousal 
jointly with me. Can it be done? I would be so glad, I tell 
you, if you would only! I protest that should you have me 
at no price, I shall. be a great deal dismal, so that life will 
be no more of some value to me, so lavischly. am I tender 





about you. Ei! Some anguisch for my part, if you shoulder 
me cold! 

At this stage I realise that up it is to me to pass remarques 
about my qualifications to be your hubbi. (Only to think 
of it, dear the Honourable Miss A., is so delicious!) Fore- 
most, in the first place, before anything, I will say this. 
I have some quantities. of casch. Ample. Sufficing for both 
of us each. That would be so O.K.! 

Now then, I am good about the house. I know what. 
Not I he who permits asch and such from his cigarro to 
tumble from aloft and splasch the carpeting.. I am well up 
to the mark in not being oh such a nuisance! Then again 
I will not sit to table at eve and disgruntle concerning the 
disches you prepare. Perhap you are she who wonders 
whether I might not perchance slink in tardily, having kept 
it up until ever so late, in a state of not all there, what with 
an abundance of liquors within? Dear me, oh no! I cannot 
see myself! I am one for carousals and high jinking, but only 
especially to celebrate some jolly eventuality. And I never 
get so that I diz and buz and behave clumsy. Well, I ask 
you! Believe me do! 

But I must not tell you a great deal too much in so many 
words all together at once. Therefor I say some more that 
I am so amiable about you. Please agree to wedding blis! 

Your obedient servi ; 
Lorp Sarru. (RopNEY). 

Postscripture.—If you do not shortly riposte I shall 
permit myself to pass s@me more remarques concerning 








myself in person: — 
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Impressions of Parliament. 


Synopsis of the Week. 
Monday, March 18th.—Commons: Army 
Estimates presented. 
. March 19th.—Lords: Various 
measures advanced a stage. 
Commons: Air Estimates presented. 
Wednesday, March 20th.—Lords : Debate 
on Capitalism. 
Commons: India Bill considered in 
Committee. 


Monday, March 18th.—There is a 
certain poetic beauty in the fact that 
the British motor-ship Omar is sus- 

of smuggling a jug of wine into 
the alcoholic wilderness of Finland, 
which may be paradise enow but resents 
this example of Hull enterprise. Mr. 
Epen told General Nation to-day that 
the case has not yet been heard and 
that when it is the provisions of the 
Liquor Smuggling Convention would 
be taken into consideration, But what 


the old school ? 

As might be imagined, a good deal 
of quiet fun was extracted from the 
new speed limit, the Home SEcRETARY 
standing up to a hot bombardment. 
Members asked what standing plain- 
clothes police had on the course, if a 
timid motorist, scared by the imperti- 
nent advances of two neighbouring 
motorists dressed approximately as 
Victorian deer-stalkers, took flight, 
what would happen? To various ques- 
tions covering this point Sir Jonn 
Gimovur replied that the motorist 
would merely have his summons served 
without warning, and that every plain- 
clothes man must produce his authority 
when asked. He added that speedo- 
meters on police-cars 
would be checked twice 
a day. Unfortunately 
nobody asked him if it 
were true that, once hav- 


adage their gong, 
ishmen would then 
surmount their tartan 
with the official 

ve oa We hope it is. 
_ Sir Joun Simon hav- 
ing told an interested 
House that our Ambass- 
ador in Berlin was at 
that moment presenting 
a Note to the German 
Government on its an- 
houncement about con- 
Seription, Mr. Hackina 
introduced the Army 
mates, the salient 
- of which were: 

wal expenditure of 
£450,000 for anti-aircraft 
defence and £1,500,000 
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are the conventions to a smuggler of 
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for coastal defence; a large item for 
increasing deficient reserves of ammu- 
nition ; various concessions to increase 
the appeal of the Territorial Army; 
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THE CECILIAN MAYFLY; or, 
EPHEMERA OXONIENSIS 
“The popular idea concerning these insects 
is that the whole of their life is restricted to 
a single day This, however, is an error, as 
they have already passed a year or two in 
their preliminary stages of existence.” 
Wood's Natural History 


urgent need for improving the anti- 
quated accommodation of the troops, 
and a reminder that half the Vote was 
devoted to pay and pensions, Although 
he was generally complimented on the 


INTERPRETING THE PORTENTS. 


The Astrologer. “ 1t'S LOOKING MUCH REDDER THAN ANY OF THEM REALISE.” 
The Men-at-Arms. “It’s NOT NEARLY SO RED AS IT APPEARS TO HIM, 
Are, Tae FroxanciaL SECRETARY TO THE 


War Orrice anp Caprars GUEST. 


manner of his speech, the Opposition 
did their best to make political capital 
out of what they considered was the 
Government's —— from a pacifist 
policy. Soon after eight o'clock the 

OREIGN SECRETARY interposed to 
announce that the German Govern- 
ment had already replied to the effect 
that they would still welcome his visit 
on the agreed basis. 


Life Peers. 
Tuesday, March 19th.—Their Lord. 


ships are still on rather short commons, | 


the most exciting thing they did to- 
day being to give a Third Reading to 
the Newcastle-upon-Tyne Corporation 
(Quay Extension) Bill; but they re- 
ceived a message from the Kine prom- 
ising that his prerogative should not 
stand in the way of a measure dealing 
with the creation of life peerages. 
Sound opinion seems to be in bevour of 


these as a practical method of Upper | 


Chamber reform; there are obvious 


advantages in the Government being | 
able to avail themselves of the services | 


of proved men without condemning 
future Governments to the presence of 
those men’s unproved descendants. 
Chinese eggs —_ cropping up now- 
adays. So far no Member has actually 
cast one on to the floor of the House, 
but they seem none the less to have 
got themselves into pretty bad odour. 
To-day Mr. Marcus SaMUBL urged the 


Minister OF HEALTH to instruct his | 


inspectors to inhale more deeply when 
confronted by these powerful com- 
modities; and Mr. P.’s R. takes this 
opportunity of inquiring if the birds’. 


nest soup which he was given the other | 
night in the Strangers’ Dining-Room | 


contained the habitat of some Oriental 
songster or was based on 
a portion of a feathered 


housing-scheme nearer | 


home ¢ 


Inintroducing the Air | 
Estimates Sir Parr | 


Sassoon answered one 
group of critics by re- 
ee He them that we 
had allowed ourselves 


to sink into fifth place | 
amongst the world’s air | 
forces, and the other | 


with the soothing fact 
that twelve-and -a- half 


squadrons were to be | 


added to the R.A.F. this 
year. In the field of civil 
aviation, he said, Im- 
perial Airwayscontinued 
to carry more passengers 
across the Channel than 
all its foreign competi- 
tors combined. Seven- 
teen internal services 
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“My ASTROLOGERS HERE SAY THAT ACCORDING TO MY HOROSCOPE | CANNOT 
TO-DAY. Dasu rr ALL, IT MAKES ME LOOK A PERFECT FOOL!” 


BE victorious 1 1 GO TO BATTLE 




























operated during 1934, and far-reaching 

plans were in being for improving the 

air communications of the Empire. 

Cheers greeted his announcement that 

the Air Ministry intends offering a 

prize of £25,000 for the best medium- 
size fast transport machine produced 
by a British manufacturer. 

In the debate which followed Mr. 
CHURCHILL insisted that Mr. Baxp- 
wiy's calculations of the relative air 
strength of this country and Germany 
had been wrong, and went on to take a 
sad view of our position ; but Sir Pari 
in his turn was fortunately able to 
dispute Mr. CnuRcHILL’s own figures. 
The note of gloom was later taken up 
by Captain Guest, who saw inter- 
national trouble at no great distance. 

Wednesday, March 20th.—The Up- 
per House listened to-day to an expo- 
sition of Socialism by Lord SanpERSON 
which was at once very gentlemanly 
and very alarming; the first because 
he soothingly assured the House that 
the next Socialist Government would 
precipitate no crisis provided ‘‘a little 
give-and-take was shown,” the second 





distribution and the strict limitation of 
inheritance can be effectively trans- 
lated from the academic to the practical 
without standing the whole nation on 
its head. 





OUR BACK BENCH WHO'S WHO. 





because he and his co obvious} No man 
believe with all snes aga suc oe ter kick than Sir Cuanies 






drastic experiments as the nationalisa- 
tion of the means of production and 








Out of all the funny myster 
Of history. Ce ee 














At Question-time, when Sir Samugt 
Hoare made a statement about the 
Karachi riot, Mr. CHuRcHILL rose to 
ask why lachrymatory gas capsules, 
such as the American Government 
used, had not been fired instead of 
bullets, which pierced three or four 
bodies. Sir SAMUEL promised to pass on 
the suggestion, after they had both 
agreed that this did not show any lack 
of confidence in the men on the spot. 

The subsequent debate on India took 
the form of another Conservative 
motion to report progress, and brought 
most of the Diehards to their feet in 
an effort to make the Princes’ oppo 
sition appear irreconcilable. It gave 
Sir SAMUEL an opportunity to reiterate 
that of the thirty points of 
with the Princes, all but two were 
points of detail, and of these 
method of accession—was now 
discussed by his and the Princes 
advisers, and the other—the question 
of paramountcy—really lay outside the 
scope of the Bill. 

Lord Huas Once: ho aioe 
nowadays, sugges that a 
or No should be neste from the 
Chamber of Princes and the 
on the question of whether the Govertr 


ment should proceed with the Bill. 
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The Hare and the Tortoise. 


To-pay I’m a hundred-and-ten, Sir, But, as year followed year, in my fancy 
And I’ve been so remarkably slow I heard the dread wheels of the hearse; 
That whenever they’d start a new movement in Art All my colour was raw, I no longer could draw 
I could never catch up with the show And my values grew steadily worse. 
Which hindered my gaining distinction and stopped me : a 
from earning the dough. The movements went faster and faster; 
CEZANNE and Van Goon were “old hat”’; 
In the papers each morn a new name was born— 
And not always English at that. 


* * a Ey Pa 

Tom CrRESWICK was there when I started 

And LaNDSEER and Eao and Macuise, 
But I soon had enough of that old-fashioned stuff ’ The stunts became wilder and wilder, 

So I tried the Pre-Raphaelite wheeze Till at last I discovered with glee, 

i \s my eyesight declined I was not left behind, 

Then my work was affected by WuistLeR For the movements were following me 

My palette grew sombre of hue, 
And I followed the rules of the coal-cellar schools 

Till I had to be English and new 


Fy + * * * * 


So that is the end of the story; 
Recognition comes surely if late, 


So I studied Van Eyck and Gavarni And now I don’t care, for that tosh over there 








| S586 SEERESSE SF 


Has met with its merited fate: 


Boupty, MonricEeLut and Rops, 
’; next week ‘twill be 


And poor Méryon’s art in the Rue Bonaparte To-day it was bought by a “ critic’ 
And the Rivoli print-sellers’ shops hung at the Tate. 
I I 











“THERE WAS A GREAT JAPANESE ARTIST WHO BEFORE HE DREW A CRANE WOULD OONCENTRATE FOR HOURS UNTIL HE 


WAS A CRANE.” a 
BUT SUPPOSE HE D WANTED TO DRAW A TROUSER-PRESS ! 
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At the Play. 


“ Cornnexius ” (DvucHESS). 


Mr. PrrestLey’s new play, Cornelius, 
is all about a business—a business in 
deep water and going smash; going, 
going, gone. If you have read about 
people calling meetings of their 
creditors and have wondered how such 
meetings actually go, _ can see in 
the fine Second Act. But the play is 
vastly more than a study of a small 
business-house illustrating in its fail- 
ure the bitter realities behind general 
phrases about the deeline of world 
trade, Mr. PrrestLey has, it is true, 
his moral to rub in, and most skilfully 
does he do it, with a succession of 
callers, pathetic and comic and brazen, 
all desperately trying to sell on com- 
mission things he does not want to a 
man who is at his wits’ end to carry 
on his business at all. This is what 
business and fine human material may 





_ easily become in modern confusion. 


| 


The nagging importunity of the 
income-tax authorities, the pressure 


| of the Middlesex and Midland Bank, 


| under orders of course from head office, 


the impossibility of importing and 
selling aluminium at a profit in a world 
of unstable currencies—these things 
are vividly shown; but it is Mr. 


5 ; . 
| PriestLey’s and the Company’s skill 
_ that they make us much more inter- 


| 


| ested in the people in Briggs and 


Murrison than in its fate. From the 


| first moment when, as in Angel Pave- 
| ment, the staff begin to arrive in order 
| of juniority upwards, we meet 


| 


_ work out badly for everybody 


| 
| 
| 


~~ 


| a succession of real people; we 


grow interested, we sympathise ; 
and Mr. PrresT.ey is too clear- 
sighted to make the bankruptcy 


in the office, 

Biddle (Mr.J ames Harcourt), 
the old clerk, who might easily 
have been a figure of triage, 
is & man happy whatever his 
work, but Miss Porrin (Miss 
Ann WILTON) faces a black day, 
| when the firm comes to an end, 
because she loves Cornelius, He 
is a curious fellow, and Mr. 
RaLrn RICHARDSON conveys 
very well his sense of ultimate 
detachment from the business 
round, He is splendid in ad- 
versity, because the whole pro- 
ceedings of his business day 
frequently strike him as absurd and 
plainly not what men are meant to do 
with their lives. He is the last man we 
should have expected to feel suicidal, 
but the death of his er brings him 
very low, and the last Act draws its 
suspense from those leanings. 





Cornelius . 


Mr. Priestiey is not the dramatist 
to succumb to easy love-solutions, 
and there is none of that in the play— 
only enough love to give Miss Vicrorta 
Hopper, in the part of Judy Evison, 
some scope. There are animals which 





THE FAITHFUL HEART, 


Mias Porrin . Miss Ann WILTON 


can lose almost any part of them- 
selves without obvious detriment, and 
it is the best tribute to the richness 
of characterisation and incident in 
Cornelius to say that it does not de- 
pend on any particular scenes, If at 
times in the Third Act we watched 











FACING PLAIN FACTS. 
Deeg eee Mr. Ratrn Rienarpson 


preeeetinns for departure without the 
aving much to wonder about, most 
of the play is full of a splendid un- 
certainty. 

In Act II. the surprise which Robert 
Murrison (Mr, Harcourt Wri.iaMs) 
springs is grim enough, but the tension 





is kept under firm control. Mrs, Reade 
(Miss Dororiy HamiLron) is a sy 

comic conception superbly played and 
has a kind of universality about her 
dreadfulness. The office-boy (Mr, Toy 
Grit), Dr. Schweig (Mr. Feurx Inwm); 
Fletcher, the nastiest creditor (Mr. 
Raymond HuNTLEY), and first and 
last Mrs. Roberts, the charwoman (Migg 
Murre. Grorar)—~all have first-rate 
parts created for them and rise delight. 
fully to their excellent occasions, 


D. W. 


“Frotie Winn” (Royanty). 

Mr. Ricuarp Oxr's satirical fan 
never seemed to me so good as 
became fashionable to suppose, but 
even if it had not been a first novel by 
a very young writer it would have been 
remarkable for the wit of its dialogue 
and for a certain elusive atmospherical 
brilliance which amounted to a fasei- 
nating unreality. 

I should have thought it next te 
impossible to transfer this last quality 
to the stage, but Mr. Ricuarp ser 
has done it, capturing the spirit of 
the novel to an extraordinary degree 
and making excellent comedy for two 
Acts out of the carefully-differentiated 
house-party at Pagnall Bois, While 
the grimness of the background is not 
yet too apparent, the brittle artificiality 
of the story is handled very delicately 
in a series of brief and amusing scenes; 
the eccentricities of the old hostesses 
and the absurdities of their guests are 
good comic stuff so long as the shutters 
of convention are only partly open and 
the distant thunder comes no 
nearer. Unfortunately it 
proaches cataclysmically in 
Third Act, rending every kind 
of social pretence and spurring 
on Mr. Prycr's puppets 
unveil their messy egos in & 
manner embarrassing for 
simple reason that they were 
not, and in the spirit of the 
satire were never intended to 
be, real people. The truth game 
can be as effective as i 
thing in the theatre, as Mt 
PrrestLey showed us conelus 
ively in Dangerous Corner, but 
it is essential to its succes 
that the bona-fides of the play- 
ers should have been carly 
built up. When you have been 
chuckling for the major part 
a play at everyone's d 
triviality it is too late for you @ 
be moved by a sudden plunge 
low the surface into the deep 
of unsavoury melodrama. By 
for instance, I mean that when the 
ent-up humiliation of poor 4 
Vulliamy was suddenly released it 
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—_ signified nothing; I neither cared nor extensive museum of improprieties, we sane members of the party, cling to : 
de are in for the truth game with a gether as the curtain goes down, ) 
rh generations Pagnall Bois had vengeance. No pretences at restraint As Lady Damaris remarked, only 
nd been a Whipsnade for jaded London are left, Who's afreud of the big bad Lady Athaliah could have coped with 
er lions, collected at week-ends by its “such a scene, in which death and 
OM ehAtelaines for recuperative and good manners are both so singularly 
x); memorable visits, Often in the past, forgotten; and Miss Henrrerra 
fr. one gathered, you could searcely Watson makes us believe that she 
nd have seen the wood for the boys, could have coped with anything 
iss old and young and alike distin. Her acting is superbly good; she 
ate i ed, TENNYSON had thought gives n tremendous picture of the 
ht. up cunning rhymes in the rose- clever warped old lady. Miss 
n, the library had been privi- Manet Terny-Lewis plays Lady 
to shelter GLADSTONE'S medi- Damaris with just the right 
tations, and there was hardly an amount of aristocratic condescen- 
Academician who hadn't fed the 


e 

















awans. The four Jeune sisters had 








sion, but Miss Nina Bovercavur 
sooms to crumple a little too much 











ne semen 


it lived there all their lives, enter- as the timid Lady Bernice, and | 

but taining and growing old and Miss Dorotny Hotmes-Gorn’'s 

by twisted ; the only concrete excite Lady Cleone is apt to drift into i 

een ment they had ever had was when, farce. Miss Veronica TurnLetan’s : 

ue at the age of forty, Lady Cleon Miss Jewell and Sir Bast, Barr. ; 

ical had enjoyed a brief passage of Lert’s Mr, Charlecote are excel- j 

aci- love with the groom, whom the lent; Miss Fanta's Drake's re- i 
other sisters had immediately pressionist portrait is boldly exe- ¥ 

to sacked. She had then gone quietly cuted, and Mr. 8. J. Warnminoron i 

lity mad; Lady Athaliah had grown rHe INTERCEPTED BATHE, does what little he has to do as Y 

YOR odder and odder, spending more Mine Jewell ee Pao hme Sir Lothar with notable distine- fi 

_ of and more time in the tower which Mise Vulliamy Miss Fanta Drake tion. The minor characters are ; 

rree she allowed nobody to visit; Lady Mr. Charlecote Mr. Bast. Barriers all good, Erte, : 

two Damaris lion -hunted with in. —— : 

ted creasing dexterity, and Lady Bernice wolf of sex-repression! Nearly all the Heads Down. : 

hile gently contracted religious mania, A __ ladies of the party, and they tell us so os ; 

not ty young girl called Miss Jewell in a distressingly thorough fashion. Asrraine golfer, learn to ban f 

lity xd them with their housekeeping; Smal! wonder that Sir Lothar and Misa Every pleasing thought or plan 

tely that is the position at the begin. Jewell and Mr, Charlecote, the three And try to be a sombre man, | 

nes ; a week-end party. Deaf to the joy-bells ring. | 

aves © guests, a hetero- ing. : 

are geneous collection, include For Hope the erring eye | : 

ters the latest international lion, decoys, 

and Sir Lothar Smith, whom all Good Cheer stability des- 

| no the sisters recognise as the troys 


Zig 





ex-groom, Lady Cleone's 

(a much more pre 
sentable fellow than Lady 
Chatterley's imbecile game- 














While Mirth 

equipoise 
And leads to overswinging ; 
All dreama of Love and 


upsets the 











} to keeper). He has been Happiness 
ns tempted to come out of Producea tendency to press, | 
the curiosity, and has no idea Meg ite 
were that Miss Jewell is his and So think of all your wrongs | 
the Lady Cleone’s daughter. His and ills, | 
1 to Visit might have passed off Your maladies and unpaid 
ame fairly smoothly if it had bills, 
‘ hot unhappily coincided Of nasty draughts and | 
. with that of Miss Vulliamy, bitter pills 
olus- a sinister woman-novelist And woes beyond all heal. 
but who derives considerable ing. . 
0088 misery from complicating Seon on such gloomy fan. 
slay people's private cles fed 
fully affairs, Jealousy, brought The highest spirits sink like 
been on by famous young Mr, , 4% . + 
rt of Charlecote’s preference for WEEK-END ENTERTAINING, oe wee oe ae 
ious Miss Jewell, makes her par Exhit 1 Pict lifted head 
’ : : } ‘ning from an Exhibition of Lmproper Pictures : e + tet 
s ticularly dangerous, ond Guests returning fror a : pode ge Bo, that sinking 
ol in bm middle of Mre. Dawe. Miss Rewke pe Vaux. Which is, as golfers all will 
‘ Athali a eretorm, oe Mr. Roxborough Ma. Stanuey Ratupvury, find ; 
liah's tower is stru Mise Murat. Blood Mias Mrewon O'Donerry. Their an » ite of 5 
) the and it is discovered for the General The Hon. Charles ? , mn pe 
Miss time that it is an Treamand Me. Graverny Enwanrps, mind, 
d it ae 
Se meet 
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| way, however inconvenient it 


| to be no method of coping 
| with them, of pinning them 
| down to anything. It is far 
| easier to give in. 


| Mow! truthfully said that she 
| detested point-to-points, and 
| I lied and said that I loved 
| them, it didn’t make the 
| slightest difference. We both 
_ had to go, and sat glaring at 


| of two hermetically sealed 
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Point-to-Point. 


One of the penalties of youth is that 
one is constantly being forced to tell 
lies, whereas when one gets to Lady 
Mow!l’s age—a very round,sixty—one 
takes great pride in being as truthful 
as decency and one’s daughters permit. 

Not that it makes much difference 


| one way or the other, especially when 
| one is staying with a woman like Muriel 


Broth. For Muriel is one of those 


the course is only three miles away, so 
why in the name of fortune can’t we 
eat a comfortable meal here at one?” 
“Oh, well,” said Muriel vaguely, ‘‘I 
don’t know. It’s much more fun on the 
course, isn’t it?” she asked, turning 
again to us. pei 
“Much,” we replied, with ill-simu- 
lated enthusiasm, averting our eyes 
from Lady Mowl’s ravaged features. 
And so at one o’clock in the pouring 
rain we packed into two large cars and 
drove somewhat funereally behind each 
other for three miles. In the middle 








| charming vague people who, just be- 
| cause they are charming and 


vague, invariably get their 


may be to others. There seems 


And this is why when Lady 


the dripping landscape out 


cars. 

“Because you must, dar- 
lings,” Muriel had said that 
morning; “you must see my 
Robin ride.” 

‘Why ?” asked Lady Mowl. 
“I hate seeing people ride. 
And, anyhow, I shouldn’t 
recognise your Robin on a 
horse because I can’t even 
recognise him off one.” 

“That ’s nonsense, darling,” 
smiled Muriel sweetly. ‘‘ You 
know you love point-to-points. 
And all these young things,” 
she added, pointing to the 
junior members of the house- 
party, who were apprehen- 
sively huddled together, “‘are 
dying to go. Aren’t you?” 





Mary Bateson, who fancied herself in 
love with him. “We must do that,” 

At this moment Robin himself 
pant wearing a strange bulbous crash 

elmet and a pair of paper boots. He 

looked wretchedly cold, and the rain 
dripped off the end of his nose. 

“Have you placed your bets?” he 
asked, grinning with blue lips as he put 
his head through our window, “because 
I think you ought to before you start 
eating. There won’t be time after. 
wards. I’m seven to four on,” he added 
modestly. 


~~] “On what ¢” inquired Mary, 


gazing at him ecstatically. 

Robin looked puzzled. “I 
don’t know what exactly, 
Mary,” he said. “ Anything 
you like, I suppose,” and he 
waved a mauve and non- 
chalant hand. “Good-bye, 
all!” He smiled and turned 
on his heel. 

“Darling!” screamed 
Muriel, almost falling out of 
the window, “you will be 
careful, won't you? Drive 
frightfully cautiously and go 
slowly round the corners and 
everything, because you know 
how skiddy it is these days. 
For your old mother’s sake,” 
she added, dissolving into 
tears. 

“Oh, come, come!” said 
Eddie soothingly, “you're 
not a bit of an old mother, 
Mrs. Broth. Not nearly so old 
as you look, I’m sure. You 
get your head back inside 
the car and I'll give youa 
mutton-pie.” 

‘* How I hate mutton-pies!” 
sighed Lady Mowl. 

It was a good luncheon as 
picnic-luncheons go, butsome- 


Lady. “* WELL, 1’u GIVE YOU A SHILLING AN HOUR To what difficult to distribute. 
CHOP UP THAT WOOD. 


Tramp. “Mapam, I aSKED YOU TO "ELP ME MAKE A 
LIVING—NOT MAKE ME INDEPENDENT FOR LIFE.” 


The salt, which was scre 
up in a piece of paper, fell to 
earth almost immediately on 








“ Dying!”’ we answered. 

et Mowl threw us a look full of 
reproach and we turned away ashamed. 

‘What race is the old chap riding 


| in?” asked Eddie Prothero, nervously 
_ stroking his downy upper lip. 


> 


“The two o'clock,” replied Muriel. 
“What time does it start?” asked 


| Mary Bateson. 


‘ And so of course we must take our 


_ luncheon,” continued Muriel, ignoring 


the interruption. 

“What!” cried Lady Mowl, stabbing 
a cushion with her knitting-needle. 
“ Muriel, you ‘re demented ; I know you 
are! I’ve always said there was mad- 
ness in your family, and now you’ve 
proved it! You know quite well that 


of a very draughty field, at the far 
corner of which there were obvious 
signs of a race-meeting, we drew level, 
stopped and let down our befogged 
windows. 

“We're here!” cried Muriel, putting 
her head out of the Rolls. 

“So I imagined!” shouted back 
Lady Mow! from the Humber as she 
gloomily surveyed the distant bookies’ 
dripping umbrellas. “And now let’s 
go home,” she urged. 

“Oh, but I say,” squeaked Eddie in 
a muffled voice from the inside of 
the car, “we can’t go home before 
we've eaten something. And drunk,” 
he added as an afterthought. 

“And seen Robin ride,” whispered 


its journey from the Humber to the 
Rolls; and the occupants of the former 
had a shrewd suspicion that the latter 
contained more jam-puffs than was fair. 
“T’ve seen Muriel eat two herself! 
cried Lady Mowl, outraged, and she 
beckoned to Eddie, who had got out to 
stretch his legs. He was now leaning, 
drenched and pathetic, against the 
radiator, sipping port out of a celluloid 
cup. r 
“Are there any more jam-pufis! 
inquired Lady Mowl. 
Eddie shook his head sorrowfully. 
“No,” he said, “but there are twelve 
beef-sandwiches “er sixteen apples 
over if you’d like them.” 
‘ Isn't it very fuggy in here?” asked 
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“| HAVE JUST HAD THE HOUSE 
COURSE, YOUR IDEAS OF DECORATION ARE VERY FANTASTI 
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REDECORATED THROUGHOUT It 18 READY FOR IMMEDIATE OCCUPATION, UNLESS, OF 














Mary suddenly. “There seems to be 
such a smell of mackintosh or some- 


Lady Mow! snorted. “Now, I sup- 
, you're going to tell me that you 
eel sick ?”’ 
“Well, yes,” 
hap ily, “I am.” 
e quickly opened every window 
and the weather came in with a rush. 
The bookies’ raucous voices could only 
just be heard above the rattle of rain 
on the roof. Occasionally a few men 
in leggings staggered across the mud. 
rise we appeared to be com- 
Py isolated. 

We're here,” explained Muriel, 
putting her head out of the window 
again, “because that is the last but 
one fence before home.” She pointed 
vaguel y in a north-easterly direction. 

“And if darling Robin is leading here 
he’s bound to win.’ 

“But where, dearest Muriel—where 
is the fence ?’ asked Lady Mowl, 

cing her lorgnettes on the bridge 

of her nose and peering into the mist. 

I see no fence.” 

‘Oh, well,” said Muriel irritably, 
it’s somewhere about.” 


whispered Mary un- 


Lies 





At five minutes past two I remem- 
a 


bered with horror that we had none of 
us placed a bet. 

At ten minutes past two a prone 
figure was carried by on a stretcher. 
It was not Robin, but Mary felt sicker 
than ever, and we opened the roof of 
the car. 

At two-fifteen Robin himself ap- 
peared, covered with mud. 

‘Good heavens, Robin!” cried his 
mother in anguished tones, “‘are you 
badly hurt? What's happened ?” 

“I’ve won, that’s all.” 

“Won?” we screamed “Why 
didn’t we see you?” 

“T suppose because you still seem 
to be facing the wrong way,” laughed 
Robin. 

“Well, I think your sense of humour 
is strangely warped,” retorted Lady 
Mowl, shutting one of the windows 
with a bang. “And now for goodness’ 
sake let 8 go home Muriel!” she 
shouted, “I wish to go home. This 
is perfectly beastly, and you know it. 
The girls he oe. are longing to go. 

‘Are you?” Muriel asked, opening 
the door of the car and thus precipi- 
tating a thermos-flask into the mud. 
Mary and I beamed starchily. 

‘Not in the least,” said Mary. 


| 

“Certainly not; it’s the greatest | 
fun,” said I. 

“That's lucky,” grinned Eddie, 
“for as a matter of fact we can’t.” 

“Why not?” 

‘* Because the cars have sunk at least | 
a foot into the ground.” 

That finished Lady Mowl. She shut 
all the windows and her eyes, and never 
opened them again until two hours 
later when we were being dragged 
across the field by three cart-horses. 
Incidentally, these were the only horses 
we saw the whole afternoon. 

“But I suppose there were some 
others,” sighed Lady Mowl at tea-time. 
‘Unless it was all a bad dream. I can’t 
remember having kated anything so 
much for years, Muriel dear,” she | 
added, taking a muffin. 

“ Atany rate,” said Muriel, ‘‘ you saw 
Robin win the two-o'clock.” 

“At seven to four on!” cried Mary 
proudly. 

‘Did 1?” said Lady Mowl. ‘I 
didn’t recognise him without his horse.” 

“But you said you wouldn’t reeog- 
nise him with it.” 

“No, I shouldn’t,” replied Lady 
Mowl nny 
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Birds Ashore and Birds Aforeshore. 
Old White Owl. 
Tax White Owl in the belfry 
She blinks the day long; 
In a belfry to dwell free 
From prime to evensong 
Is the White Owl whimsy 
As she can tell, 
And to sit in the dimsy 
With a ding-dong bell. 


Up in the tower 
Tit’s always twilight, 
Hour by hour 
It’s never nigh light; 
And, beamed and cobwebbed and roofed a-slope, 
The dumb bell waits on the grimy rope, 
And, day long dimsy to be her cowl, 
“Twilight's my light,” says old White Owl. 


In the dim evening places 
And the twilit shaws 
The voles wash their faces 
In their little white paws; 
But there’s no debating 
That a vole does wrong 
Who sits titivating 
For a whit too long. 


If his coat he'd busk 
With a too much toilet 
Out of the dusk 
Comes the one who'd spoil it; 
For no more solemnly, cheek by jowl, 
With a ding-dong bell sits old White Owl. 
Day long up in her dimsy, how 
She's down the pussy-cat dimsy now! 
Curve and loop round the darkling fir, 
Oil on the air is the flight of her; 
Down in the dimsy Doom’s a-prowl, 
And “Twilight's my light,” says old White Owl. 
P.R.C. 


Mr. Shagreen’s Doctor. 


“THE rem etiquette of doctors is a strange and 
terrible thing,” Mr. Shagreen observed. 

I made a questioning sound, and he explained that this 
fact had been borne in upon him a few years before when he 
was recovering from an illness. 

“ Doctors,” he said, “used to come and see me.” 

“Naturally.” 

_ “They did not come as doctors. They were personal 
friends. I had made the acquaintance of a number of doctors 
the year before when I was collecting material and picking 
up hints for that poison story of mine. You remember 
that one?” 

“T don’t think I do.” 

“Why, surely you do! I have always had an affection 
for that one. Detectives and scientists were alike puzzled— 
surely you remember ?—until it turned out in the end that 
the dead man, actually immune from the effects of the 
poison that was — to have done for him, really died 
from an overdose of the antidote to it. Ah! I thought it 
would come back. Well, anyway, in making preliminary 
inquiries T got to know many doctors, some of whom later. 

















as I say, became personal friends. It was natural that when 
I was ill they should, as personal friends, come and see me; 
but they laboured under the constant guilty feeling that it 
was wrong of them as doctors. Not one of them was my 
doctor.” 

“You don’t wish to convey the impression that your 
doctor was a personal enemy ?” 

“On the contrary, of course he too was a personal friend.” 
said Mr. Shagreen. “ But the point is that they felt he 
have been mortally offended to find any other doctor within 
the walls of my house when I was ill. I got the im 
that the British Medical Association was ready to look with 
indulgence even on a duel if it arose from such a cause, 
It was thus incumbent on the other doctors to make their 
visits surreptitiously, and for most of the time during which 
I was confined to bed all went well.” 

“But there came a day ” I suggested. 

“There did indeed. It was my birthday. Knowing this, 
they all made a point of calling to congratulate me, meaning, 
I have no doubt, to leave again almost at once. But there 
was something they had not foreseen. Other kind friends 
had sent me quantities of unusual fruits and things to drink, 
and these doctors, though surfeited with the orthodox 
grapes they had taken from the bed-tables of their patients 
that day, were unable to resist the temptation of a pleasant 
change. One by one they arrived, leaving their cars in 
various side-streets so as not to call attention to their visit; 
but the earlier arrivals did not go.” 

“Still stuffing?” 

“Hard. They could not tear themselves away from the 
good things. They sat about the room, six of them, — 
and drinking and talking with vivacity about cirrhosis 
the liver and the political situation. They made so much 
noise in fact that the sound of a car driving up to my front 
gate was almost drowned—but not quite. Suddenly the 
doctor nearest the window, bending forward to throwa 
out of it, gave a casual glance at the car and started to 
feet. ‘It’s X!’ he cried in a horrified tone.” 

“X?” L repeated. “Who was X?” 

Mr. Shagreen replied that X was the doctor—his doctor, 
the only doctor really allowed by professional etiquette to 
be inside the house. ‘You may imagine,” he said, “into 
what dismay this threw the company. Orange-peel, plum- 
stones, champagne-glasses, nut-shells and the rind of # 
water-melon cascaded to the floor as they all stood up ina 
panic. It was X! Where could they hide?” 

Knowing the traditions of this situation, I asked 
whether the sound of X's footsteps was even then on the 
stairs, and Mr. Shagreen said it was even then. 

“There was a large cupboard,” he proceeded, “on one 
side of the room———” 

“What! They all got into that?” 

“Three of them got into that. The other three wer 
equally well supplied, for there was another large 
board on the other side of the room. When X entered 
the room to all appearances was empty but for myself, it 
bed.” 

“But the cupboards were full?” < 
“Of medical talent I never knew any cupboards fuller, 
said Mr. Shagreen. ‘Well, X came in and sat with me for 

a considerable while, eating and drinking just as the 

had done. From time to time I cast en anxious glance 
at the cupboards, and intermittently they gave 4 
Eventually this got on X’s nerves. Asking what the matter 
was, he strode from one cupboard to the other, 

them open; and in a trice the floor was strewn with doctor. 
It was a solemn moment.” 

“Solemn ¢”’ 

“To a certain extent,” Mr. Shagreen modified the 
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ve. “X was in a rage. He gave 
me of his best, he declared, and what 
was my reply? All over my house I 
kept cupboards full of rivals to consult 
when his back was turned. But most 
of his wrath was for his colleagues 
He gave the profession of his best, 
he declared, and what was their reply ? 
As soon as his back was turned they 
came leaping out of cupboards in 
an attempt to scare his patients into 
a decline.” 
Mr. Shagreen paused and then added 


reminiscently: “‘The dispute went 
on for a long time. The noise was 
terrible.” 


“And what did you do?” 
“T got well,” said Mr. Shagreen 
“There was no other way out. I got 


| well and went unobserved to fetch a 


policeman to charge them with leaving 
their cars unattended. They, I am 
happy to state, got indigestion.” 

R.M 





Deceit. 


“Deceit in any form I abhor,” said 
Edith ; “ but if we tell Aunt Myrtle the 
brutal truth—that Phyllis and Pris. 
cilla are dead—she will accuse us of 

lecting them.” 

hyllis and Priscilla were two old 
hens sent to us by Aunt Myrtle last 
year when she gave up her house in 
the country and moved to London. 
We were prepared to receive them with 
open arms, but they treated all our 
advances with disdain. Priscilla had a 
sarcastic expression and the first time 
she saw me in my garden-hat she gave 
me a look that would have made 
Hitter feel small. It was impossible to 
make any progress with them. They 
just decided that we were not the class 
of people they were used to mixing 
with and gave us the cold shoulder. 

They definitely refused to lay, al- 
though, according to Aunt Myrtle, they 
had laid almost without ceasing when 
they lived with her. 

fe did not feel in any way to blame 
when they died. We had surrounded 
them with every luxury, and, though 
the hen-house I built for them was per- 
haps not exactly symmetrical, it was 
a comfortable little place, not at all 
meriting the scornful looks with which 
those proud birds regarded it when they 
arrived. ) ; 

Edith inclines to the opinion that 
their death was due to gluttony, and 
certainly for such elderly birds they 
had hearty appetites—but my own 
view is that they committed suicide, 
unable to bear the sight of Edith and 
myself any longer, _ 

We had written glowing reports of 
them to Aunt Myrtle, and on the very 




















THE SOUND OF THE BELL. 
A BUILT-UP AREA, 


FALSE ALARM IN 








morning that we buried them under the 
raspberry bushes we got a letter from 
her asking us to send her half-a-dozen 
of their eggs, as she feared the eggs she 
got in London were foreign. We had 
told Aunt Myrtle that both Priscilla 
and Phyllis were laying like wildfire, 
so of course we could hardly refuse to 
send the eggs. We were told by an 
expert that hens of Priscilla’s breed 
would lay brown eggs and hens of 
Phyllis’s breed would lay white eggs, 
so | went down to the grocer’s and 
bought three brown eggs and three 
white eggs and posted them off. I 
hadn’t got my glasses on at the time, 


which I can see now was a great 
mistake. 

‘We don’t want to give Aunt Myrtle 
an excuse to cut us out of her will,” as 
Edith remarked. 

On the third day a letter came from 
Aunt Myrtle. Full of thanks we 
thought it would be, but we were 
wrong. She seemed upset about some- 
thing, and the concluding paragraph 
enlightened us. 

“Next time you try to deceive a 
poor old woman,” she finished, ‘don't 
send her six eggs purporting to be 
laid by her own hens but stamped 
‘Danish.’ ” 
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“Excuse ME—MY DEAR—nUT—I HAVE 





Our Booking-Office. 
(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 


The Old Russian Bogey. 

Proresson R. W. Seton-Warson’s closely - studied 
account of the fifty-year-old problem of the harassed Bal- 
kan peninsula gains much from one’s inevitable realisation 
of later fateful developments. In Disraeli, Gladstone and the 
Kastern Question (MACMILLAN, 21/-) he shows our own 
country wrought to two simultaneous frenzies by Turkish 
atrocities in Bulgaria and the Russian “threat to India,” 
while a hundred elements of personal and politica! animosity 
support Disragii’s “ornate cynicism" on the one hand 
and GLapstone’s “relentless flow of moral precepts” on 
the other. Amid a welter of hysteria it is refreshing to find 
the writer quoting Mr. Punch—so often as to be almost 
apologetic about it—as the exponent of a sane common- 
sense that is justified by recently available Russian docu- 
ments proving that the Tsar and his advisers were never 
in fact at all disposed to be the villains of our nightmares 
The author clears up not a few established conundrums 
such, for instance, as the pacifism of Bismarck and the 
relations between Disragui and Layarp. He falls into 
an old trap, however, in overlooking the Shakespearean 





| origin of the phrase ‘bag and baggage,” familiarized but not 
| coined by GLapsTone in 1876 in one of his most famous 
| speeches on the Eastern Question. 





SUCH——A DEVASTATING SENSE OF HUMOUR.” 


ete ener ee eee nemnteesceenetenes nn nn - ~ ~ 





A Bureaucrat Arrives. 

It is equally the fashion to describe Henry VIII,’s 
“vicegerent in spirituals”’ as the perfect type of the newly- 
arrived bureaucratic official and as the ultimate product 
of the statecraft of Macnutavetsi. The former aspect pre- 
dominated in Mr. Davip Matuew'’s recent essay, the latter 
pervades Mr. Perer WiLprne’s complete Life of Thomas 
Cromwell (HEINEMANN, 15/-). It is interesting to note that 
there is no inherent discrepancy between the two. Mr. 
Witprne’s book is a readable, human and rather easy- 
going volume; and the fact that he quotes Foxe on the 
frailties of cardinals, and the Act for the Dissolution of the 
monasteries as evidence of the bad farming of the monks 
should not be imputed to malice in an historian whose 
vortraits of Henry VIII. and Cranmer show nothing of 
Protestant bias. He has studied with particular care the 
diplomacy that led to the marriage with ANNE OF CLEEVES 
and the responsible minister's downfall; and he presents 
CROMWELL as an able and hard-working villain who paid 
his own spies handsomely out of his own personal pecula- 
tions and monastic spoils, and would have seen a large 
percentage of the latter devoted to education had his 
sovereign’s rapacity permitted it. 

As We See Ourselves. 

A well-meditated novel that reads rather as a com- 
mentary on life than a presentment of it, Mrs. MaRy 
Aones Hamivron’s new book exhibits, I feel, none but the 
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disabilities inherent in its subject. A 
portrait of, practically, one class only 
—and that the class most interested 
in itself and least interesting to other 
people— Life Sentence (HamiLton, 8/6) 
is an admirable study of the intelli. 
gentsia of the War generation and its 
post-war reactions, Jerry Dorset, a 
Socialist ex-M.P., and Rosny Nelhaven, 
a not very successful violinist, have to 
live down the personal rather than the 
social effects of a nebulous love-affair 
(aiming at definition which would be 
impossible and unnecessary in a nor- 
mal marriage) and a childish but well 
meant political conspiracy which misses 
fire at the outset. Rosny’s Odyssey 
takes her into New York society. Jerry 
is given an invigorating glimpse of 
an almost patriarchally governed Hun 
garian backwater. Somewhere between 
thers two visible poles the couple has 
to take its ultimate stand. Their story 
is packed with rare observation and 
| sagacious comment, and its score or so 
of portraits are drawn with a delight- 
ful apportionment of fine malice and 
| discerning charity. 





Rose and Thorn. 

1 enjoyed Cold Comfort Farm im. 
mensely, I enjoyed Bassett not quite 
so much, and now I have just finished 
enjoying Enbury Heath (Lonamans, 
| 7/6), rather in spite of a thinnish theme 
| but because Miss Strerta Granons 
| writes so beautifully. There is a crisp 
lucid quality of prose, a tang in her 

humour and a certain brave and brac- 
| ing outlook on the world which make 
the book a great deal more than read- 
able. Sophia may be too good to be 
true, but her brothers, Harry (just 
grown up) and Francis (aged sixteen) 
are too true to type to be good—at 
least, in Sophia’s way. These three 
orphans, the children of a drunken 
doctor and his orderly wife, set up 
housekeeping together in a cottage on 
the edge of a London heath. One abides 
by gentleness and humour, one by 
Bohemianism, and the other is a drift- 
ing go-between. The end is inevitable but will not be 
evident to the reader until the end, so I will not spoil 
what there is of Miss Grppon’s plot by giving it away 
I think that Enbury Heath may be a disappointment to 
devotees of Cold Comfort Farm, but it should live longer 
and I think too that the author, who is a mistress of perfect 
prose, has at last finished a novel without being bored by 
it. I should be sorry to part with my cops 





Drama and Dialectic in Devon. 

Mr. Even Pattrorrs has found a good theme and done 
his best to spoil it in the exposition. The compact between 
Elias Westcott, the fiery and free-spoken carpenter, and 
his venomous and vindictive aunt, with the tragic conse 
quences in which Jane, The Wife of Elias (Hurcontnson, 7/6), 
is most tragically involved, affords a situation which, 
although unusual, is by no means unplausible. The story 
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thereby entailed is soundly constructed on broad and 
simple lines; the rural background is put in with the 
verisimilitude for which Mr. Pat..rorrs’ name is warrant, 
and the interplay of a dozen characters is managed with 
a deftness and an economy which bespeak the practised 
dramatist. But the drama is an unconscionable time in 
coming to its climax; the stage is still being set long after 
we might reasonably have looked for a crucial curtain; 
while the bucolic persona speak mouthful after long-winded 
mouthful of theory and disputation on problems ethical 





and philosophical, religious and social, which, albeit as trite | 


and crude as might be expected, fail utterly to convey 
the sense of authentic wisdom to be derived from the 
pithy, earth-born aphorisms of Harpy's ancients. If only 
Mr. PatLLrorrs had cut the cackle and stuck more closely 
to his quite spirited ‘oases! But such, unfortunately, is 
not his way. 
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Three Views of a Triangle. 


As novel after novel appears from her pen the feeling 
vrows that Frau Vick1 Baum must surely be not simply 
one human being but a committee, for how can the same 
woman know all about A and Z—and every letter in be- 
tween—when A is, for instance, the inner workings of the 
fruit-trade in France and Z the niceties of conducting a 
murder-trial in Berlin ? a new book. a. a par 
(Burs, 7/6), is the s of a young wife’s infatuation tok 
three a over: pay Fe herself sees it, as Kurt, her 
husband, sees it, and as it seems to Frank, her American 
lover. The differences between these views are, all things 
considered, more subtle than arresting, but the preoccupa- 
tions of each of the three, particularly of the amoral Frank, 
who deals in oranges, and of Kurt, a judge, are so different 
as to give the author a splendid opportunity of showing 
her gifts as a virtuoso of life. But, clever as she is, she has 
miscalculated the number of her heroine’s evening dresses. 


Town and Gown. 


The publishers (LoNGMANS) have been notably abstemious 
in describing The Body in the Turl (7/6) as “An Oxford 
Crime,” for two more bodies were found before the murderer 
was discovered. Mr. Davip Frome knows his Oxford and 
is successful in reproducing the atmosphere of the city and 
university. To some of us the setting may be familiar, 
but I think that a map would have been welcomed by readers 
who are unacquainted with the intricacies of Oxford's streets, 
This omission, however, does not seriously detract from the 
pleasure of following a remarkably well-conductod hunt; 
and I doubt if anyone writing detective fiction at present 
can weave a neater web of mystery than Mr. Frome. 


Tom Tiddler’s Ground. 
It is probably the evocation of thie eternal boy in human 
nature by the fascination of hidden treasure, quite as often 
as the more ignoble motive of avarice, which has been 











Up the Theatre! 

Mr. Matcotm Mor- 
LeY is a practical man 
of The Theatre (PITMAN, 
5/-) he writes about with 
such enthusiasm—actor, 
producer, manager, 
sometime critic. He 
would, I am afraid, be 
dubbed highbrow by the 
cupeptice playgoer, and 
his little book, full of 
sound sense, assorted 
facts, thumbnail criti- 
cisms and the queerest 
words and turns of 
phrase, is addressed 
rather to those who 
share his view that the 

Drama is an art vital 
to the world.” To the 
celluloid affair he denies, 
not perhaps in strict 


logic, the right to con-| “Ip’s a propiGy, AND REMEMBER IT’S ONLY AN INFANT CHILD so unica.” | The only important ele- 
sider itself a form of| “Twat porsn’r sEEM TO ME VERY SMALL.” 
drama. Origins, history,| “I know raat, sur I can'r sroor aNy Lower. I've cor LUMBAGoO.” 





fashions, the play- 





accountable both for 
the great gold rushes 
of history and for minor 
matters, such as the 
transformation of such 
spots as Cocos Island 
into miniature prospect- 
ing grounds. The former 
element is certainly the 
outstanding factor in 
the adventure described 
by Commander PLUMe- 
Ton, R.N.R., under the 
title, Treasure Cruise 
(WITHERBY, 8/6), which 
sets forth in detail the 
fitting-out of the auth- 
or’s expedition in search 
of the elusive Benrro’s 
eache on Cocos, the 
incidents of the voyage 
thither, and the quest 
itself. The whole thing 
is as exciting as a novel. 


ment lacking from the 
romantic point of view 
is the actual treasure; 








wright’s, actor’s, critic’s and producer’s arts, the decay of the 
provincial theatre, repertory, management costs, audiences— 
all are dealt with sanely if summarily. Mr. Gzorge ARLiss 
writes a friendly Introduction and Mr. W. R. H. Jonn- 
SON’S vignettes are attractive—except the portraits of 
IpseN, GaLswortuy and SHaw, which seem to be from 
originals modelled in cheese. 


A Liberal Allowance. 
Purchasers of Told in the Market Place (Tnornton 


_ Borrerworts, 7/6) will admit that they have been given 


full measure in this volume of short tales, which once 
again proves the wonderful versatility of Mr. F. Brrrren 
Avustry. Yarns, for instance, more diverse both in theme 
and treatment than “The Sinner,” which is rather senti- 


_ mental, and “Jolly Roger” cannot be imagined. And if a 
| change is weet | 


from such grim tales as “The Fourth 
Degree,” “At Brigade H rs” and “Diamond Cut 
| Diamond” it ean emphatically be found in “The Attic 
Floor.” But whether Mr. Brrrren Austin is engaged in 
bringing happiness to lonely women or in dealing out justice 
| to criminals he is from first to last a popular story-teller. 


London, E.C. 4. 


but most readers will no doubt feel as I did that its ab- 
sence is in part at least atoned for by the sporting way in 
which the venturers took their failure to discover even one 
doubloon and by the incurable optimism with which the 
author hopes to have yet another shot at it. 








Mr. Punch on Tour. 


Tue Exhibition of the original work of Living “ Punch” 
Artists recently held at the “ Punch ” Office will be on view 
at the Municipal Art Gallery, Dudley, from April 8th to 
May 4th, after which it will be shown at Bristol, Man- 
chester and Gateshead. ; 

The Exhibition of Prints depicting humorous situations 
between Doctor and Patient will be on view at the Museum 
and Art Gallery, Buxton, from March 30th to April 27th, 
after which it will be shown at Reading. 

Invitations to visit either of these Exhibitions at any 
of these places wil) be gladly sent to readers if they apply 
to the Secretary, “ Punch” Offices, Bouverie Street, 
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Ir appears that an American engineer 
has been criticising the Mersey tunne! 
If he knows of a better hole he should 
go to it. * 

A trainer is re- { 
ported to have dis- 
covered that the 
racehorses in his 
stables enjoy list- 
ening to the wire- 
less. It would be 
interesting to ob- 


serve their reac- a i 
tions to running i \\B) 
commentaries on A || 
Turf events. sco ah 
* 
: “ Le - 


C ressman <O: 
p "gg Pee rma oo 
of Oklahoma, is ai ii Ned 
the organiser of a itl 


counter-attack on i NN 
A 


Senator Hury P. | 
Lone. A more} Ay 
suitable man could | Wye 


hardly be named. | 





W 


* 

Mr. RANDOLPH 
CHURCHILL'S as- 
sertion at Man- 
chester, that the 
only two races in | 
the world that un- | 
derstood banking | 
are the English| 
and the Jews, has | 
notshakenthe con. | 
fidence of Scots- 
men in the bonnie | 
bonnie banks of| 
their ain countrie. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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The first Red 
Indian to become 
a barrister (in 
Canada) belongs to 
atribe whose noted 
ability to climb to 
great heights was 
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fore felt that he will reach the Bench. 


* # 
x 


A Cookham resident reports that he 
heard the cuckoo while repairing his 
motor-cycle in a lane. This never hap- 
pened to Kgars. 


* 
> 


During a mock air-attack on Naples 


~ 











VOL. CLXXxvVIM. 





FOUND THE 





visitors were treated as imaginary 
sasualties. In the interest of realism 
some of them no doubt pretended to 
have seen Naples and died. 

An old war-horse at South Shields is 
reported to have pranced with pleasure 
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utilised in the DERED WHY CHAMPAGNE!” 
building of Newl____ 
York skyscrapers. Confidence is there- 


on recognising the voice of a sergeant- 
major. So, we feel sure, would any 
former recruit. , » 


Italian aeroplanes are to fly round 
Britain in a circuit of what was the 
Roman Empire. The druid consulted 
by Boapicea didn’t prophesy this. 


“The intelligent apiarist keeps one 
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REPAINT YOU LOST AT THE SEVENTEENTH. 


stride ahead of his rivals,” declares one 
of them. And of his bees. 


& & 
* 
The cat that has been given a film 


engagement at Hollywood, beginning 
at a salary of ten pounds a week, is 


said to be determined that her career 
—— : | shall come before | 


matrimony. 
* & 
& 


“Is seventy-five 
too late in life to 
start writing a 
novel ?”’ wonders a 
correspondent. It 
is too early. 


at 
a 


* & 
* 





“What comes up 
quickest in a vege- 
table-garden?”” a 
reader asks. A 
rake, if you leave 
it lying about 


% & 
* 


| A Viennese cen- 
|tenarian is re- 
| ported to have 
taken a rejuven- 
ating treatment 
with amazing re- 
sults. We under- 
stand that he is 





centenarian. 
| * *& 
* 


| “There is prac- 
| tically no differ- 
| ence between a 
| bottle of whisky 
and a 


temperance orator 
On the contrary, 
there is a differ 
ence of about 
eleven - and - six- 
pence. » » 

* 


A man in court 
said that he had 
sold his Alsatian 

|in order to buy a 
two-seater car. He 
didn’t part with the kennel, of course 





1 won- 


* % 
- 
Up to the time of going to press 


nobody seems to have heard the first 
blazer. a * 
* 


A bank-manager informs us that he 
is looking for a really clever cashier 
Unfortunately he has no idea which 
way he went. 








now no longer a | 


bottle of | 
poison,” declares a | 
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The Right to Sleep Hard. 


(Vide Mr. Punch’s Impressions of Parliament, pages 381 
and 382.) 

Now here is a golden Bill, a beautiful Bill to be brought 
into Parliament—a Bill to abolish one of the most hideous 
and unendurable tyrannies of this or of any age. All the 
woodland gods spirits are behind this Bill, the rough 
Sylvanus and Faunus and reed-blower Pan; it is blessed by 
Morpheus the fashioner of dreams, and by Stertor, whom 
I have just invented, the supreme, the beloved divinity 
of tempestuous nasal sound; it is sponsored, to be rather 
more precise, by Brigadier-General Spears (Carlisle, U.), to 
whom be praise. It would amend a section of the Vagrancy 
Act (1824) and ensure that no penniless person may be 
sent to prison for sleeping out-of-doors all night. 

Fancy, as he said, that it should be a felonious act for a 
poor man to sleep under the stars or in the kindly shelzer 
of the greenwood bough! Rich men may do it, none gain- 
saying them. The stockbroker who can well afford to lie on 
the softest of beds in the richest hotel may rest all night, 
if it suits his faney, under a bramble-bush, may pillow his 
head on gorse while the hedgehogs run lightly over his 
recumbent and probably nefarious form. He may welcome 
the ant to his bosom, the beetle to his lips. But for the 
waif, the outcast, no. He is denied (unless it’ be in gaol) 
the one consolation left to him in his unhappiness, the 
boon of forgetfulness, oblivion. 


| should like to be able to speak in support of that Bill. 
In a House where, comfortably shelte from wind and 
rain, middle-aged affluence and aristocratic youth may be 
observed at any time of the morning or the evening in all 
conceivable attitudes of open-mouthed repose, in a House 
dedicated, as it were, to the rhythmic noises of legislative 
slumber, the historic doss-house of an Imperial people, 
the shake-down of so much representative torpor, how 
well to plead for the tramp’s right to lie in the lee of a 
haystack and dream himself, if only for a few hours, a king! 
But a plague on this rodomontade! What is the crime in 
sleep? It has been justly observed that it knits up the 
ravelled sleave of care. It has been accurately pointed out 
that it is tired nature’s sweet restorer. It is well thought-of 
by the poets. Mrs. Hemans has gone so far as to call it 
a holy thing. Sir Taomas Browne and Butwer Lytron 
were in favour of it. Many have busied themselves in 
discovering new ways of inducing it. By what imbecility 
of the legal mind is it then supposed that it is more 
wicked to lie down and sleep with no money than to 
walk about with none? 


[ have slept out-of-doors (under compulsion though 
not without pence). I do not like it. F disnanes with 
Cuar_es IT. about the suitability of the climate (and the 
surface and the fauna) of England for al-fresco sleep. But 
if | wanted to do it I should like to be able to say to a 
policeman, “I have no address except this green field of 
nettles, this England, where I lie with the earwigs about 


_my ears. I have no money, and whether I have any 
_ to-morrow or not is no business of yours. I may be winning 
_ a bet at long odds, which will cause you to bow and scrape 


_ to me in a few days’ time, Meanwhile let me woo the drowsy 


god, for in slumber I have those dreams which prove the past 
and the future and the present to be all one and inspire me 
to poems which I forget as soon as I wake again to this miser- 


_ able world. Take your great foot out of my ambrosial bed.” 


| 


Here, then, # new liberty to be fought for, and not one 


that D.O.R.A. swept away. Forgive me if I ever tried to 
buy tobacco after 8 p.m. or drink a mug of ale at 3.30 in 
the afternoon. Let me turn to defend the homeless vaga- 
bond who asks nothing but the same right to snore amongst 
the thistles and burdocks as is conceded to the common 
millionaire. 


Sleep! to the homeless thou art home; 
The friendless find in thee a friend. 


Ebenezer Elliott. 


Oh sleep! sweet sleep!— ellow. 


Oh peaceful sleep !—Longfellow. 
Sleep, gentle sleep.—Shakespeare. 


Oh, sleep, it is a gentle thing !—Coleridge. 
Me for a spot of shut-eye.—Alfred Lord Tennyson. 


As I said before, opinion is unanimous. Not one of our 
poets but has a kindly word for sleep. It costs nothing, it 
hurts nobody. We are a nation devoted to slumber. We 
have quiet, we have somnolence in our blood. And we 
make it a crime—in the most prickly and uncomfortable 
cireumstances—for the very poor. Evog. 








Yearly Lament. 





ALTHOUGH the Spring is drawing near, 
I always hate this time of year: 

The Jones’s party, which I dread, 
Inevitably looms ahead ; 

And nothing gives me more distress 
Than thinking out a fancy-dress. 


I recollect in ’thirty-one 

My whiskers were excelled by none. 
Attired in sheets, aloof, sublime, 

I represented Father Time— 

And afterwards for several weeks 
Remains of fluff adorned my cheeks. 


But in the crisis (thirty-two) 

I really caused a slight to-do 

For when, determined not to waste, 
I joined economy to taste 

And simply went as Paper-Bag, 

I caught alight from someone’s fag. 


In nineteen-thirty-three again 

My well-meant efforts were in vain. 

I had a cousin on the stage, 

And, as the Tupors were the rage, 

I borrowed regal wear—but chance 
Brought five more Henrys to the dance. 


Last year my figure (far from thin) 
Was muffled in a tiger-skin; 

I did my best to move about 

Till heat compelled me to sit out 
And shed innumerable hairs 

On Mrs. Jones’s easy-chairs. 


Not many days will pass before 

The invitation comes once more. 
What can I be? A Pirate King? 

A Beacon? Or a Ball of String? 

O blesséd Flu, exert thy charm 

And keep thy victim free from harm! 





~~ 
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For the Motorist. 


SummEr is yeumen in! Spring has 





actually yeum! Lude sing cuceu! The 


motoring season has also yrrived. This 
little article, therefore, cannot fail to 
be helpful to all those who at this 
moment are going out to the garage 
with the rusty key that has hung 


Although this family signalling may go 
on for as much as a quarter-of-an-hour, 
ou will find that the nervous driver 
is not so recklessly foolhardy as actually 
to make the turn till you have passed. 


The Offensive. 

He has an excessively long, aggres- 
sively shiny car, fitted apparently with 
a divan instead of a driving-seat. He 


exhaust, and you drive blindly into a 
hedge. You see him turn languidly to 
his companion and laugh. 


The Wary. 
He holds that twenty-five miles per 
hour is the proper speed for all pur. 
ses. Now and then, however, he will 
ios up to a dashing twenty-seven-and. 
a-half when he has determined, after 





behind the front-door all win- 
ter. It is, in short, a brief 
classification of some of the 


principe mobaieanemerean ae 


will be encoun on the 
main roads during the next 
few months. 





The Owner- Learner. 

He is not yet sure of him- 
self or his new purchase, 80 
his favourite driving position 
is bolt upright, with a slight 
inclination over the wheel. 
His explanation of this un- 
comfortable posture is that it 
enables him quickly to reach 
the switch and the self-starter, 
put on the hand-brake, read 
the oil-gauge, or look in the 
mirror /n Case of Emergency. 
And from the moment the 
car has begun to move he is 
ready for emergencies. Unfor- 
tunately, when one does arise, 
it is his invariable habit first 
to slam on all brakes and, 
second, to forget to let out his 
clutch, Thisstalls the engine, 
whereupon he feverishly leans 
on the starter and forces the 
car forward some three feet 
against the brake by battery 
power alone before he re- 
members he isn’t yet out of 
gear. When bystanders have 
thoroughly smoothed him 
out, mopped him down and 
set him going again he will 
wipe his forehead and mutter 
accusingly, “ That pram never 
signalled!” 


iL) 
Yearow’ 


The Nervous. 
He is generally first appar- 








“I'm sorry, Mrs, SmMirH, BUT MY HUSBAND CAN’T COME | : 

’ . ’ ; ; y he 8 car appear 
TO CLEAN THE CHIMNEYS THIS MORNING—HE’S GOING not only he but hi P 
THE Boat-Race.” 


weighing the matter for three. 
quarters of a mile, that he 
must pass that sluggard in 
front who is merely doing 
twenty-four. As on these oc« 
easions he also pulls right 
across the road because “one 
should always be prepared for 
a sudden swerve,” it is pretty 
good fun for anyone coming 
in the opposite direction dur- 
ing the next five minutes. 


The Signaller. 

He has read and re-read 
the little booklet about driv- 
ing signals. He has schooled 
himself to give the correct 
signals on all occasions and 
nothing is going to stop him 
giving the correct signals on 
all occasions. He will con. 
scientiously hold out a hand 
to indicate a right turn even 
if there is no other vehicle for 
miles behind, He will do this 
even more conscientiously if 
‘there is one behind and with 
such frequent wavings and 
| flutterings that the impression 
ultimately given is that so im- 
pressive and oe ree an 
affair cannot possibly indicate 
a mere turn, but means at 
very least that someone has 
fallen dead at the wheel. 


| The Old Pet. 

| He is recognisable by his 
white hair, his slow but steady 
speed along the crown of the 
‘road, and the way in which 





to jump visibly if you hoot at 
him. The truth is that he is 





ent as a face continually turning appre- 
hensively back at you as you come up 
behind, followed by a quick darting 
arm indicating he wants to turn to the 
right. More often than not he has a 
host of women and children as pas- 
sengers to whom he has communicated 
not only his intention but also his 
nervousness, with the result that a 
perfect forest of hands are soon sig- 
nalling “Slow-downs,” “Turns” and 
“Stops” as if their lives depended on it. 
(In some cases, with irritable drivers 
behind, this may be literally true.) 


has a horn which either blows a set of 
chimes at you in a revoltingly superior 
manner or else splits your ear-drums 
with a strident screech. It is difficult 
to say which is the more vilely offensive, 
but as he never lets it off till he has 
crept up silently beside you, you rarely 
have time to consider the question dis- 
passionately. He then shaves your 
front-wheel by the polish on his rear 
bumper and his passenger taps the ash 
of a cigar into your lap. As a final 
gesture he emits a cloud of fetid blue 
smoke and a roaring noise from his 








still at the “early bicycle” stage of 
driving, which means that he firmly 
believes that if he takes one hand 
from the wheel the car will probably 
run into the h , and if he takes 
both away it will inevitably lose its 
balance and fall over. His usual re- 
mark to conversational friends sea 
beside him is, “I can’t talk! I’m busy 
driving!” 
The Lady-Driver, with a Friend. 

tit! !tt! (But hush! she 

A. A. 


may be the police.) 
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Bad Circulation. 


“Tr’s disgraceful!” said Pamela, re- 
moving her hat and regarding it dis- 
passionately. ‘People ought not to 
end people other people’s books.” 

“Or borrow them,” I said with feel- 
ing. ‘I left Grim Death on the mantel- 
piece last night. Where is Grim Death 
now?” 

“Under the sofa-cushion.” 

I lifted the cushion and congratulated 
Pamela on a masterly piece of de- 
duction. ‘ 

“I put it there,” she explained 
“The Vicar’s wife popped in just as | 
| was reading the last chapter.” 

“You thought she would be 
shocked ?”’ ; 

“I thought she might want to bor- 
row it. It’s jolly good. The butler was 
the murderer.” 

I sighed. I had suspected the elderly 
| aunt. 

“Grim Death doesn’t matter, any- 





“] ‘OPE THIS WEATHER ‘OLDS, 
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‘Arry, BpuT SPARKS ‘AS JUST TOLD ME THERE'S A GALE EXPECTED.” 





way,” Pamela continued. “I’m worried 
about The Corpse in the Potting-Shed.” 

“Anybody would be,” I said sym- 
pathetically, but Pamela ignored me. 

‘Bridget Fraser took it away with 
her when she came to bridge last 
Friday,” she announced. 

“A neighbourly action. 
what she did with it?” 

“T know what she did with it. Maud 
Soames was carted off to the nursing- 
home yesterday with tonsilitis. Bridget 
sent it to her.” 

“A happy thought,” I commented. 
“They don’t make any bones about an 
odd corpse in a nursing-home.” 

Pamela looked at me sadly. “You 
do ride a joke to death,” she said. 
“The awkward part is that it isn’t 
my book. I borrowed it from Mrs. 
Harper, and she will be furious.” 

“We live in evil days,” I said sen- 
tentiously. “Without permission you 
lent Bridget Fraser T'he Corpse in the 
Potting-Shed which you had borrowed 
from Mrs Harper. Bridget has now 


I wonder 





lent it to Maud Soames. The question 


is: Has Maud Soames already lent it 
to somebody else, or will she lend it to 
you?” 

“T shouldn’t think so,” said Pamela 
“Tt was Maud Soames who lent it to 
Mrs. Harper.” 





“ Please suggest a method of using up cold 
mutton other than the usual mince and 
shepherd's pie.”—Letter to Press. 

Serve it au chien. 


“ For the first time on record, a chimapan 
zee has been born in captivity in London 
Zoo and caused a sensation. ‘ooo Zoo and 
caused a sensation. * Boo in 1927.” 

Canadian Paper, 
And “ Yah!” to you—in 1935. 


“Must one rinse all the soup out of | 





woollies? I have heard that it is better to | 


leave a little in.” 

Correspondent in Magazine. 
A dash of mulligatawny helps to keep 
the cold out. 
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Ave atque Vale. 


Ir is not the first sacrifice I have made for my nephews, 
but it is by far the bitterest. To-morrow — take over 
the command of my army of tin soldiers. If I am asked, 
as I ought to be but never am, what it was that inspired 
me to take up my military career and what vision has led 
HE Ts ae 
sips), my reply must be, “My in the nursery 
al PWih them I received my baptism of fire 
(never mind how); with them I first shed my blood in 
warfare, when I punctured my hand on the cocked hat of 
their commander-in-chief; and with them I first evolved 
and perfected my own particular system of tactics, which 
always lands me in such trouble on manceuvres. 

Last night I held a farewell parade. Laffan’s Plain was 
rather big for my , 80 I held it on the grand piano. 
From the wardrobe where they have been quartered for 
the past twelve years or so there paraded for the last time 
under their old commander these veterans of a thousand 
fights—painful ones, chiefly between me and my brothers. 
In the years that have elapsed they have been decimated 
from such varying causes as housemaids and jumble-sales ; 
but the survivors held their heads as high as ever, especially 
those who, having lost them at some time or another, now 
carried them on match-sticks which had been insufficiently 

vmared. 
The parade was headed by the remnants of the brass 
band. Many of its members were absent, and I cannot 
account for their disappearance; but we still mustered the 
big drummer—armless, poor fellow—one side-drummer, 
one euphonium and a couple of trombones, which last were 
being rather uncannily played by men without heads. At 
the saluting base stood the commander-in-chief, sitting 
sideways on his horse just as he always did in the good 
old days. I was delighted to see the old fellow again, for 
in spite of the awkward question of precedence between 
him and me I had never had any trouble with him. His 
staff consisted of old and tried campaigners; but they were 
rather a seratch lot, as their only qualifications for a staff 
job was their common distinction of being the only survivor 
of their unit. In each case, as there didn’t seem to be any- 
body else from their regiment, the staff appeared to be the 
only place for them to go. This was the reason why, all told, 
the staff considerably outnumbered the rest of the parade. 
Prominent among them was a veteran Highland Colonel 
who insisted on remaining knecling throughout the proceed- 
ings. This, I remember, has been a fad of his all through 
his service. He used to have a pair of field-glasses from which 
he was inseparable until the day he lost them, along with 
his arms, at the Battle of the Standard Lamp, away back 
in ‘16. Then there was an officer of some Rifle regiment with 
a broken sword, the hilt of which he had retained with some 
acumen to use as a knuckle-duster. With these and the 
other staff officers there was a large number of orderlies 
from different units and even of different nationalities— 
« cosmopolitan and representative lot. 

Our allies were also strongly represented on the actual 
march, Some of them were rather a nuisance as a matter 
of fact. The Greeks insisted on lying down the whole time 
on the line of march, and some French tirailleurs caused 
confusion and apprehension among the ranks immediately 
in front of them by carrying their rifles at the aim. The 


| Red Indians were an im ve sight ; there were a 

| of them, and a very striking | ~~ aleoet 
_ to the waist, and not one pair of trousers the same colour. 
_ Their chief, whose name, if I remember right from childhood 
_ days, was Lieut.-Colonel Shining-Big-Sea-Water, V.C., was 


spectacle they made, stri ped 





rather better dressed in traditional fashion, though, like 
the Bruce, he had broken his good battle-axe. There were 
a few more of them in the mounted section of the parade, 
round at the keyboard end of the piano, while another one, 
who had lost his horse, lay, bowlegged from a lifetime spent 
on horseback, in an R.A.M.C. waggon, which was piled with 
non-walking wounded to a depth of several inches. Behind 
this waggon, tender and stout-hearted as ever, walked half. 
a-dozen hospital nurses, evoking general admiration from 
those who knew their story. They were bruised and battered; 
their red cloaks, white aprons and grey dresses bore the 
marks of many a hard fight; and this is why. 

Once upon a time I added to my scanty armament a 
trench-mortar. It cost a lot of money—quite two-and- 
sixpence. But the situation was precarious; my artillery 
had onli or rather been trodden on, to a minimum, and 
my cousins, a few miles away, subsidised by an indulgent 
parent, were rapidly arming and becoming quite insufferable 
about it. It was incumbent on me to stage a better war than 
theirs. With the trench-mortar I purchased a stock of 
cannon-balls, but this was rapidly exhausted, owing to 
some going into the fire, some under the wardrobe, and a 
good many down the back-stairs when the nursery-door 
was open. Within a week I had no more ammunition and 
the defenders of the fort (what has happened to that fort, 
by the way?) were immune from attack. At this moment 
of crisis the hospital nurses — literally into the breech 
and without a murmur allowed themselves to be used as 
ammunition and fired into the fort. They were dumpy 
little heroines; the range was speedily found; and, after 
suffering enormous casualties in a half-hour’s bombardment 
of nurses, the defenders were only too glad to capitulate. 
They had as a matter of fact greatly assisted the attackers 
by courteously returning to them each hospital nurse as 
she came over, thus ensuring an unfailing supply of ammu- 
nition for the mortar. For the benefit of those technically 
interested who may wish to try the experiment for them- 
selves, the officer at the attackers’ O.P. reported that the 
trajectory was, in view of all the circumstances, sur- 
prisingly high and that the best results were achieved when 
the ladies arrived head-first. From then on I always 
employed them in this way, returning them to casualty 
clearing stations at the close of operations. And from 
then also I date my admiration for this particular branch 
of the service. 

You must forgive, dear reader, these memories of an 
old campaigner. I shall not.offend again, for to-morrow, 
as I say, my nephews will be taking over their new com- 
mand, and after that I shall not be able to bear recalling 
them to mind. Besides, if they take after their uncle, there 
will be pretty heavy casualties among my old comrades 
before the week is out. 








Mrs. Bridle. 


“Tue way she keeps on saying things,” 
Said Mrs. Bridle, 

“Tt fairly makes you wild! 

She ‘asn’t got the common sense 

Of a six-weeks-old child. 

She 'd try the patience of a saint— 
Not that I wish ‘er any ‘arm, 

The stupid, idle 

Good-for-nothing little cat! 

I ain’t the sort that makes complaint; 
I ain’t got any use for that, 

I ain’t,” 
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Said Mrs. Bridle. 
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Another Strike. 


PERHAPS the most sensational event 
of 2035 was the strike of Public Figures, 
who downed flourishes on March 27th 
and petrified the Bazaar-Opening In- 
dustry, the Foundation-Stone-Laying 
Industry, the Ship-Christening In- 
dustry, the Tablet-Unveiling Industry 
the Foreign-Visitor-Feeding Industry 
and many allied trades. 

In an interview with a representa- 
tive of The Daily Wire, the Prime 
Minister, speaking in his capacity as 
General Secretary of the Public 
Figures Union, outlined the reason for 
the strike. 

“Public Figures,” he explained, 
“have for years been working under 
conditions of sweated labour without 
parallel in the history of civilisation, 
and flesh and blood can stand it no 
longer. We demand shorter hours 
briefer chairmen and better pay, and 
until these demands are granted not a 
single bazaar will be opened, not a 
single foundation-stone will be well and 
truly laid, not a single foreign visitor 


| will be feasted, and not a single ship 


will be christened. Our pickets are 
posted all over the country, and if 
spurious Public Figures attempt to 
take the turtle-soup out of our mouths 
they will be listed as blacklegs and 
dealt with accordingly. 

“For years any man who has risen 


| to the top of his own particular tree 





and become a Public Figure has im. 
mediately been deluged with invita- 
tions to open bazaars, christen ships 
welcome foreign visitors, lay founda- 
tion-stones, and, unless prevented by 
rheumatism, kick-off at football- 
matches. These invitations, which he 
dare not refuse, involve him in long 
and tedious journeys to Dundee, 
Bodmin, Ross-on-Wye, Brighton and 
elsewhere. He has to sit in a draughty 
hall or stand on a draughty platform 
for half-an-hour listening to the 
piffling remarks of an asthmatic chair- 
man, and the effort to maintain on his 
face an imbecile smile adds years to his 
life. So many of these functions have 
to be attended that the Public Figure 
has practically to abandon his own pro- 
fession, not to mention his own family. 

‘Take my own case, for instance. As 
Prime Minister of England and Presi- 
dent of the Legislative Assembly of 
the Commonwealth of Nations, I have 
certain responsibilities. To supervise 


| the government of one-third of the 


| human race may perhaps to the out- 


sider appear hardly a man-size job, but 


| It does involve a certain amount of 


| thought and the execution of a few 


trifling duties. 
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“THIS IS ONE 


THOUGHT YOU 


I WANT A DRINK.” 


TOLD ME YOU 


ONLY CARRIED THAT FLASK FOR 








“But as I am in virtue of my office 
a Public Figure, more than half my 
time is taken up by necessary appear- 
ances at public functions. To-morrow, 
for instance, I should like to spend a 
quiet hour thinking about the latest 
European Crisis, but in the course of 
the day I must christen a ship, open 
the North London Hospital for Spin- 
sters with Ingrowing Toenails, attend 
the reception to the Prime Minister of 
Sark, say a few words at the Centenary 
Meeting of the Window Cleaners’ 
Benevolent Society, and finish the day 
at the Lord Mayor of Dagenham’s 
Annual Dinner. Long have the poor 
Public Figures of England writhed 


under the tyranny of the masses, but 


at last the hour has struck, and so have 


we ns . A a 


Cautionary Tales from the Turf. 
“1. Lovers Walk. 
2. Philander. 
3. Little Stranger.” 
Result at Wolverhampton Mecting 





“I had photographs taken of them, with 
a camera.”—From a Novel, 


It hardly seems possible. 


“Four Trams Suase Picrores.” 
Newe Poster. 
That’s what comes of hanging them 
“on the line.” 
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In Two Parts. 


Tuts article will fall quite naturally 
into two parts—see if it doesn’t. 

Part One begins at the telephone. 
Or no, on second thoughts it doesn’t. 
The telephone bit was very indistinct 
anyway, and I or gg | said “Yes’ 
to everything, and T'he Countryside 
Chronicle said that was very kind, and 
Charles said, “But why should they 
want to interview you!” 

There were two or three perfectly 
simple and straightforward replies to 
this, but the question, in my opinion, 
should never have been put. I there- 
fore only said—speaking rather more 
we A than usual—that che reporter 
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what Charles's grandfather was sup- 
to have said to the young ensign 
who smoked a cheroot before drinking 
mulled claret at the Siege of Seringa- 
tern (or some analogous occasion). 
“You'd better be Discovered Work- 
ing,” said Laura, and with a zeal never 
before discernible she ran about with 
a typewriter and a quantity of foolscap. 
CT ook here—why not be dictating ! 
I don’t mean just: ‘Dear Madam,—I 
am looking for a between-maid. . . . 


. This is a quiet country place, very hard 


work, low wages and deadly dull ’—but 
something rather grand and grown-up, 
say an article for a new encyclopedia.” 

“I'd rather make it something I 
could use afterwards,” I said—I think 
with commonsense. 


beating the stair-carpet right on the 


needed it either. It was now or never 
too, because Charles does not lightly 
dispense with their presence in the 
garden nor Cook with their good offices 
in the boot-room. 

(In the event of my accepting a 
dictatorship domestic problems will be 
relegated to a ition in the cosmic 
scheme vastly inferior to that which 
they at present occupy.) 

“Show The Countryside Chronicle in 
here, Ethel, and don’t bring the elevens 
in on any account,” 

““In the event of your accepting 
a dictatorship,’ ” prompted Laura aur- 
gently. “Or look here—wouldn’t it be 
better if we changed the whole venue 
of the interview to the little telephone- 
room? They're pretty sure to start 





“TI daresay one of the comic papers 
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of The Countryside Chronicle would 
: be arriving at eleven [ 
; o'clock. 
‘Then you musteither 


have your milk and bis- 
cuits early or do without 
them altogether,” said 
Laura. 

(1 have known her 
confuse the duties of a 
secretary with those of 
an Advisory Bureau be- 
fore now, and the day 
may well come when 
i she will do so once too 
often.) 

To say “Why?” as I 
unfortunately did, 
proved to be something 
ofa mistake. Probably 
an automatic reaction, 
which I believe is never 
good, 

“Well,” said Laura, 
screaming with laughter, 
“of course you may think 








“ PLEASE 
not CAMBRIDGE, AFTER ALL.” 





CHANGE THESE. 


My WIFE'S COUSIN LIVES aT OxrFrorRD, 


lawn in front of the 
windows.” 

But the suggestion, 
likesomany suggestions, 
came too late. 

Ethel opened the door 
and the representative 
of The Countryside 
Chronicle was in our 
midst. 

She wore a blue coat 
and skirt and looked 
about twenty-five and 
rather pretty and very 
tired. oe 

“I'm collecting hints 
on spring-cleaning for 
our Woman's Page,” she 


I timidly. 

The sage or 
peculiarly degr 
went t the window, 
upheld by twostaggering 


forms in corduroy. 
__.. | As I said at the be 














it would make a good h: ‘M 
first glimpse of this wn way distin. 
guished writer was a more 
i characteristic of the home-maker than 
the public character, as she sat on the 
ly floor, as nearly as possible inside the 
i fire, hunting for the cokernut biscuits 
} _and handing over all the ginger ones 
to her secretary. Her cigarette fell 
into her glass of milk as she serambled 
to her feet and received me with all the 
i gracious sevoir-faire of a woman of the 
tii world.’ ” 
ii “You don't mean to say that you 
) two girls smoke while you drink milk?” 
said Charles, as who should ask: 
. : _ Do you actually commit murder with 
_ one hand and cheat at cards with the 
(8 | other ? 
_ Eleven o'clock was practically u 
| us before the subject was clase’, and 
even then one had been obliged to 
| leave the room without actually hear- 
| ing more than about two-thirds of 


would jump at it,” said Laura blithely. 
“Or why not be very topival? ‘Me as 
Dictator,’ for instafice.” 

I doubted whether this was even 
grammatical, but the alternative, ‘‘I 
as Dictator,” flashed through my mind 
only to be rejected. 

“That was the bell! Quick—begin!”’ 
urged Laura, snatching up the tele- 
phone-pad and turning everything on 
the table upside-down in search of a 

cil. 

“*In the event of my accepting a 
dictatorship,’ ” I began. 

“If you please, ’m,” said the house- 
parlourmaid, standing neither in nor 
out of the room, but following the more 
usual domestic procedure—‘if you 

please, 'm, there’s someone from the 
newspaper to see you, and the men are 
here for the stair-carpet.” 

The men—the gardener and the boy 
—had been instructed to beat the stair- 


carpet thoroughly; and not before it 








ginning, this article falls naturally into 
two ‘ 
The second part started when Laura, 
in accordance with a rather curious 
old convention originally based on the 
belief that no one else understands 
anything but plain English, suddenly 
hissed at me, “Les onzes.” 

I rang the bell. 

“Please bring three glasses of milk, 
Ethel,” I said, “and plenty of cokernut 
biscuits.” E. M. D. 








More Miracles of Surgery. 


“*By putting up the baths there,’ he said, 
‘you wil waeve an eyesore from under our 
own noses.’ "—T'own Council Report. 





“ Douglas ——., of Pembroke College, Cam- 
bridge, to-day, for riding a cycle without 4 
boat race crew, was fined 12s. 6d. at Cam- 
bridge.” Local News Item. 


Is it then compulsory for a cyclist #0 
be one over the eight ? 
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“SORRY, OLD MAN, BUT MY WIFE HAS JUST SIGNALLED THAT SHE HAS THOUGHT OF A NAME FOR OUR NEW BOG, 
I'M DASHING ALONG TO THE NEXT PEDESTRIAN CROSSING sO THAT I CAN GO OVER AND HEAR It.” 


tid A 





Neale 


“a RR 
3" iad 


r 
* 
mas 


AND 








The Word War. 


Vi. 
Odd lots. 


A warrior sends me a sporting 
curiosity which cheers but not in- 
furiates me. “Why,” he says, “does 
the Oxford crew go out for a practice 
spin?” Why “spin”? I can’t imagine. 
| know that oarsmen are not the 
only sportsmen who go for “spins.” 
Pugilists go for “spins” (that is, trots) 
before breakfast. My dictionary, feeble 
as usual, says 


“Spry (4). A spell of continuous 
movement by way of exercise or 
pastime: a fairly rapid ride or run of 
some duration. 1856, (5) A spell of 
quick rowing or sailing, 1875. ‘A 
ten-mile spin with a great-coat on’ 
1890.” 


But it does not say who said “spin” in 
these senses, or why. My own theory 
is that “spin” was first used of a drive 
in a horse-carriage by some poetical 
ploughman who saw the Squire's wheels 
| “spinning” round and ing like 
| tops in the evening sun. Then a fast 


ride on a horse became a spin, though 
the wheels were no longer present ; then 
it was extended from a horse running 
to a man running; and so to walking, 
sailing and rowing. It is an odd word, 
I agree, with which to describe the 
movements of an eight-oared boat, but 
I do not feel very hot about it. 

But if anyone says that at Hammer- 
smith Bridge Cambridge spurted and 
sabotaged Oxford's lead—as one day, 
if we are not careful, somebody will 
then, brothers, he shall see our swords 
flash. 


“ Bombshell.” 


Yes, comrade, ‘“ bombshell” is over- 
worked by our dear dailies. I know 
their difficulties—they must be short 
and sharp; and when the Right Hon- 
ourable Fortescue Whiff says that there 
are one or two passages in the Green 
Paper with which, at first sight, he is 
not wholly in agreement, it makes the 
announcement more exciting to the 


plebs to describe it as 
“ BOMBSHELL FoR BALDWIN.” 


But why “bombshell”? Why not, for 
example, “bomb” ? 


“ Bompe ror BaLpwin” 


is shorter—and very much re 
For who in real life, who in the late 
War, ever talked about ‘“ bombshells"? 
—except perhaps in the munitions 
industry to distinguish between the 
empty bomb “shell’’ or case and the 
completed bomb. But theempty bomb- 
shell is not at all alarming, and the 
dropping of one would do much less 
damage than the dropping of a coal- 
seuttle. So whenever I read that 
somebody has dropped a bombshell in 
political circles | draw the conclusion 
that there is nothing in it; and asa 
rule there isn’t. A. P. H. 











The Old, Old Story. 

“What might be termed ‘ vintage chest 
nuts’ were always required for the tables of 
the Roman households,"—-Daily Paper. 
And some of them are still circulating 
to this day. 

“Why should cinematograph proprietary 
interests be damaged by the elimination 
everything on the screen which tends towards 
the deterioration of morals?” 

Letter in Daily Papert. 


It does seem a shame, doesn't it! 
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“You Ass!” 


I nave long wondered how the word 
ass ever came to be applied to human 
beings as an epithet for stupidity 
Stubborn a donkey often is, but very 
rarely stupid, unless it is stupid to like 
thistles. Stubborn, slow, detached, but 
always with some purpose between 
those ears, always aware of what is 

oing on; whereas when we say, “ Don't 
be such an ass,” we mean, “‘ Don't be so 
foolish,” ‘‘ Don't be so feather-brained, 
“Pull yourself together.” And when it 
comes to obstinacy we forget the 
donkey altogether and resort to his 
cousin the mule. ‘Don’t be such a 
mule,” ‘Don’t be so mulish.” 

My acquaintance with donkeys has 
not been large, but such as | have 
known have been typical. The first was 
many years ago at Littlehampton: the 
donkey on which I had my first ride, 
on a very painful saddle fastened over 
a light-brown Holland caparison. If 
it is stupid to wish, on a hot summer 
day, to take things easy, this creature 
was far from wise, If it is stupid want- 
ing to get back a little of one’s own, to 
rub one’s rider’s legs against a post, 
this animal was totally lacking in 
sagacity. He was stupid too in having 
four logs and a subservient status and 
no soul, thus qualifying to be the 
woperty of a bullying bipedal owner ; 
But otherwise I should call him clever 
enough, and it certainly was not be 
cause of him that I fell into the common 
habit of saying to other boys, * Don't 
be such an ass.” 

That was my first donkey, and a 
certain number of faithful and strongly- 
individualised Neddies followed, all 
doing their work in their own watch 
ful thoughtful way, and all gradually 
winning respect if not affection. And 
none of them stupid, And then came, 
the other day, my latest contact with 
this cautious friend of man, when, in 
North Africa, I found him in_ his 
thousands, usually very much smaller 
than we see him in England but work- 
ing very much harder. No one, for 
instance, has ever seen a costermonger 
riding his donkey; at the most he 
— on his barrow and urges the 
ittle hoofs along, and along they go, 
apparently quite happily. But it is 
& common thing to see two full-sized 
Arabs seated gravely on a donkey so 
tiny that they could easily carry it 
under the arm. To be so small and to 
bear so much, partakes, no doubt, of 
what might be called stupidity of a 
kind; but we must discriminate. 
Acceptance of force majeure should not 
be thus described. 

Iam not sure that the real ass is not 
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anow up, Bray?” 


“] RATHER THOUGHT A FRIGHTFULLY RICH Wipow.” 


the camel, because the camel is big 
enough to be able to resist and do 
damage, But we never say, ‘‘ Don’t be 
such a camel,” at least not in England, 
although a Paristaxi-driver whodeemed 
himself underpaid once called me an 
eS pect of one 

Now and then even the Algerian 
donkey has the chance of retaliating, 
and takes it. I shall never forget the 
satisfaction with which a mother 
donkev and its most ingratiating off- 
spring, the gayest, naughtiest little 
thing you ever imagined, held up our 
car for some minutes while they rolled 
on their backs in the middle of the road. 








Stupid! Foolish? Not the terms | 
should use 


So much for the donkeys of fact 


When it comes to such donkeys of | 


fiction as I can recall, there is again no | 


question of foolishness, 


STEVENSON’S | 


Modestine was not foolish: she was | 


sympathetic. 
encyclopedia, but he is simple and naive 
and quick to comment on the lack of 
brains in others; in fact anything but 
an AAS. 

Is it possible, I ask myself, that 
when one donkey wishes to reprimand 
or caution another donkey he says, 
Don't be such a man”? E. V.L. 


Keeyore may not be an | 
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“ You DRAGGED THIS MAN A HUNDRED YARDS.” 
“ Bur ONLY AT THIRTY MILES AN HOUR.” 








A Vernal Valediction. 


Be not alarmed, O much-enduring reader ; 
I pledge my word; no longer shall I sing, 
Claiming the privilege of a special pleader, 
Of the delight and ecstasy of Spring. 
Forced to adopt the réle of a seceder, 
My singing robes into the fire I fling 
Now that all homage to the vernal urge 
Must fall, O Bloomsbury, beneath thy scourge. 


There was a time when I had deemed it treason 
Not to produce a punctual blameless lay 
In celebration of the budding season 
That dawns in March and culminates in May; 
Not that there could be found in rhyme or reason 
Anything fresh in what I tried to say, 
But just because—what minor bard can doubt it ?— 
I had to make some sort of song about it. 


But now we see new idols and new gods 
Enthroned in all our colleges and schools, 

And those who take up modern Greats or Mods, 
Where the new doctrine of “awareness” rules, 





May have to struggle with unequal odds, 
Regarded as reactionary mules, 

Unless their answers prove them to be sound 

On Maniey Horpxnys, Exior and Pounp. 


As for myself, lacking divine afflatus, 
The oestrus or the Dionysian goads, 
And unfamiliar with the apparatus 
Prescribed by all the neo-Georgian codes, 
I can’t envisage any sad hiatus 
Caused by my total abstinence from odes, 
In sentiment severely orthodox 
In honour of the vernal equinox. 


Farewell, then, moments of restrained expansion 
Modelled on Tennyson and Locksley Hall, 
Farewell, a long and last farewell to scansion, 
To linkéd sweetness with a dying fall; 
Crashed are the portals of the Muses’ mansion 
And universal starkness buries all, 
While a new generation steeped in FREUD 
Revels unchecked in the subconscious void. C. L. @. 
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Melpomene and the Actor- 
Manager. 
A Fable. 


A Dispute having arisen at a Re 
hearsal, the Mimic passions soon Paled 
before a Real Emotional Storm, and 
as a Last resource an 
decided to Invoke the aid of Melpo- 

mene, the Tutelary Goddess of the 
Players. So, having First carefully 
Hitched his Trouser-legs, he fell upon 
his Knees on a Property rug and called 
upon Melpomene in a speech which 
in his Fervour, he Put Over with Un 
wonted audibility: “O Melpomenc 
help me in a difficulty Not of my own 
Making. My Left profile is even more 
Marvellous than my Right and There- 
fore, to give of my Best in my Art, it 
is Essential that I should play facing 
the Prompt Corner, or to my Right 
Unfortunately the Leading Lady, on 
Very flimsy grounds, Advances a 
Similar claim, and Although | keep 
Telling her that her Left profile is No 
better than the other, she, Deaf to 
Reason, Insists that she Too must play 
to the Prompt Corner, or to her Right 
To make matters Worse, the Author 
is Unhelpful, Averring that the Sole 
solution is to Re-write the Whole 
Thing so that I may play to the Leading 
Lady's back, or she to Mine, Through- 
out the Drama, which he is Not willing 
to do. This Marvellous production 
then, is Doomed, O Melpomene, unless 
you can Indicate a way out of the 
Dilemma.’ 

“There is no Dilemma,” replied 
Melpomene to the Actor-Manager 
“Cast yourself as the Butler.” 

Moral ; Often the Right Solution of 
a Difficulty Eludes Us by its Very 
Obviousness 








Birds Ashore and Birds 
Aforeshore. 


The Reverend. 
(Cormorant or Isle of Wight Parson.) 


“Up Satan flew and on the Tree of Life 
Sat like a Cormorant.”—Paradise Lost 


Be you any sort of seaman 
You'll have seen along the coast 

| A solitary Demon 
On a solitary post ; 

Then maybe your Mr, Mate, an 
Apt young man, says, like a knife, 
“There sits Mr. Mruron’s Satan, 
Just as on the Tree o’ Life.’ 


And says you: ‘And not inept [’ll 
Say in sum’s his simile: 

But, although the thing looks reptile 
Oh, as Se rpent as can be 


esas a 


PUNCH, 


Actor-Manager 


Though he 
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Don’r STA 
MORI REREEAD-AND-RUTTER 


THERE GAPING, 


Folk who know 
30n, 

From the Nore to Lizard Light, 
Say that Devil is a Parson 


And he hails from Isle of Wight 


From Friday (right he’s ranked 
it) he 

lo Friday eats but fish 

rill the odour of his sanctity 
Is all that he could wish 

But, since every day ‘s a Fast 
Davy, 

He is never satisfied, 

tries, from first to last 
day 

Tries to be 80, every tide 


Be you landsman then or seaman, 
You be heedful how you boast 


That you’ve met a hungry Demon 


Sitting coastwise on a post; 


Doris 


things as they are, 


Bring ANOTHER CUP AND CUT SOME 


For, from . Wrath, by sea or dry land. 
To where Frankte played at bowls, 
He’s the Parson from “The Island” 
With a cure of Lemon Soles. 
_P. R. C. 


Exnaacrnp TO Ripe Crreunan 
Saw.” 
Newspaper Headline 


‘J. Dines 


He has our sympathy. 


“A few individual dwellings will be built 
to suit purchasers of unsurpassing beauty.’ 
Notice on New Hatate. 
We are still uncertain whether this 
means us 
“Tt has been decided to include Perry 
under the National Mark Scheme.” 
Farmer's Journal. 


Will this interfere with his amateur 
status / 
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“Awp you aRE Mrs. Maup Matitpa Brown, COMMONLY KNOWN AS Mars. Brown?” 


“ Beaoin’ YOUR PARDON 


HI’M NOT COMMONLY KNOWN AS NOBODY.” 








Specimen Englisch Epistles for Nordic Students. 


(Made in Germany.) 





i1.—Lov (continued). ADDITIONLE SELF-REFERENCES FOR 
Courting A Prettt Lapy oF EQUIVALENT STATION 
Towarps Wepprine Bits. 


My Dear THe HonovrasB_e Miss A.,—Since you have 
not as yet riposted to my epistle deglaring what an affec- 
tionate view of you I take and wisching that you might go 
so far as to undertake a betrothal in my company, I now 
make myself the allowance of some more addressing you 
and revealing to you what kind of a sort I am, so that you 
shall think a second time before making of me a dismal one 
for lifelong, by saying me nay. 

Well, | am devoted to going often to the theatre, kinema, 
music hall, the boxing, the wresting and flamework dis- 
playals, and always sitting down in the most expensive 
places with plusch seats and every advantage de lux. 

Beyond any shade of doubt you would accompany me, 
should you feel partial to activities of such a nature. As 
for musical performances, I am always there first at the 
concert pitch, with positions contracted for very previously 
© dear yes! You should partake of all the enchoyments 
you could long for to your heart’s contents. I am ever so 
adept at distributing a time, I will say! 

Naturally L am a good sport of course. I would not you 
thought me a milksap. Gracious, by no means! When the 
hunting dogs set up a quarry and tongue is given and the 
fox leaps — with the idea of escaping us, fen foremost 
among his following. At bird-shooting I never fail to dis- 
charge my firearm in the best direction and bring down the 
feathered friend stone dead. Let me say that at horse-polo 








being too much of a swanker. That would never do !| 


I 


| am always he who gains and at cricket no one can persuade 
me to desist from striking the ball out of bounds. 

I hope you do not have notions that I would not be fond 
of dancing about. The truth is I am ever such a one for 
waltzing, tango and trotting. Never would I trip upon your 
heels and dismay you, so light of feet lam. As for chambre- 
music, of course I only enchoy the best music and would 
listen to you handling the pianoforte’ all day without 
breathing a word. 

Now, lovli the Honourable Miss A., I shall only repeat 
that I am enormously tender on your‘behalf. I must tell 
you some things about your beauti. Do not flusch, I say! 
Here is one who thinks you more lovli to gaze upon than 
someone else, whoever she be. Alas! that I have not the gift 
of the gub and so cannot set down in both black and white 
exactly my sensations of approval, but allow me to be 80 
bold and riski as to pass a remarque of this nature: in My 
eye, you are a dearling of a young lady. I do so hepe I do 
not commit a presumption, what ? . 

Please, I implore you not to gilt me! Consider what you 
are about! And if you shall be so nice as to join forces 
with.me in a matrimonial junction, then it shall be I who shall 
be dasched overchoyed. Now I have said my say and it just 
remains to see which way the cat jumps out of the bag. 
Please do not take many days to select yes or no as a riposte, 
for | am all agogue to ascertain whether it shall be wedding 
blis or unrequite lov for my part. 

Your obedient servingman, 
Ropyey. (Lorp SMITH.) 

Postscripture.—1 have houser in the country and shooting: 

bogs. 


[Students should notabene that this should be added as an 
afterthink, 8o as not to give the appearance of taking side 
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Impressions of Parliament. 


Synopsis of the Week. 


Monday, March 25th.—Commons: De- 
bate on Health Services. 
Tuesday, March 26th.—Lords: 
(Amendment) Bill Rejected. 
Commons: Debate on Mercantile 
Marine. 


Juries 





Mr, Bucnan. 


Wednesday, March 27th.—Lords; De- 
bate on the Arms Traffic, 
Commons: India Bill considered in 

Committee. 

Monday, March 25th.—Paraguay 
and Bolivia are still being silly. It is 
a great pity that some strong inter 
national matron cannot put them both 
across her knee and give 
them a sound slippering, for 
that is plainly what they 
need, At least this country 
has done her best to persuade 
these children of the futility 
of their squabble; rather 
more diplomatically the P.M. 
assured Mr. Gorpon Mac- 
DONALD to-day that this 
was so, and further that the 
League was still working 
for a reconciliation through 
other South American Gov- 
ermments. 

The Dutch, who happen 
to possess almost the only 
country in Europe fit for 
bicycling and who have cele- 
brated their level heritage 
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Colonel CoLvitie pointed out that the 
limit would only be for five months 
and 100%, of our 1934 exports. That 
& nation which proves its profound 
commonsense by consuming cheese 
with its breakfast should ever overlook 
the supreme excellence of the British 
bicycle seems inconceivable. 

The debate on social services brought 
to light some distressing statistics. Mr. 
Ruys Davies raised the question of 
maternal mortality and wanted to 
know what the Government wasgoing to 
do about it. Whereas the rate of infant 
mortality had been most creditably 
halved between 1905 and 1934 (drop- 
ping from 128 to 64 deaths per 1,000 
births before the age of twelve months), 
the maternal mortality and the still 
birth rates were both increasing, he 
said, the former in 1933 being 5°94 per 
1,000 and the latter 4] per L000, As 
a reason for this phenomenon he cited 
the low efficiency and bad pay of 
midwives, some of whom werestill prac 
tising though over eighty years of age 

Various members insisted that the 
root of the problem was under 
nourishment, but, as Mr. Lyons pointed 
out, the figures for Bournemouth being 
much worse than those for Gateshead 
it was impossible to put everything 
down to that 

Replying for the Ministry of Health, 
Mr. SHAKESPEARE announced that, not 
content with their general campaign, 
his Department had instituted a special 
drive against the “black areas.” Mal. 
was only one of a 
he agreed that the 
status of the midwife must be raised, 
As for tuberculosis 
the answer to that 


nutrition, he said 


number of factors 


slum-clearance was 





A-Tishoo! A-Tishoo! They All 
Fall Down. 


Tuesday, March 26th.—In the Upper 


House Lord Stranorai drew attention 
to the laxity of certain local authorities 





Thus did he strangle serpents 
Saankareanse (Wa.) 
(After in Vthlete Wre atling with a 
Python,” by Lord Letaurox) 
Tue PARLIAMENTARY SeoRRTARY TO 
roe Minister or Heavrn 


in allowing private contractors to erect 
jerry-built houses which immediately 
began to disintegrate, and suggested 
that there was a good case for a con 
solidating Act strengthening by-laws 
applying to the quality of materials 
For the Government Lord Gace re 
plied sympathetically, but 
feared that any addition to 
the already bulky regulations 
might impede the produc 
tion of good as well as bad 
houses. 

Our old friend the Chinese 
ogg is still being whipped 
remorselessly, and to-day 
Colonel AcLAND- TroyTe 
endeavoured to pursue it 
into the cakes and buns of 
the Parliamentary refresh 
ment-rooms, Sir Joun Gan. 
zont would not swear that 
the quarry had not here been 
run to ground, as cakes are 
not made on the premises, 
but he promised that the 
matter should be considered 

















’ ti . i- Mr, Gareswoop We KNow you'hE A SWEET LITTLE Everyone was pleased 
Piggy Bg Jie Cuerun, HUT WHY DO YoU OMIT TO KKEP W ATCH ror THE when General SPEARS was 

LIFE OF POOR Jack! given permission to bring 
main-road, have reduced My. Revcrmax, “ON Tue cowrnany, 1 aM GETTING UP ope upg othe. 
their import quota of British u~per THe Mercuant Sarerino Acr a Forman INVeHTIGA- H Office Weriggpes Moms 
machines. This worried Mr. TION INTO THE MATTER UNDER THE CHAIRMANSHIP OF Lorp ome 4 


him, to amend the Vagrancy 
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“Jus? A LITTLE OPUS OF MY OWN COMPOSITION, INSPIRED BY THE SONG OF THE BULBUL.” 











Act so that in future unemployed men the Government has appointed to 


| who cannot afford a lodging shall not 


suffer the abominable injustice of be- 
ing imprisoned (sometimes with hard 
labour) for sleeping out,’a proceeding 
ironically legitimate so long as one has 
money in one’s pocket. 

In the subsequent debate on the 
Merchant Service Mr. Greenwoop 
read a series of letters from members of 
the crews of several ships which have 
recently gone down, to the effect that 
they were unseaworthy, accused the 
Board of Trade of being more interested 
in ships than seamen and of permitting 
some tramp steamers to remain “slums 
of the sea,” and produced a pocketful 
of rusty bolts which he said had come 


| from a liner’s lifeboat. 





NY 


Sir Rocrr Keyss did well to remind 
him that the Shipping (Assistance) 
Bill, which the Socialists had hotl 
opposed, had contained a seunp-end. 
build clause which afforded an excellent 
opportunity of getting rid of “slum” 
ships; and in reply, Mr. Runtman, 
refusing to be upset by Exhibit A, 
defended the Board’s methods of 
inspection and announced the appoint- 
ment of a formal investigavion, under 
Lord MERRIVALE’s 1 Nea to 
— into the recent losses. 

ednesday, March 27th.—How effi- 
cient is the Royal Commission which 


investigate the problem of armament 
manufacture by private firms? Should 
its powers not be extended until they 
approximate to those possessed by the 
American Arms Inquiry? These 
questions were asked to-day in the 





OUR BACK BENCH WHO'S WHO? 


Sir Wiit1aM Davison was sent 

To make the Home Secrerary repent 
Of opening the letters j 
Of a nation of betters. 











Upper House by Lord Maruey, who 
considered that the Royal Commission 
should be able to insist on the produe- 
tion of Government documents and 
the various agreements entered into by 
private firms. 

“Unfortunate” was the word s8e- 
lected by Lord Hatirax to deseribe 
this speech. The Government, he said, 
required no reminder of the vital im- 
portance of this matter, and they had 
chosen a strong and independent 
Commission under tried chairmanship. 
If wider powers should be found neces- 
sary they would certainly be accorded. 

It looks ‘as if Mr. Hore-Bevisna is 
going to have the last laugh on the 
motoring wiseacres who predicted that 
indescribable chaos and no reduction 
in fatalities would result from his 
speed-limit. London’s traffic has tied 
itself into knots no more intricate 
than usual, and Mr. Hors-BetisHa 
was able to tell the House this after- 
noon that the figures for the first week 
of his latest experiment are likely to 
show a still further decline. ; 

A dull Indian session — with 
further Federal clauses followed, and, 
though mention of the mie 
momentarily attracted a few e 
Conservatives from the smoking-room, 
the House could at no time be desert 
as either packed or enthusiastic. 
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My dear, I write to you this song 
Beneath an April aky, 

And, though the world is very fair, 
I write it with a sigh, 

For I am poor. ‘Tis true of wealth 
I once made small ado; 

My dear, those days were long before 
I lost my heart to you 


For now I sadly wander up 
And down the busy street, 
Past shops all filled with wondrou 
things, 
On slow and dragging feet 
And once I scorned their glittering 
show, 
A poet's needs are few, 
But, oh, my dear, this was before 
I lost my heart to you 


And with black envy IT am filled 
Of all those luckier men 
Who wield the reins of comn 
And not the fountain-pen 
Your poet remembers how he scoffed 
At what their wealth could do 
But oh, my dear, that was befor 
He lost his heart to you 


And 80, my dear, | write to u 
Beneath the April sky; 

The world around is very fa 
Yet, oh, how wretched I! 

For Lam poor. ‘Tis true of wealt! 
I once made ama!) ado 

And was content with little 

But oh, my dear, this was befor 
I lost my heart to you 







And now what shall I do? 





The Poor Poet to His Lady. 
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At the Play. 


‘Worse Tatnes Happen at SEA” 
(Sr. James’). 

Mucu worse, even between Dover 
and Calais on a velvet day. At no 
point in this performance was I the 
victim of an irresistible desire to 
send up my card to the bridge and 
ask how much it would cost to put 
back, nor did I once find myself 
pressing an imaginary button for 
the steward. Funnier plays happen 
in the theatre, but it would be un- 
vrateful to Mr. Kerra WINTER not 
to admit that he made me laugh 
quite a lot. 

There is fortunately no formula 
for Comedy’s true texture, and every 
dramatist has to arrive at one for 
himself; many modern comedies are 
all warp and most farces are all 
woof. The best-proved plan is to 
rely on unexpected contrasts of 
pattern showing to advantage 
against a quiet and sustained back- 
ground, but Mr. WrnTER prefers to 
ring sharp changes against a shift- 
ing field of semi-farce. His play 
suffers from the fact that long be- 
fore the end one has tired of the 
volte faces of his characters, too little 
substantiated and too much de- 
structive of the play’s rhythm. Some- 
times one’s attention wandered and 
returned to find that war had sup- 
planted peace, or vice versa, in the 
Brett homestead with inexplicable 
and alarming rapidity. 

Any really sensitive barometer 
would have cracked up within five 
minutes of entering Lucy Brett's 
house, her temperament pressed so 
powerfully and unevenly on the at- 
mosphere. The late Mr. Brett had 
earned fame and a fortune by his 
painting; as his wife Lucy had met 
nearly everybody in Europe, and as 
his widow she looked back luxuri- 
ously upon these contacts. 

Her preoccupation was with the 
Arts, At the moment—one gath- 
ered there had been many similar 
moments—these were represented 
by Literature in the person of 
Ronald Vaughan, a bogus young 
writer whose experimental novel, 
projected in three tortuous volumes, 
guaranteed him a long if not indeed 
an indefinite stay under the exceed- 
ingly comfortable roof of his patroness. 
Their relationship was left discreetl 
vague. Lucy doted on him; he took 
what he could get. 
ve _ turn Sir Maurice Stanley, who 

ooked as if a ripe life of pig-sticking 
lay binejhaeeeine behin pm but 
who was actually the creator of an 





enormous motor-works, doted on Lucy, 
who invited him for most week-ends 
and spent them rudely rejecting his 
proposals of marriage. Ellen, the tre- 
mendously broad-minded and Bo- 


hemian-goggling little secretary from 








“HEAVEN 
Laura Cunningham 
Ronald Vaughan 


IN HER EYE.” 


Miss Ena Burri.e. 





DRAWING-ROOM CROQUET. 
Miss Yvonne Arnavup, as Lucy Brett, wields a 
vigorous mallet. 


Ealing, doted upon Ronald and ab- 
sorbed in a disinterested manner the 
healthy affection of Hdward Brett, 
Lucy's hearty step-son, an unwilling 
pupil at the Slade yearning to assemble 
greasy metals in Sir Maurice’s shops. 

Add to these the footman, John, 
— devotee of Proust, and add 
nally—for she had finality about her 








y 


. Mr. Frank Lawron. - 


—Laura Cunningham, visiting from 
London and pressing a prior claim to 
cad Ronald's attentions. 

The main motif was of course the 
struggle for Ronald, and it was not 
until the end of the play that both 
the chief combatants, Lucy and 
Laura, arrived at the sagacious con. 
clusion that they liked each other 
much better than him—a conclusion 
which they cemented in a friendly 
but spirited bout at tiddley-winks, 
the first I have ever seen upon the 
stage. 

There was a certain amount of 
farce in all this, but not quiteenough 
to excuse the nebulous outlines of 
the characters, who repeatedly de. 
fied classification. At its best, and 
I think it can be very good, Mr. 
WINTER’S dialogue carries a nice 
vein of satire; through Ronald he 
scored a number of shrewd hits 
on our literary fog-mongers, and 
through Lucy he thrust amusingly 
at the ease with which Be 
intellectuality and a so-called tem- 
perament can thrive on a fat bank- 
balance. 

Lucy's part suited Miss Yvonne 
ARNAUD well; she stormed and co- 
quetted and chuckled to her heart's 
and my content. Ronald was com- 
petently played by Mr. Franx Law- 
TON, who was surely utterly mis- 
cast—the coe demanded a much 
vaguer and “‘artier” personality ; as 
Laura Miss Ena Burritt, an in 
teresting actress fresh from the 
Liverpool Repertory, justified her 
importation; Mr. ATHOLE STEWART 
pottered delightfully without in any 
way suggesting the sire of a legion 
of straight-eights; Miss EtLeEn 
PEEL was marvellously ingenuous as 
Ellen; Mr. Ropert FLemyne (also 
from Liverpool) gave Edward re- 
freshingly solid foundations ; and as 
the footman Mr. Harry ANDREWS 
was truly representative du cété de 
Chez Brett. Eric, 


‘“EVERYMAN”’ (AMBASSADORS), 

The fifteenth century has been 
hardly dealt with by modern his- 
torians, frowning like dieappoleels 
schoolmasters on both Yorkists and 
Lancastrians. But it produced 
Everyman, the morality play which 
has not died from that day to this. 
Mr. SypNey CARROLL, at the Ambas- 
sadors Theatre, is the latest to un 
dertake the hazardous but splendid task 
of presenting this dramatic exposition 
of historical Christian doctrine m & 
modern theatre to modern audiences. 

Everyman can be acted, as it 18 ac 
summer by summer on the west front 
of Salzburg Cathedral, as a dramatie 
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Sir Pamie Ben Greer 
sets Mr. CARROLL’S production in 
the right key, appearing as the 
Messenger and speaking the clos- 
ing words as from any pulpit. 
From his appearance onwards 
the play has an admirable sim- 
plicity. Mr. ANDREW LEIGH as 
Goods is far superior to the ordin- 
ary presentation of that import- 
ant figure. Usually we meet a 
grave elderly man in splendid 
apparel. This time Goods is 
shown as Mammon, as yellow 
and malignant, and by a neat 
touch Goods is present and visi- 
ble all the time, only disappear- 
ing when Everyman calls on him 
in his extremity. Good-Deeds 
(Miss PAMELA STANLEY) couhter- 
balances Goods in the arrange- 
ment of the stage, and, being 
also present from the first, can 
lie prostrate. Her weakness is 
much more effective than if she 
drooped on to the stage. Mr. 
Ricuarp ArnLey as Everyman 
himself has a face well adapted 
for the receipt of bad news, less 
successful at receiving comfort. 
He was intense, gazing into the 
middle distance and speaking as 
though his mind were far away 
from what he was saying. It 
is of the essence of the play that 
in each interview Everyman shall 
stake the whole of his hope. 

The play is a very serious one 
but it is not sad but triumphant, 
a parable whose moral is that a 
few good deeds, with penance and 
the sacraments, suffice to save 
Vhomme moyen sensuel. It does 
not call for a grave unnatural 
mien on the part of everyday uni- 
versals like Strength and Discre- 
tion, and the parts should not be 

ken in clerical voices. Fellow- 
ship (Mr. Puture Desporoven) 
was refreshingly natural. 

But the curtain-raiser, the 
Chester Morality Play of the Shep- 
herds, pointed the right way to 
act morality plays. The Shep- 

8, figures like carved and 
inted wood, were natural men. 
ey proved extraordinary light 

feeders and bottlemen for all their 





een 


exhibition of living and tremendous English enjoyed, and being full of an 
truths, or it can be acted by profes- authentic good-nature even in their 
sional players who are chiefly conscious light quarrels. These Shepherds (Mr. 
that they are acting a fifteenth-century Brrrram Marsn Dunn, Mr. Jonn 





OLD MEN WITH GOOD APPETITES. 


and if a note of priggishness too com- 
monly marks modern attempts to em- 
body them, there are Tennyson and 
a host of people more responsible 
than the players standing be- 
ween us and the robust and un- 
compromising Middle Ages, when 
players were not sweetly sad 
but people with both their feet 
on the ground, discussing the 
real and vital business of life 
and death. 

Mr. Russet. THornprKe’s 
Death should have set the key 
for everybody—a sturdy reliable 
fellow, very much to the point, 
compelling respect alike by his 
authority, his integrity. It is no 
disparagement of Mr. Torn. 
DIKE to add that Death generally 
is the most effective character in 
productions of Hveryman. D.W 





“A little slip of the pen may 
cause a man much unnecessary 
expense,” says a lawyer. So can 


Tudd . Mr, Joun Lauri. a little slip of a girl. 
Hancken . ; Mr. Bertram Marsn Dunn, 
ee eae Mr. Joan Garsipe. x * * 





EVERYMAN PARTS FROM HIS GOODS. 
Goods. .... : Mr. Anprew Leiea. 
Everyman . . .. . » Mr. Rrenarp AINLEY. bills. 


brave talk of victuals, and indifferent Garstpe, Mr. Jonny Laurie and Mr. 
wrestlers, it is true, but they can easily ANDREW LeicH) had easier tasks than 
put more heart into those activities. It fell to those who in Everyman had to 
was their great merit that they did re- personate Knowledge or Beauty. # 

produce a sense of the mediswval country- “Knowledge” and “Beauty” and 
side, illustrating incidentally the rich the other abstract nouns have had long 
and varied diet that the common run of _ histories since Everyman was written, 


“What does one take on a 
walking-tour?” asks a corre 


miles, a train. 
& -&&:@& 


“A good conversationalist is 


other three are trying to play 
bridge. Py “gs 


If the Ancient Greeks had only 
been cricketers or footballers, an 
essayist suggests, the names and 
feats of their greatest heroes 
would be exciting the interest 
of schoolboys to-day. As it is, 
more excitement is aroused by 
the glory that was Grace. 


°° ..2 
“£1,000 for a Haircut,” says 


point out that this includes the 
tip. i 2 


“The majority of ailments 
are purely imaginary,” writes a 
doctor. Unfortunately, however, 
doctors never send imaginary 


x «re 

“Chess-Player Escapes from Fire,” 
says a headline. It was most probably 
the quickest move he has ever made. 
xk 


“Snoring undermines the health,” 
asserts a medical writer. Of whom ! 





spondent, After the first five | 


always appreciated at table, says | 
a writer. Unless, of course, the | 


a headline. It is only fair to | 
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Spheres of Influence. 
A vRONTrIeR incident between Penta- 





| gonia and Octagonia resulted in an 
_ exchange of Notes between the two 


countries. The Pentagonian Note read 


| somewhat as follows:— 


“It is felt by the Government of 


| Pentagonia that porters engaged in 
_ rolling milk-cans along the platforms of 


the railway-station at Obléng should, 
in view of the fact that the town of 
Obléng is partly in the Pentagonian 
province of Squaré and iad in the 
Octagonian province of Trianglé, roll 


the milk-eans part of the necessary 


_ distance in the Pentagonian manner 
(that is, clockwise) and not, as hitherto, 


all the way anti-clockwise, in accord- 
ance with the curious habit of the 
Octagonians.” 


This is the gist of the Octagonian 
reply :— 


“The Government of Octagonia, 
having briefly considered the strange 
and unealled-for Pentagonian com- 
plaint about the rolling of milk-cans 
along the platform of the railway- 
station at Obléng, wishes to call the 
attention of the Government of Penta- 
gonia to the fact that all the porters at 
the Obléng railway-station are of pure 
Octagonian stock and that they would 
therefore consider any change in their 
lifelong habit in the matter of milk-can- 
rolling to be a perversion of justice 
and a disgraceful affront to the 
glorious and beloved Fatherland. 
Hooré!”’ 


The receipt of this Note threw the 
whole of Pentagonia into a ferment. 
in the course of a full-dress debate in 
the Pentagonian Parliament the Prime 
Minister said :— 


“The response to the fully justified 
complaint of Pentagonia is far from 
failing to be disquieting. {t would be 
no exaggeration to say that it is not, 
and indeed, nay, more, never has been 
fraught in a more superlative degree 
with what I may almost without fear 
of contradiction describe as menace. 
We go up to them and we say, ‘Well?’ 
and they come up to us and they say, 

No.’” 


The Pentagonian Secretary of State 
for the Colonies hoarsely ampli 
this view, and with a b: smile went 


_ on to ask the House a riddle: “When 


is a door not a door !—When it’s ajar.” 
There was a dead silence after this, and 


| he was seen to consult his notes with a 


puzzled frown. Presently he looked 
up and gave them the revised version: 


“When is a door not a damned door !— 

When it’s a-blasted-jar,” and sat down 
tified by the roars of mirth that 
lowed. 

This important debate resulted in 
the sending of an Expeditionary Force 
which encamped close to the station 
so as to be on the spot if any of the 
Octagonian porters wished to insult it. 
In Octagonia the sending of this Force 
caused considerable anger, and in the 
course of a fiery speech in the Octa- 
gonian Parliament the Prime Minister 
said :— 

“Let our porter-comrades take cour- 
age! In the Valhalla to which all 
brave porters go there are wreaths of 
laurel waiting for those brave comrades 
who scorn to cease forging their shining 
link in the steel chain that bridges the 
unbroken stream of anti-clockwise- 
rolled milk-cans! They have waved 
such a sword this day as shall never 
be erased trom the blood-stained scroll 
of fame, Master Ridley. Hooré!” 


Soon afterwards an Octagonian Ex- 
peditionary Force encamped with 
forty-four long-range field-guns and a 
tank in every spot near the station of 
Oblong that had been left vacant by 
the Expeditionary Force of Penta- 
gonia. The Town Council of Obléng, 
which was composed partly of Penta- 
gonian and partly of Octagonian dele- 
gates, met several times a week to 
consider complaints from railway- 

sengers who, on arriving at Oblong, 
1ad found it impossible to get out of 
the station, and intending railway- 
passengers who, wishing to leave 
Oblong, found it impossible to get in. 
At every meeting of the Town Council 
all the Octagonian delegates were in 
favour of a particular course of action 
which was opposed by all the Penta- 
gonian delegates; and the Mayor, who 
had been imported for safety from 
the neighbouring country of Tetrahe- 
dronia, was careful to use his casting 
vote with scrupulous fairness—for one 
side at one meeting and for the other 
at the next. 

Affairs were in this state when the 
Hexagonian station-master of Oblong 
granted an interview to the inventor of 
an entirely spherical milk-can, by the 

rformance of which he was so much 
impressed that spherical milk-cans 
were within a few days substituted for 
every milk-can of the old type in the 
provinces of Squaré and Trianglé. It 
was soon evident to the military that 
these spherical milk-cans could be 
rolled only in the most dully inter- 
national manner, and the respective 
Governments, despairing of a handy 
insult, saw nothing for it but to with- 
draw their respective forces. As the 





tion. She opened Baernoven’s Sym | 


Prime Minister of Octagonia put it in 
a fiery speech :— 


“Hooré! Victory! The name of 
Octagonia once more stands h 
among the nations for the “a 
which she has proudly sheathed the 
flaming arrow of strife in face of the 
humble bow of the newly-forged 
branch of the oak! Hooré!” 


And a full-dress debate in the Penta. 
gonian Parliament gave the Prime 
Minister of that country the oppor. 
tunity to sum up the whole affair:— 


“Once more, it may be said, Penta- 
gonian diplomacy can hardly be denied 
to have declin to fail to have been 
the arbiter of what may almost be 
described as a situation—a situation, 
moreover, which was not unfraught 
with the most grave, the most serious 
and the most solemn consequences— 
I might even say results. They came 
up to us and they said, ‘Well?’ and 
we went up to them and we said, 
‘All right.’” 


It was later recalled that the first 
Pentagonian Note, and indeed the 
frontier incident which prompted it, 
had been indirectly engineered by the 
inventor of the spherical a 

R. M. 





Close Harmony. 





Once, very long ago, I used to play 
the piano. ! played it for several hours 
daily, scaling madly up to the top of it 
in one key and tobogganing down it 
again in another. 

But I never really got beyond the 
“Merry Peasant” stage. I played this 
rustic piece beautifully, with the 
tenderest expression and a touch like 
thistledown. And yet, after years of 
battling through Bacon, muddli 
through Mozart, shambling th 
ScuuMANN and dallying with Desussy, 
I gave up the piano and took to the 
gramophone. 

When, therefore, Cousin Maude 
staggered round to my house bearing 
with her a book of BEETHOVEN Sym- 
— arranged for four hands, I gave 
1er a pitying smile. 

“My dear,” I said, “I’m sorry, but 
I just simply do not play the piano any 
more.” 

“Oh, yes, you do,” she answered 
aggressively. “I heard you playing 
‘Charming Charmaine’ with two fingers 
only the other day.” z 

“But it’s only on, two notes, I 
pleaded; “that’s why.” 

Maude paid not the slightest atten- 
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THE JOYS OF FLATLAND. 


“Hank! Isn't THAT OUR TELEPHONE?” 
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“Unwin!” 
“Yrs, Mapa.” 
“We'RE THROUGH THE TOWN NOW; YOU CAN TAKE YOUR CAP orr.” 





[April 3, 1935 








‘ 
git, 
" wees 





wy yn, 
vty pilings ‘ 
. mh, 
yee? 
woe wns 


” stm, *" 
we 


”e ” 
wih) oe (Mean. on 
- 





—- SS i, 











phonies and propped them up inex- 
orably on the music-rest. 

Let's try the Fifth,” she said 
breezily, leading me to a chair by the 
piano and thrueting me into it, 

Oh, no!” I eried, panic-stricken, 

Really, Maude, I mean it. I simply 
can’t.” 

Maude settled down beside me and 
eyed the Fifth Symphony lovingly. 

That's all right, darling,” she said 


| in a soothing tone. “You take the 


Secondo and I'll take the Primo, 
Now, it’s in two-four time,” she ex. 
plained, “and con brio, But I don’t 
think, dear, that we'd better do it 
with too much brio-—do you?" 

{ nodded sullenly, 

Maude placed her hands above the 


| keyboard and they remained suspended 


_ there like the claws of a hovering 


vulture, 

“Are you ready?” she cried gaily, 
as though she were just about to start 
in a race——which indeed was true. 
“1'll do the counting. Now! One-y, 
two-y, one two; one-y, two-y, one!” 
barked Maude as we thumped out a few 
bars with tremendous vigour, 

“That can’t be right,” I said. 

What can't?” 

“Counting like that.” 


“Like what?" asked Maude in a 
pained voice 

“One-y, two-y.” 

“T don’t know what you mean! Just 
you leave the time to me and attend 
to your notes,” 

‘hat of course wasn't a bad idea. 

“Where are you?" she screamed 
suddenly. ‘Are you at C yet?” 

“C what?" I shouted back as I lost 
my place for the ninth time. 

“The bit that’s marked C,” 

“T can't see a bit marked C.” 

Maude immediately stopped playing. 

“There, stupid!” she said, pointing 
to a large letter in the middle of the 
page. “That's where you should be.” 

“Oh, but I am,” | assured her, 
gaping—“‘or at least,” | added as | 
saw her disbelieving eyebrows, “I'm 
not far away,” 

“Well, come closer,” she sighed. 

I don’t care what anybody says, 
I’m sure that Maude is a very difficult 
— to play duets with. Not only 

008 she play rather too well for it to be 
pleasant, but she also indulges in vocal 
efforts, mingled with loud commanding 
cries and an occasional swoop down to 

her adversary’s part of the piano. 

When we reached the slow move- 
ment she surpassed herself, As I 





struggled with the melody in the bass 
she sang it in a high coloratura which 
was very distracting. 

“La di da di, one-y, one-y two-00,” 
she trilled, ‘ti-Ai-ty, and one and two 
and three /”’ 

“Oh, heavens, Maude!” I cried, 
“where on earth are you now?” 

“1,” she continued, still singing, 
“am get-ting to a bit—marked ‘cres- 
cendo!'” 

I sought it frenziedly, “Ab!” I 
breathed, pouncing on it. 

But we must, we merst, we mahat 
go a-lower!” urged Maude, straining 
her few remaining vocal chords. 
bent her head down over the keys and 
swayed slightly from side to side, 

“Maude!” | eried. “Maude! there 
are some semiquavers coming! 
slow down!” 

“T mustn't,” replied Maude, “or we 
shall lose the lilt of it. BerrnoveNn 
meant this bit to go fast.” 

“T daresay,” I sighed; “but maybe 
he didn’t mean me to play it. Do lets 
have less lilt, Maude. and greater 
accuracy,” 

She paid no heed, Brushing my 
useless fingers from the keyt 
she took over my part as well @s 
her own. 
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“Lah di dah di doh,” she sang 
“demisemiquaver, hirry, birry, bom / 
I gave a pained sniff and rose from 
my seat. I thought Maude looked very 
ailly sitting right up at one end of the 
piano and jaying down at the other, 
and I told her so, 
e “You look silly, Maude,” I said 
‘Rither we're playing a duet or you 're 
Playing a solo, But nobody——not even 
you—can play a duet with herself.’ 
— ss of my taunts, Maude, 
& whiting, continued trying to 
make both ends meet. I ikea ms 
shoulders, lit a cigarette and idly 
1 over some loose music. 
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“Goon Gracious 


Hat's OnLRIONT, 

















STANDING ON MY GRAND PIANO!” 


LAvY—«I SHAN'T PALI L'vr 
Ciood Lord! 
upon a copy of the 


| exclaimed as | came 
Merry Peasant,” 
| haven't seen you for years,” 

My fingers itched to play. Suddenly 
| had a brain-wave Out of my way!” 
I cried, rushing back to my piano-stool, 

Maude kindly resumed an upright 
position, taking her hands with o 

We're at G now,” she cried, point- 
ing to the page with her nose, “and it’s 
frighttully forte 

Thank heavens!"’ I shouted as I 
started to play my “Merry Peasant” 
in the bases I shall need all the forte 
I can get 

It was a huge success 


HIN A BAILOR 


Never was « Peasant so Merry or a 
Symphony so typically Fifth. 

With the help of a little cheating on 
my part we ended together, exhausted 
and deafened, 

“Oh!” squeaked Maude, clapping 
her hands, “wasn't it fun? And ian't 
Beernoven the most marvellous man?” 

“After Scnumann,” | agreed. 

Maude smiled and rather 
tapped me on the shoulder, 

Naughty!" she said. “You told 
me you could only play the ‘Merry 
Peasant.’ ’ 

I nodded sadly, 
I waid. 


coyly 


“LT cannot tell a lie,” 


V.G 
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Popular Society Bridesmaid, 
REGALIA BY MISTAKE, 


“On, MY DEAR, JUST Too 
I°LL creep IN WITH YOU ALL AND BE 
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NERVE-RACKING. I'VE rice TO-MORROW'S 


JUST Too INCONSPICUOUS.” 


MYSELF INTO 








Our Booking-Office. 
(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 





Oxford from the Distaff Side. 

THERE is a suggestion of pathos about Miss BarBara 
SILVER’s presentment of the Oxford undergraduette, a 
creature, it appears, moving about in worlds not realised, 
with a due allotment of the blank misgivings proper to her 
unhappy situation. Our Young Barbarians (MacMILLaN, 

_ 7/6) presents the common round in a three-years’ series 
of letters from a woman-student to an old school-friend. 

_ Their opening passages register disillusion. How “ meagre 
| and insignificant” are the present successors of Sir PHiLip 
Srpney and Sir Toomas Browne! How soon a sensitive 

_ enthusiasm for fine verse and wilts before the intensive 
| regimentation of the English Honours School! Philippa, 
| however, is dissuaded, perhaps unwisely, from exchanging 
| literature for history; she wins through the depression 
| oceasioned by the conversation of the intelligent and the 
. | philanderings of the fluffy; she has glimpses of what is left 
le of Scholar Gypsy surroundings rinses vam in Culham 
i | Woods) and, escaping entanglement with an undergraduate 

addict to Restoration drama, soars into congenial devotion 

to @ young Canadian tutor. Comedy, residing as it should 
in North Oxford, is gratefully permitted to decentralise the 








| 








action; and clever characterisation throughout the book 
suggests promise of future achievement. 





A Neo-Georgian Domesday. es 
Giants, Mr. Frank SwINNERTON opines, are getting 
smaller than they used to be. He means of course lite 
giants; and as he traces their dwindling course tl 
The Georgian Literary Scene (HEINEMANN, 12/6) it 1s hard 
not to concur with his verdict if you hold his premises. | 
These premises have to be gleaned from an extraordinarily | 
accomplished and sustained criticism of figures and cliques 
appraised for original talent rather than for ideas or technical 
competence. These are submitted to no single ssthetie 
theory, only to touchstones of performance, of which the 
principal, both in evidence and action, is the belief that 
imagination is the staple of creative art. With this stout 
plank in his platform—and how four-square that platform 
seems after the improvised orange-boxes of more recent 
theory!—the critic gets going with Henry James, SHAW 
and WELLs, with novelists, poets, critics, dramatists, 
travellers and what-not, from 1910 to to-day. His anate- 
misation of Bloomsbury is undoubtedly his soundest piece 
of destructive criticism, though even Bloomsbury 18 ¢0B- 
ceded the status of its best work. Altogether a mellow 
animated survey, and as a whole undoubtedly greater 
than the most persuasive of its parts. 
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Forage or Petrol ? 


I fully agree with Captain Lippert. 
Harr’s remarks and deductions in his 
When Britain Goes to War (Faper, 8/6). 
He is so impressed with the power of 
the machine-gun and tank that he 
would reduce our infantry to a picked 
body of stalker-snipers. His strategic 
views are those of Lez and Jackson, 
and he strongly deprecates frontal 
attacks—especially as our army can use 
sea-power. WELLINGTON and ALLENBY 
knew this and used it; it was a pity 
we did not use it more in the War. 
But it strikes me that we should soon 
consider our sea-transport. Stowage 
and handling of large tanks imply 
structural alteration in ships and cranes 
of a strength never before needed. | 
wonder if the Admiralty has brooded 
over this—I trust so. As for the inevit- 
able complete mechanisation of the 
Army, we must expect to lag behind 
for years yet. The Brown Bess minds 
will always be with us. The author 
suggests a lighter rifle and equipment 
for his sniping infantryman. I would 
| go further and supply, say, a ‘256 
weapon (only partially wooded up a 
long barrel) and—please forgive the 
| heresy—the abolition of the bayonet 
| This should become the standard book 
on the subject for some years now. 











Youth at the Helm. 

Growing Opinions (METHUEN, 6/-), 
_ edited and designed by Mr. ALAN Camp- 
BELL JOHNSON, offers itself as “a sym- 

ium of British Youth Outlook.” 
t is, however interesting, hardly a 
right to be so called. It has clearly 
nothing to say to or for Glasgow or 
Sheffield youth. It is rather a sum- 
mary of the opinions of Mr. JoHnson’s 
cultured friends and acquaintances, 
eleven men and four women, all under 
twenty-five years of age, on subjects 
ehosen by himself—Education, the 
Greek Tradition, Religion, Literature 
and the Arts, Psychology (which 
seemed to me queer!), War, Politics, 
the Family, Careers for Women, Dress, 
Youth and Sport, Youth and Pleasures, 
and a well-written chapter, Growing 





| 
| : 
| Graves. A progressive yet not a revolutionary manifesto. 
| Indeed there are traces of that sober reaction in the Post- 
| Post-War generation away from the extravagance of the 
| Post-War decade that we used to prophesy. Mr. FRANK 
| Harvie, himself a Socialist, puts down the Left-Wing 
_ triumphs at the Union, which so fluttered elderly dovecotes, 
| to the accident that Oxford Conservatism has thrown up 
no undergraduate debater of genius. There is a startling 
| Maturity in some of the essays. One wonders if opinions 
will be as confident another twenty years on. “ But that 

is not,” the writers might fairly claim, “the point. This 

is how we look at our world. Do we interest you!” 

aking for myself I may say, “ You do!” 
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ANOTHER BOTTLE, PLEASE. SHE'S MISSED IT. 





Opinion in Ireland, by Miss SALLY oS ———————————— 





Scalpels and Guns. 

The Indian Medical Service is framed for enthusiasts, and 
Lieut.-Colonel E. J. O’Mgara is one of them. In I’d Live 
it Again (Cars, 12/6) he tells of work, sport, famine, cholera 
and Tibetan travel. The chapter on the double murder in 
1912, in connection with which he was an expert witness, 
is gruesomely thrilling in its revelation of the minds of 
two utterly brutal and cold-blooded people. The letters 
exchanged between the principals are almost incredible. 
Shooting (both big game and small) claimed a good deal 
of the gallant author’s spare time; but as far as excitement 
goes I like best his chapters on pig-sticking and polo. They 
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could not be bettered. There are plenty of or: anecdotes 
in the book, notably under the of ‘Doctor and 
Patient.” 1 like the idea of the Governor visiting his loyal 
arch with “ WELCOME 
on it over the cemetery gate. author notes in passing 
that he performed close on twenty thousand operations 
before his retirement-—« ove Aa record and one to be 
proud of. Finally, he quotes Dr. JOHNSON in saying that 
life is td be enjoyed not endured. Readers will share 
some of the writer's enjoyment. 


A Famous Victory. ; 

The efforts for women’s enfranchisement made by heroic 
mid-Vietorian ladies are the background of Mrs, WinirreD 
Peox's new novel, The Skirts (~ 
of Time (Fanner, 7/6). Her 
heroine, or rather the eldest 
of her quartet of heroines, 
Julia Gorne, who teaches 
under the great Miss Buss, 
meets most of the leaders of 
the Cause as well as the noble 
Joserumne Burisr, of whom 
there is a finely-drawn por. 
trait, and lives to hear, as an 
old lady in 1918, of its long- 
delayed suceess. The histories 
of the four Gorne girls are all 
sharply contrasted and, each 
in its different way, form a 
comment on the then posi- 
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(Gouiancz, 7/6). Although my guess was wide of the | 
mark I admit frankly that the solution, if a little s 

ing, is by no means impossible. In fact this tale of its 
kind is excellent, not only because it is soundly constructed 
but also because no din of weapons nor streams of blood 
deafen and nauseate those who try to answer Mr, Kew. 
NEpDY’s question, Obviously he does not think that coroners 
are beyond criticiam, but severely as he deals with the 
man who conducted the inquest on Miss Tomlin his fancies 
are conceivably founded on facts. 








Peking Speaking. 
“Sarurnpay Next at tre Prxtna Pavinion. 
‘CLEOPATRA’ 


Tae Greatest Spreracue oF 
Romance im 1935 Yrars! 


SEE Cleopatra clothed as 
Isis, Goddess of Love, enslave 
Caesar!!! 


SEE Antony as he succumbs 
on the exotie Love Boot of 
Cleopatra! 


SEE the sinuous dance of 
the ‘leapard,’ isis ‘war. 
shippers |! 

SEE giant galleys of war 
with fire-hurling cata. pults 





‘ 






=, 
tion of women and an oppor- y 
tunity for portraying the life 


far off, seldom betrays an in- 


with much excitement, but 
the hundreds of men and 
women who fought in the last 
stages of that long conflict 
will be delighted with a book 
dealing so sympathetically 
with much that led up to 
their famous victory. 





F “But, COOK, THERE'S 4 Mra, Beeton THERE 
Under the Old Umbrella. | axap mw?” 
| “ONLY THE LAST PAGK, Mim, AND | DIDN'T LIKE ‘OW Tr FINTEHRD 
te.” 


A few, a very few, charac- 
ters in contemporary fiction, ——————___. 
of whom Father Brown is one, have become such personal 
friends of mine that all I can do when they reappear is 





_ to give them the warmest of welcomes. In these eight 
stories, named from the first of them T'he Scandal of 


Father Brown (Casseu., 7/6), Mr. G. K. Cursrerron's 
adorable deducer is at the very top of his form. Take 
for example “'The Blast of the Book,” which surely must 


_ be as neat and clever a mystery as any Father Brown has 


ever solved, But “The Insoluble Problem” and “The 
Point of a Pin” are almost equally ingenious and good 
to read. I have searched for a “i te this collection 
without finding it, though had I to arrange the tales 
in order of merit I should award the last and eighth place 
to “The Crime of the Communist.” 


In Quest. 


To diseover by whom Miss Tomlin, a troublesome old 





| lady, was murdered is the problem Mr. Mirwarp Ken. 
NEDY invites his readers to tackle in Poison in the Parish 





4 
PAC us 
J pes \y —— 3s ih (q a Hi 
of the period, The young per- =. J TL iy 
von of to-day, smelling the <Q aang fy neh we 
dust of that particular battle FL 7 / [f i 


at Actium! 


SEE Roman beauties dis- 
porting in rose-scented palace 


SEE Caesar killed in the 
Roman Forum! ‘Ef fu, 
Brutal Then die, Cacsar!’ | | 


SEE Dance of Joy on the | 
back of the Bull, Sacred to | 
Osiris! 


SEE the last fryst of Cleo- 
patra and Antony, the slave 
sent for the fatal stinging 
Have vou NSeVRR asp! ” 





From an Advt. in Chinese Paper, 





Cynicism at the Cross-Roads. 


Tuer is a Roughish Diamond in the Club 

Who always calla a Spade—well, just One Spade, 
Holding a lantern from his lonely tub; 

But still a better Heart was never Made. 


He grumbled; “ Yes, I heard them ery ‘New Deal’; ” 
I don't care if I do their feelings ruffle ; 

Just mark my words, my boy, Time will reveal, 
‘Twill never be a Deal, only a Shuffle, 


Honours and Coups they'll dream of, Games and all, 
And swear all criticism is abuse, 
Blow their own Trumps, but when their bluff you Call, 
You'll find that they can only play the Deuce, 
And Cut and run to Safety at the Double, 
All their Finesse revealed as but Chicane, 
Then, in a six-month, after all our trouble, 
They'll Bid us come to Hold their Hands again. 
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| Grand 


| have 
| reet. It was really | 


| nothing 
| Aintree 
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Tas Oxford and Cambridge crows 
impressed an American woman-journal- 


ist as being blue-blooded. 


Dark and 


light blue-blooded, we suppose. 


eo 
Me 


If the weather 
permits, the Cup 
Final teama at 
Wembley will wear 
silk shirte, shorts 
and stockings. 
Spare stockings 
will no doubt be 
in readiness for 
cases of * ladder. | 


; 

j 

| 

’ i 
ina » ® 
| 
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The official re- 
port that Rey-| 
noldstown won the | 
National | 
this year by three | 
lengths appears to 
been incor- 





won by a Furlong. | 

— 
There ia really | 
between | 
and Ep. | 
remarks a | 
writer on racing | 
matters. At the! 
same time we 
doubt whether 
he'd care to walk 
it P 


¥ 


The Highway 
Code issued by the 
Ministry of Trans. | 
port has become 
a best-seller, Yet 
not one eritic se- 


lected it as the 
Book of the Month. 
* * 
» 


Somebody who 
saw the Roman 
Foxhounds given 
a special feed to 
celebrate the end 





i 
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' 
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Hit y W 


“Wr LiKe yor 
NOW 18 TO THINK | 


of the season noted that —— 


was expressed by a hundrec 


tuile 


wagging 


English foxhounds would have 


expressed it with waving sterns 


* & 
x 


The case is reported of a London 
office-boy who arrived at work an hour 
early and answered and posted all the 
firm's letters on his own initiative. He 


VOL, OLXX XVI 


| was fired with enthusiasm 


A nea ene NA ON ene 


The Manchukuo Government has 
instituted the Order of the Prosperous 
Cloud, It is supposed to have a silver 
lining 

“Could anyone conceive of anything 
more appealing than golden sanda, 









What WH WANT 
MAKING IT WEAR ovT.” 


n INVENTION, Ma 
Pr SOME WAY OF 


SMITARAS 


sparkling blue sea and a background of 
waving palms beyond?” asks a trav- 
oller Apparently not, or a designer of 
seaside-posters would have conceived 
it long before this 


A South-Coast resort 
new attraction at the end of the pier 
for the coming season 
however, will be content to leave the 
sea there as usual, 


Let bygones be bygones,” urges an 
easayist. At the moment there is a 
distressful tendency to let them be 
volumes of reminiscences 
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“There should be an efficient guard 
around every railway waiting-room 
fire,” declares a safety-first enthusiast. 
— And what about a few porters as well ! 
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* * 
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At least four courses are open to the 


European Powers, 
according to ex- 
perts, In that case 
it's a pity that 
they stop so long 
in the soup stage, 

* * 

* 

A novelist con- 
feases he cannot 
imagine how journ- 
alista can enter 
heaven. No doubt 
they just 
* Press,” 

x » 
» 

Society brides 
who choose a fam- 
ous chureh for 
i their weddings are 
lassured that they 
will be delighted 
by the removal of 
ithe font from the 
middle of the aisle, 
| where it previously 
| caused digarrange 
jment of their 
jtrains as they 
iwalked round it 





have de 
that she 
never be 
there 


said to 
clared 
would 
married 
again. 4 y 
_ 
A woman-artiat 
in South Africa has 
sent a picture by 
air to the Royal 
| Academy. L,BON 
iaARDO 6DpA VINO 
fean hardly 
| foreseen this when 
the designed a fly 
| ing-machine 
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Forty-nine po 


licemen have been arrested in Buenos 
Aires for being on duty in the rain 
without their galoshes, 
free from police scandals ¢ 


Is no country 


x 
* 


advertises a 


Moat resorta, 


Ay | 


Many a bride is | 


have | 
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Of Pneumatic Drills. 


Ir has frequently been observed, both by myself and 
less able men, that in the cause of our boasted civilisation 
we subject ourselves to cruelties and indignities which the 
more primitive races of mankind would never have 
endured, 

It is true of trying to put studs into a stiff white evening- 
shirt. It is still more true of the pneumatic drill which 
is used for destroying macadam. ere is one of these 
instruments agonising in Bouverie Street as I write this 
gentle piece of expostulation. The noise is worse than 
the noise of ten thousand motor-horns. One would not 
notice an air-raid whilst it was going on. Nobody appears 
to have protested. I therefore think it only proper for 
me to write a few calm and reasonable words about the 
swinish affair. 


A savage people, on me for the first time this 
pneumatic drill, would raise their hands aloft and run 
shrieking away into the forest, believing that the god Mumbo 
was angry with them and had determined to destroy the 
world from its foundations. They would fall on their knees 
and pray for mercy to the a god. A slightly 
more advanced and more intelligent community would arm 
itself with hammers and oy of chairs and quietly 
batter to death the workmen who were kicking up this 
infernal din. They would cause the authorities who had 
permitted the use of the drill to be suspended from lamp- 
posts, escheat the property of the Mayor of Londen 
ind proscribe his relatives; and finally, if they could dis- 
cover the man who had actually invented the pneumatic 
drill, would have him flayed, fl , hung, drawn, quartered 
and otherwise admonished, and fix his head upon a spike at 
the entering-in of the city gates. This they would do out 
of no desire for cruelty, but merely as a warning to evil- 
minded persons who might feel disposed to invent other 
mechanical bestialities and abominations of a like nature 
with this nasty pneumatiedrill. If they were a religious folk 
they would take pleasure in thinking that this man would be 
tortured for ever in the most sulphurous parts of the infernal 
regions by fiends with red-hot pneumatic drills, louder and 
more terribly vibrating than the pneumatic drills of earth ; 
and they would draw and paint many pictures of the 
incident on the walls of churches and cemeteries, rightly 
thinking that this would turn away men’s minds from the 
mundane lust of pneumatie-drill-making and pneumatic- 
drill-using into purer and more heavenly habits of life and 
thought. 

But as it is, one can get nothing done. 


When there was a little pause in the pandemonium | 
leaned out of a window and spoke softly to one of the 
workers. 

“Have a heart, little nightingale,” I said to him. “ Must 
you really go on doing that?” 

But he paid no heed. 

I then collected all the bound volumes of Punch, from 
| to 187, and prepared to drop them on his head, but, 
noticing a policeman partially disguised as a street-book- 
maker watching me at the corner of the street, I refrained. 
I felt that it would be difficult in the circumstances to 
obtain a clear alibi, and I had no wish to appear in the 
courts, even on the charge of meritorious homicide. . . . 


| have tried to indicate that, meek though I am, I 
slightly resented the pneumatic drill. But understand me 
very clearly, Bouverie Street is a street in which people are 


_ trying to think. It is no pleasure-ground for loafers, like 


vee 


Oxford Street and Piccadilly. No one knows better than Ido | 


that in such places the pneumatic drill is one of the pri 
amusements of the populace. It has replaced witch- 

and badger-baiting. Next to watching a man untie hi 
from rope knots, the watching of pneumatic drills has 

a kind of raree-show which the authorities do well to support, 
It is tiresome for the sensation-seeker to have to 
sometimes for several days, whilst the street is being 


back, before he can see it being drilled up again; but it is | 


no worse than waiting in a theatre-queue. 


My point is that we have scant leisure for this form of | 


diabolical road-battery in Bouverie Street. It is an utter 


mistake to keep gouging it to bits and shoving it back in | 


the hope of drawing a leisured and well-to-do assembly to 
admire the game. A man who is an authority on the 
subject tells me that the old Fleet River runs in a pipe or 
sewer underneath Bouverie Street and is so conveyed, 
babbling melodiously, to the Thames. “One day when 
they were digging it up,” he says, ‘a fellow tumbled into 
the pipe. They thought he was done for. But, bless you, 
he was all right. He was washed up again by Blackfriars 
Bridge in no time.” 

I have no fault to find with that. It is a perfectly honest 
and res ble diversion, suitable to the Viking breed 
and the Island blood, and if the civic authorities wish to 
encourage manliness and at the same time employ labour 
by floating their employees down drain-pipes and fishing 
them up again, let them by all means hack up Bouverie 
Street; but let them do it with the good old s) 
hammer and iron pin and not with the pneumatic drill. 
There is far too much already of this substitution of the 
foul and soulless machine for ordinary maniac-power. 


I suggest in fact that this pneumatic drill should be given 
away. [tis a nuisance to nerve-shattered dyspeptics tryi 
to write for their daily bread. As a present to the King 
ABYSSINIA, as an instrument for saluting Hircer or 
Marshal Prtsupsk1, as an Easter offering to STALIN, as a 
device for drowning the open-air oratory of an opponent 
at a by-election in the distant provinces, as a boudoir-toy 
for massaging the face of a tired film-actress at Hollywood 
| can imagine nothing more serviceable than this pneumatic 
drill, 

But (I hope I have hinted) I do not care for it here. 
EVOKE. 








On the Links. 


STANDING upon the tee I-said, “ My swing, 
Its manifold deficiencies redressing, 

Shall catch to-day the rhythm of the Spring, 
New harmony upon my style impressing.” 
But a malicious echo mocked “ in pressing.” 


“There lies the green beside the railway fence, 
Well within reach, although it doesn’t look it, 

If I can but regain that confidence 
Which I possessed before the last hole shook it.” 


But echo caught the words and whispered “ hook it!” | 


“That was a failure; still the game’s alive, 
For Jones was in the stream and had to drop it; 
A good approach will land me there in five, 
Well lofted and with cut enough to stop it.” 
But that detested echo murmured “ top it!” 





I 
| 
{ 
| 
An Impending Legal Action? fi 
“In the entrance-hall the eye is struck by an ornate marble slab, | 


bearing the names of the directors of the company, |! 
inscribed in guilt.”— Description of Insurance Co, Building. 
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“WELL, IT MAY BE A NOCTURNE TO you, Mr. MALTRAVERS, BUT TO ME IT's 





JUST THE RECREATION-GROUND.” 
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Cure For Rheumatism. 


HERE is not 
much to re- 
port on this 
“front.” I 
have to thank 
a great num- 
ber of kind 
xeople who 
Lows sent me 
advice, pre- 
scriptions, 
doctors’ 
names, lini- 
ments and sul- 
phur tablets. 
| do thank them. I still have rheu- 
matism in the left elbow, but I think 
it is a little better. And, upon my soul, 
| am almost glad to have it. For 
my rheumatism has been like a ray of 
light revealing the kindness of men— 
and, alas! the “nation-wide” (what a 
word!) prevalence of rheumatic com- 
plaints. 

My first prize goes to an unknown 
friend at Hampstead who rightly 
deduces that I had not heard of — 

“The Violin String E (best quality) 


worn round the waist.” 








He tells me that there is a music- 
shop in the City which does a steady 
trade in E strings, not chiefly with 
violinists but with rheumatic stock- 
brokers, ‘“who,” says my correspon- 
dent rather naughtily, “of course would 
believe anything.” 

It must be an E string—and best 
quality. An A or D string will leave 
your rheumatism as before, though they 
may mitigate hay-fever and dysentery. 
The reason for this, he says, is “that 
E strings (best quality) are made from 
the inside of a sheep which browses 
on a particular mountain-side in Italy. 
It appears that garlic grows thickly on 
this fragrant spot—hence the medicinal 
properties of the sheep's interior.” 

Well, well . . . 

Do not think I am disbelieving. I 
too, like the stockbroker, believe 
everything. But it seems to me that 
this particular cure can be tested very 
simply. Do habitual violinists ever have 
rheumatism? If not, the nation is saved. 
Now donot, please, badger Mr. KREISLER 
with telephone-calls, but let us all put 
the question quietly to our fiddler 
friends. Thank you, Hampstead. 

Garlic is the main ingredient of an- 
other well-recommended cure. The 
other ingredient, I regret to say, is gin. 
You boil a pound (I think) of garlic, 
mix it with a bottle of gin, and take 
night and morning. 


Well, well . 

The potato carried in a trouser- 
pocket has many devotees. ‘‘It will 
gradually shrink as it becomes dry and 
grow polished with age and friction.” 
(New York) “My father says it was a 
very usual remedy in the part of the 
country where he spent his boyhood. 
Some of the women had rheumatism, 
having no trouser-pockets, but the 
men never.” 

Another cure beloved of our elders, 
says a Kensington friend, was “to 
carry a fair-sized cork in the trouser- 
pocket, changing it from pocket to 
pocket with each change of trousers, 
My wife’s father did it for forty years 
and had rheumatism to the end. As, 
however, he lived to be eighty-four, we 
all think it only fair to give the old 
cork some credit.” 

I am still faithful to my nutmegs, of 
which I carry three in the left trouser- 
pocket, They are black and shiny now. 
I still have rheumatism; but I believe 
there is something in them. Someone 
told me that if I had them analysed I 
should find that they were full of urie 
acid. I keep meeting men who carry 
nutmegs and swear that if they aban- 
don them they get rheumatism again. 
One man I know has so much impre 
his doctor with their virtue that he(the 
doctor) adds a touch of nutmeg to 
his rheumatism prescriptions now—to 
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make sure. Another carries nutmegs 
not to cure rheumatism but to ward off 
the flu. My Medical Dictionary says 
that nutm contain a volatile oil 
which stimylates digestion. Yes, there 
must be something in them. | 

But these trouser-pocket cures, as 
my New York friend points out, are 
an injustice to the lady-sufferers, who 
have no trousers. I understand that 
the method recommended for ladies 
is to wear their nutmegs, corks and 





| polished potatoes tied round the knees 


| stung. 


—and be careful not to kneel too 
much, 

Then there are Foam Baths, Celery, 
Electric Cushions, Oil of Wintergreen 
and Belladonna Liniment. 

I still, by the way, wear the lodine 
Locket ; and, @ propos of my suggestion 
that Iodine would be a pretty name for 
a girl, a friend tells me that when in 
British Mandated (what a word!) 
Togoland he met a native pastor who 
had just christened a child Vaseline. 

Lastly T have had a long and charm- 
ing letter from a gentleman in France, 
who writes very good English. He 
makes it quite clear that the Bee-sting 
cure is genuine and indeed infallible :— 

My French friend, he says, was a 
sufferer for many years. About 1913, 
“I purchased a swarm of bees, not 
knowing then anything anent the con- 
nection between bee-stings and rheu- 
matism. Since then, having been fre- 
quently stung by my Bees, I have sel- 
dom been inconvenienced by rheu- 
matism — never seriously. On two 
occasions [| have felt twinges and 
addressed myself to my bees to sting me, 
and the said twinges passed away on 


both occasions within a couple of 


hours.” 
His friends, he says, were sceptical 
and spoke of “auto-suggestion.” In 


reply he relates a third experience :-— 
L had somewhat neglected my bees 

for some months and had not been 

I felt a pain in my right knee 


last spring and not thinking for a 


moment it was rheumatism—lI looked 
upon the pain as a concomitant of old 
age (I am seventy-seven years of age) 

had it occurred to me it was an attack 


| of rheumatism I was in for I would 


' . . . 
| have called to my aid a bee for it to do 





me the favour of stinging me. After 
suffering from this pain for several 


weeks I had occasion to inspect one of 


my hives (I have now four), and during 
the operation I was stung once. Next 
morning I was agreeably surprised to 
find that the pain in my knee had 
almost disappeared, and when com- 
pleting my inspection a couple of days 
afterwards I was again stung; the pain 
then passed off entirely and I have not 
suffered since. 
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“ NEED WE SHAKE HANDS? 








THERE'S NO ONE HERE BUT THE Umpire!” 








‘From this I think it could not be 
auto-suggestion. I had been suffering 
from rheumatism and was not aware of 
the fact till I was cured by the bee- 
sting !!”’ 

To me too that looks like a good case. 
My friend, mark you, does not claim 
too much: 

‘“T don’t know whether the Bee-sting 
would cure arthritis, neuritis or other 
fancy forms of rheumatism, but I am 
satisfied they cure ordinary rough-and- 
tumble rheumatism such as most people 
suffer from. I have further found they 
relieve neuralgia, from which I formerly 
suffered but no longer do so.” 

Seriously, then, why does not some 
enterprising person set up a Rheumatic 
Apiary in the West End, indeed in 
all our cities, equipped with hives of 


suitably petulant bees, so that the 
innumerable rough-and-tumble-rheu. 
matic citizens, instead of having to cart 
corks and potatoes about, festoon them- 
selves with nutmegs and violin-strings, 
or clutter up the house with liniments, 
would be able to walk into a pleasant 
shop and (subject of course to medical 
advice) enjoy a simple sting or two? 

I mean this; and I shal! claim no 
royalty on the fees. 

But here a problem in ethics arises, 
As my French friend reminds me, 
“when a bee stings she* leaves the sting 
in the part stung; she cannot withdraw 
the sting. and when releasing she leaves 
part of her intestines along with the 
sting and dies shortly afterwards.” 





* But should not this be “he” or “it” Y 
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lhe wasp, on the other hand, can 
ting you again and again without 
dying, but does not, so far as we know, 
cure rheumatism-—indeed, is not in 
medical practice at all, 

Very odd, the arrangements of 
nature. You would think, wouldn't 
you ( that the bee, with all its celebrated 
brains and instinct, would by this time 
have informed itself of the disastrous 
consequences of stinging people, But 
there it is—the silly creature doesn’t; 
“© that every time you call in a bee 
lor your rheumatism you deliberately 
doom a dumb thing to death. And if 
this were organised on a commercial 
soale in our city there would probably 
be a row, Whether it would be a good 
defence to a prosecution that technic- 
ally it is the bee that assaults the defend. 
ant, and anyhow itis the bee’s own fault, 
is a question which we must consider 
another time, Meanwhile, I thank you, 
France. A. P. it 

P.S.—Though of course my most 
practical correspondent may be he who 
says, ‘Are you sure it's rheumatism? 
Why not go to a bone-setter and 
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THE BRITISH CHARACTER. 
Keerine Fre, 


For Crying Out Aloud. 

As the train drew out of Waterloo 
the man in the opposite corner leaned 
forward and tapped me smartly on the 
knee. 

“I'm Silas K. Stickputt of the 
U.S.A.,” he announced, ‘and I’m over 
here to get wise to what's good in your 
collegiate system, Now, what do you 
know?” 

He was a little red-faced man, not at 
all my idea of what an American ought 
to be, and, though he had certainly 
addressed me abruptly, there was 
nothing at all aggressive in his manner. 

“I’m afraid I can't help you,” I 
told him. “I'm not particularly 
interested in education.” 

“Say, now,” he remonstrated, “ain't 
that just too bad? And I've have said 
it was dollars to doughnuts you was 
college trained.” 

“Well, I was, as a matter of fact,” 
I admitted, “but that was years ago, 
and I daresay things have altered a 
lot since my day.” 

“Maybe,” he said doubtfully, “ but 
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it ain’t likely. A bit moss-grown, your 


learning institutions, according to how 
we reckon things over there. I ain’t 
heard of any of ‘em moving, not so a8 
they 'd dazzle your eyes.” 
He paused to allow this to sink im, 
‘Now take your Oxford and Cam- 
bridge. Way back they was the cats 
galoshes—they was good. For a lad 
that wanted to brush up his Latin and 
Greek there weren’t no places better, 
“Well, I'm glad you admit that. 
“Me, I'm always fair. But the 
world’s spun round a time or two since 
them days. People’s become more ef 
lightened. Junius Cassar 's given way 
to Hrrier and Mussotii, and folks 
don’t give a hoot for Greek and Latin 
with another world crisis staring at em 
every time they pull up the blinds, 
“You think, then, that Oxford and 
Cambridge are out of date?” 
“You've said it, Since your i 
Henry took the count they ve be 
dead from the hoof upwards. 'Theyain't 
got a modern curriculum. Why, 
syllabus at my own home-town co 
at Omaga would make ‘em look like @ 
boob’'s kindergarten.” 
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There was no triumph in his eyes. 
Rather did he look as though he were 
telling me these things not because he 
wanted to brag but because he felt it 
was for my own good, 

“I've never been to Omaga,” I said 
meekly. “Has the college there a 
fairly wide range of subjects!” 

“Not wider than the ends of the 
earth. Brother, there ain’t nothing 
that’s got a name that we don’t teach 
at Omaga College. Myself, I've took 
English, running repairs and chiropody 
and when I goes back I’m signing up 
for a three years’ course in Feminology. 

Really! And what exactly do you 
| mean by Feminology?”’ 
| “Well, if that don’t beat the Dutch! 
Say, how do you know that you're 
alive? Feminology, as most anybody 
knows, is the science of understanding 
women, than which there ain't nothing 
more important. How come you ain't 
never heard about it?” 

“I suppose it’s the fault of my 
English education. But just what do 
you hope to gain from trying to under 
stand women?” 

“Listen, fellah, and I'll tell you 
| There's a dame down at Omaga I’ve 
| got a shine on. Not one of these three- 
for-a-dime sort, I don’t mean, but a 
regular hot patootie what you can look 
at without thinking mebbe you've got 
her out of focus.” 

“Ah!” 

“Well, Sir, I ain't no gilded nutmeg 
| myself, but I've got dollars in the bank 
| and, her being a sensible sort of jane, | 
| didn’t see no reason why we shouldn't 


























: | middle-aisle it.” 

t  Middle-aisle it?” 

* That's right—jump the broom to 
gether and get spliced. So one night | 
took her to a flea-hop, me wearing a 

clean fried shirt and my hair all patent 

‘s leathered like a regular lallapaloosa 

d “And what happened?” 

d “Well, I felt a bit itchety about 

” | things at first, but I took the dive 

| about midnight and asked her to come 

‘ and sit in the hayloft. And when she 

< ei reise at the idea with both ‘You'VE BROKEN THE mMicroscore, My HUSBAND WILL TAKE (Tf OUT OF 

ss ands, ought it was all going to be wears Chen.” 

y sey pry ote ite” ‘Waers, i or? He'Lt SAVE TO GET ANOTHER MICROSCOPE TO DO THAT,” 

< ‘It was not, brother. She said she APG BRE AE LENE POLE GEG RE EBLE NOOR MI | 

" didn’t want no horsing around, so I have my face pushed straight. And in his romance, I hastily alighted on | 
acted slowlike, I let her see I hadn't she concluded by telling me to go chew — the platform, 

d brought her out for no necking party, haywire ee 
and I asked her, perfectly respectful, Well, that was definite enough. “Will Golden Miller do it again? Will 

h if she 'd take the jump.” “Say, she knew her own mind, did Unele remember where he is to meet ust“ 

a “And what did she say” that jane. A regular humdinger of Grand National Causerie. 

t | “She told me in fourteen languages a dame. A_ fellah with a wife like He didn't, so we saw Unele later. 

, | was a palooka, She remarked I was that wouldn't never feel lonely, And wee ete ene 

¢ | a gazizzey. with a dial like a hand- that’s why I'm signing up for the “Wawrepr Revers, Roap Snows anv Bio 

is — doormat. She added I was course in pene oo ~<A Adwt 
1omely enough to fade a carpet and But the train had arrived at my . 
advised me to visit a barbatorium and station. Wishing him the best of luck For outsize leading ladies | 
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Pigs and Prejudice. 


“I am going,” writes Hubert at the end of his otherwise 
welcome letter, “to keep pig ; 

I take this very hard. Hubert is a delightful fellow. 
ven if he had not a charming house in Dorset, replete 





with every comfort and standing (as they say) in its own 
grounds, it would be a to visit him once in a while; 


ind as things are it is a positive tragedy if one cannot 
work in a teed four week-ends down there in the course 
of the summer. There is a verandah looking out over 
smooth lawns and gay flower-beds to the rolling hills and 
shimmering sea beyond. There are shady walks and a poo! 
with goldfish and the grateful murmur of bees. There is 
a tennis-court, but no net. There may even, later on, be 
mushrooms for breakfast. And into this Garden of Eden, 
this paradise of rest for toil-worn Londoners, the man 
calmly proposes to let loose a hideous brood of swine. He 
would sully its fairness, desecrate its old-world charm and 
peace by making it in so many words a repository for pigs. 

And why? What strange unbalanced motive lies behind 
this shattering decision? What, if one may put it so, has 
vot into the man? I think I know, and that is why I have 
sent him without delay the following reply :— 


My pear Huperr (1 begin),—So you are going to keep 
pigs! You will be expecting me, no doubt, to congratulate 
you on the decision and to wish you well with your 
piggery. Well, I shall not do so. Instead, I implore you 
with the utmost vehemence at my command to drop the 
whole business immediately. Give it up! Expunge the 
idea from your mind and live on, as you have lived in the 
past, a carefree and contented man. 

| am not given, as you know, to undue interference in 
other people’s affairs nor to the proffering of advice which 
has not been asked for, but there are times when a friend, 
if he is to be worthy of the name, must speak out, and this 
is one of them. 

You have been misled, Hubert. I see it all. Somebody 
has been telling you the old, old story—the story about the 
little pigs which cost next to nothing to buy and which 
grow and grow, putting you to no trouble or expense in 
the process, until their Seti darkens the sun and their 
price is above rubies. Hooey, Hubert. Boloney. Pig-wash, 
if you will pardon the expression. Not that I blame you 
for listening to it. Better men than you have had their 
heads turned by this insidious nonsense about easy money 
from the sty. It isi nee, I know, that has led you into 
error. But I shall blame you very bitterly indeed if, after 
reading the remarks I am now about to address to you, 
you still persist in this distorted scheme. 


My observations on the pig fall conveniently under three 
heads, viz. :— 

(1) Feeding. This, you will have been told, presents no 
difficulties. “Any old household scraps, my dear chap!”’ 
1 seem to hear this false friend whispering in your over- 
credulous ear; and during your first few weeks of owner- 


_ ship you will probably have no reason to doubt the fact. 


The normal output of household scraps is sufficient for the 
needs of a few small piglets. But what of the future, 
Hubert’ What of the time when your piglets begin to 
expand in earnest? Do you realise that life is going to be 
one long struggle to keep the supply of scraps equal to the 
demand? All the established notions of what is refuse and 


_ what is not must go by the board. Loaves from which but 
_ a single slice has been cut, cakes in the prime of life, apple- 
_ ples as yet scarce tasted by the master of the house—all 


| must be sacrificed to the insatiate trough. Your food-bills 





will mount from day to day. Instead of a sane economy, 
“Give it to the pigs!” will be the watchword of your 
domestic staff. 

Eventually, of course, you will have to give up. You 
will go to your false friend and confess to him that, do what 
you will, you cannot throw away e stuff every day 
to keep your pig-sty going. And he will hum and ha and 
ask you this question and ask you that, and in the end 
recommend you a pig-meal in which, take it from me, he 
is financially interested. You have no idea of the lengths 
to which these fellows will go to create a new market. 


So much for carefree and economical feeding. We now 
come to— 

(2) Accommodation. This is a most distasteful subject, 
but it must be faced. The common piggery, or sty, is, as 
you know, extremely simple in general plan. There is 
an outer unroofed space, surrounded by a brick wall of a 
height convenient for resting the elbows on when gazing at 
the animals, and an inner closed-in chamber, or dormitory, 
to which admittance is gained from the living-room by a 
low but necessarily wide doorway. This is all quite straight- 
forward, and I am not going to suggest that the erection 
of such a dwelling-house is likely to be a difficult or par- 
ticularly expensive undertaking. The point 1 wish to make 
is this. You and I, on our rambles together through your 
wegen Dorset countryside, have from time to time passed 

y and observed pig-sties of the type I mention. We know 
well the state of unhygiene in which the outer pen, upon 
which the winds of heaven are free to play at will, is 
invariably to be found. What we do not know—and what 
| personally do not care even to imagine—are the conditions 
obtaining in the narrow and all but unventilated inner 
sanctum. Are you, as a pig-owner, prepared to find out? 
You will say perhaps that the necessity may never arise. 
I reply that it equally well may. Suppose you buy three 
pigs. For a time all goes well. The three are eating happily 
and all apparently in the pink. But it doesn’t last. Comes 
the day when only two little pigs take their places at the 
trough. What of the third? Somewhere in the recesses of 
the dungeon, wrapped in impenetrable gloom, she is lying 
perhaps unwell, perhaps dying, possibly even dead. You 
must do something—but what? Go to a veterinary surgeon, 
you say, and implore his help? Well, what are you going to 
say to him when he asks you what's the matter with her? 
How are you going to explain that you haven’t even seen 
the animal? Tell him she was in her bedroom, I suppose, 
and you didn’t like to go in? Why, you’d make yourself 
the laughing-stock of the pig-world. 

I should think this point over, Hubert, if 1 were you. 


(3) Disposal. This is a perfectly simple matter, provided 
you understand the regulations of the Pig Marketing Board. 
Do you? If you don’t you may as well rule out Disposal 
altogether—and then where are the profits you've been 
thinking about? Still in the sty, m is . What we call 
“unrealisable assets ”—and eating their oR off at that. 
So have a care, 


If, in spite of the considerations I have brought forward, 
you still adhere to your gruesome scheme, it may perhaps 
be worth mentioning that I have a friend who knows of 
a man whose brother-in-law would probably be willing to 
let you have some young Middle-Whites very cheap. 
name is Harbottle. 

* * # # co # # 

His reply, received this morning, is brief but reassuring. 
Not pigs, you fool!” he writes. “Pugs!” 

Now is there anyone | know who breeds Pugs VE 
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THE IDEAL FAMILY 
As tt might, ard should appear at the Ideal Home Exhibition at olympia. 
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| caste never, even in the wildest 
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At the Pictures. 


A GenTLeMan's GENTLEMAN. 
Wuew once the initial difficulty is 
over and we are used to our old friend 








VALSE DU VALET. 


. Cuantes Lavenron. 
. Zaso Prrvs. 


Cuartie Rvecies being Mr. Floud, 
and our old friend CoarLes LavGHtTon 
being Ruggles, all is well, and Ruggles of 
Red Gap at the Plaza becomes 
the best film now being shown. 
And when it leaves the Plaza it 
vill begin a new and triumphant 
areer, for CHARLES LavGHTon, 
. great actor in serious work, 
here proves himself a master of 
comedy too. 

There are, particularly in the 
Paris half, some farcical moments, 
but CHARLES LAUGHTON manages 
to keep on the note of comedy 
throughout, with the exception 
of the five minutes when, in re- 
citing Lrxcoin’s famous speech 
at Gettysburg, which no one but 
he knows, he is unexpectedly, 
dramatically and valuably seri- 
ous. Immediately he is himself 
again and the story gallops on 
to the end. Great stuff, with 
the valet getting better and 
better and Zasu Prrrs for once 
ceasing to whine and becom- 
ing almost human. If it were 
CHARLES Laveuton who forced 
something like gaiety into her— 
that is in itself a crown of glory. 
But it is the manservant’s play: 
the gentleman’s gentleman, son 


Jn-D- 


Ruggles 
Mrs. Judson 


moments, wholly absent, and usually 
very present indeed. Never can such 
a presentation have been given. 

For the rest, the honours belong to 
Cuaruie Ruaoies, who has so mag- 
nanimously let his name be sacrificed 
as Mr. Floud, and to RoLanp YounG 
as the Zarl. Cuar.re has always been 
one of my favourite film-actors: he is 
so gay and forthright and throws him- 
self with such enjoyment into all he 
does. I think that as a slightly intoxi- 
cated reporter he is best; but his 
Mr. Floud is a fine free effort, brim- 
ming over with just the Wild West 
woolly heartiness most needed to 
freeze the English blood of the gentle- 
man’s gentleman who has suddenly 
passed into his service. As for ROLAND 
Youne, his English peer is a master- 
piece and not the less so for being 
traditional; and it is interesting to be 
able to contrast his two London parts 


at this time—the Karl in Ruggles of 


Red Gap and the Uriah Heep of David 
Copperfield—and to note his capacity 
in both. 

propos of David Copperfield, I should 
have said in my last remarks on that 
film that anyone wanting to see the 
new star, HucH WALPOLE, as a clergy- 
man, must go early. He is called just 
“The Vicar,” being neither the Man of 
God who marries David and Dora nor 
he who marries 7'radd/es and the sweet- 
est girl in the world. T'raddles, indeed, 
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AN INSTRUMENT OF SOCIAL ELEVATION. 


_ and grandson of a gentleman's Egbert Floud . . Cuartie Rueowes. 
| gentleman with the mark of the Ruggles. . . . Cuartes Laverron. 
Bfle Flood. .... . Mary Boranp. 





JH DOWD. 


does not get into the picture at all, 
Meanwhile, much as I disapprove of 
films of Dickens, I am glad to hear of 
many cases of unbelievers being sent 
by this one direct to the stories, J 





AN EDITORIAL LOW.DOWN. 
. « CuarKk GaBLe. 
Sharon Norwood . CoNSTANCE BENNETT. 


Jim Branch 


have, indeed, distributed with my 
own hands three copies of David 
Copperfield. 


There are curious doubles now 
on the screen. I was referring 
the other day to the duplication 
of the “ Flying Trapeze” song in 
two films being shown, and here, 
in London at the same time, in 
After Office Hours, where the 
lithe and dimpled Clark GABLE 
ceases to be serious, you have, 
in the garbled nonsense of 
Stuart Erwin as Hank Parr, 
an echo of LauGHton’s Gettys- 
burg speech of ABRAHAM LIN- 
con. It is an amusing film, 
which shows not only that CLARK 
GABLE is continuing to act very 
well, but that the life of a screen 
hero is not all fun, for, their 
capers as Ruggles the valet and 
Jimmy Branch the editor over, 
he and CHarRLes LAvGHTON are 
bound for the South Seas to be 
mutineers of the Bounty. What 
a life, and no wonder the stage 
proper looks anxious! 

The story of After Office Hours 
is yet another proof of the power 
of the American Press, where 
once again we see the editor of 
the paper (for a moment pure- 
souled) fired by the owner 
the paper for going too far with 
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a private scandal, and then that same 
editor, his knowledge of base human- 
ity justified, brought back to new 
influence and, presumably, increased 
pay. It happens, on the screen, all 
the time, and it is always snappy and 
often funny. CLARK GaBLB, lithe and 
dimpled, who seems to stand for all 
that is most engaging and most reckless 
in young America, makes it both, and 
even if we don’t believe, we laugh. 
None the less there are problems that 
are almost too perplexing. We find our- 
selves wondering much as to what he 
had been doing all those years before 
he met Sharon Norwood, played by 
CONSTANCE BENNETT, that rich and 
curiously unlikely amateur reporter. 
Would not so susceptible and handsome 
an editor have become entangled? We 
wonder also why Sharon’s wealthy 
English mother gets up so early, and 
why CLark GABLE, who suggests the 
perfect boxer, allows himself to be 
knocked out twice in a few seconds 
yet carries no bruise, and how the body 
of Mrs. Patterson was conveyed to her 
house, and why Tommy Bannister 
confessed—except to bring to a rapid 
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YOU HAVE THE CASTING-VOTE. 


WHERE sH4Lt WE Pronic?” 











end a film that was getting awkward. 
But as to the after-life of those new 
and swift lovers, Jimmy Branch and 
Norwood, we are not troubled 
at all. We have been to films too often. 
But, as I have said, it is good easy 
fun, as any picture must be that has 
CLARK GABLE, lithe and dimpled and 
well-dressed and completely gay and 
carefree; and Stuart ERWIN as a dis- 
enchanted Press-man, with appropri- 
ate wisecracks; and a character un- 
named in the programme, a lady’s- 
maid, giving another character un- 
named in the programme, a detective, 
I think, such a slap. That is the kind of 
thing that the stage does not enough 
do—the kind of thing which we, from 
the security of our comfortable seats, 
far removed from animated talking 
photographs, can really enjoy. 


Sharon 


Now that Wautr Disney has re- 
nounced black-and-white and invested 
that more than competent rodent, 
Michael the Mouse, with colour, may 
I once again express surprise that his 
rivals, as well as being so imitative, are 
so inferior! It absolutely is a case of 





theinventor first and the rest nowhere 
The Shoemaker and the Elves, the latest 
fantasia in the Silly Symphony tra- 
dition, seems to one who knows negli- 
gible. But then there are so many 
who don’t know. E. V. L. 








Has It Come To This? 

“The annual meeting of the League of 
Nations took place in St. Andrew's School- 
room, Douglas, on Friday afternoon, when 
the Rev. A. Shave, B.A., presided.” 

I.O.M. Paper. 





“Pustic Hearta Prosiem. 
Srecia, Com™irrer to Srr on Bep Bua.” 
Local Paper Headings. 


That ought to settle it. 





“I am prepared to stand on Gay Dancer.” 
Racing Correspondent, 


We should like to see him try. 





“Beneath the thin ice of civilisation the 
killer shark circles the blubbering whale. 
The world grows worse, not better; while the 
Green Hell of the Chaco, written in letters of 
blood and oil, squats like some giant toad 
on the brow of the angel of peace.” 

Letter to Local Paper. 


Our own sentiments exactly. 
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GS. sHRryOO? 


“ ISN'T HE A NICE OLD FISH? 


STROKE HIM VERY GENTLY, DEAR.” 








Complimentary Seats. 





Waar a daily paper described as “a 
delightful tribute” has been paid by 
one of America’s leading millionaires 
to one of Italy’s leading coloratura 
sopranos. He discovered the golf- 
links upon which she was playing 
and stopped the game to proffer her 
a bouquet and to make her a compli- 
mentary oration. 

If this sort of thing spreads a new 
horror will be added to the burden of 
fame, and even the curate of Slopton- 
on-Teas won’t be really safe. While 
welcoming any symptomsof a revival of 
hero-worship in England, I foresee the 
time when the action of this millionaire 
may result in such consequences as .— 


Ix THE THEATRE. 

Leading Man (in Act 11. of thriller). 
Ah, Gud! that those brutes should 
strike at muh through Isobel! 

Girl (leaning out of box). Oh, Mr. 
Maythorpe, my friend and I have 
clubbed together to give you this 
cigarette-case. Please don’t be angry 
with us, but we do admire you so 
much! 


Lead (struggling on). My car, Hobbs 
—the tourer. Quick, man, quick! 

7irl, So here it is, with our admiring 
regards. (Shouting above the pistol- 
shots) And we do wish it was nicer! 


At THE Outp BalLey. 


Mr. Justice Wiggins (to prisoner in 
the dock), You have heard the verdict 
of the jury—a verdict with which I 
concur. I therefore sentence you to 
be kept in prison for fourteen 

Gentieman (rising from the public 
benches). Hear, hear! And I think, 
Ladies and Gentlemen, you would all 
like to join with me in giving his 
Lordship a hearty handclap for the 
enjoyable morning he has afforded us. 
(Applause.) Speaking as a man of 
sixty-five, my lord, I can confidently 
assert that I have followed your 
brilliant career with the closest interest 
from its beginnings 

Mr. Justice Wiggins. I'll have you 
removed by the tipstaff. 

Prisoner (struggling with warders). 1 
protest against my 

man. —and I think I am speak- 
ing for one and all when I say that we 
do not think of you as a mere legal 
luminary. Do we think of you, speak 

















of you as “His Lordship”? No! Do 
we think of you, speak of you as “the 
learned judge”? No! We think of 
you—ay, and speak of you as “ Dear 
old Eustace”’! (Beating time) For he’s 
a jolly good ... 

[Great applause, singing and cheers. 


At WIMBLEDON. 


(Miss Betty Nuthall v. Mrs. 
W hittingstall.) 


Umpire. Advantage — Mrs. Whitt- 
ingstall. 

Girl (in front row). Oh, Miss Nuthall, 
what a sweet bandeau! Was it the 
Stores, or Swan and Seagulls? Oh, 
you're playing? . . . But it’sa shade 
I just can’t match. I know you re 
frightfully busy now, but if I run with 
you perhaps you can just tell me where 
to get one like it and still keep on! 
volleying. That’s it! You run and I'll 
follow. ... 


At THE FicHT. 
(Kid Macphee v. The Limehouse 
Marvel. Third Round.) 
Schoolboy (sitting next mother). Oh, 
cripes, what a biff! It must have hurt. 





Look, Mums, I'll ask the Kid for his 
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autograph now, while they’re just 
walking round each other and not 
doing anything. (Does so.) 


AT THE OPERA. 


(Act III. of Farniente’s “’ Ubbriaca.”) 
Soprano. Ahhh! Cuore mio! 


Lasciar’ mi pianger’ .. . 
Youth (in stalls). Oh, Flavia, you 


| might have answered my letters! 
| “Pianger’” be damned! Will you let 
| me come round after the show’s over ? 


Soprano (singing). Nonson’ ubbriaca, 


Ma solamente stordita, 
Stordita del’ mio amor’! 


(Waltz refrain.) 


Youth. —and if you’re stuffy with 


me, I canexplain. (7'0 theatre-attendant) 
Here, hang it! J’m not drunk either, 
only jolly stordito with love, like 
Madame Arpeggia. . . . 

Soprano (with painful distinctness). 











Accidente a lei! RACHEL. 
A Modern Duet. 
Mother. 


My darling child, how are you 
After dancing half the night ¢ 
Whether it’s the make-up 
Put on when you wake up, 
Or a perfect constitution 
That's the ultimate solution 
I really cannot say; but you're 
looking very bright. 


Daughter. 


I’m feeling marvellous, 
Absolutely grand, 

Definitely marvellous, 
Definitely grand. 


Mother. 


And did you like dear Ronald 
Who called for you at seven ! 
Daughter. 
Not half as much as Donald, 
Who met me at eleven. 


He’s marvellous, 
Absolutely grand, 
Definitely marvellous, 
Definitely grand. 


Mother. 
Were you present at the pictures 
Or taken to a play? 


Daughter. 


My recollection’s hazy— 
I really cannot say. 
I remember someone singing 
In a dreamy sort of way, 
But 
It was marvellous, 
Absolutely grand, 
Definitely marvellous, 
Definitely grand. 








REPAIRS 
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“ Yes, Miss, as | was TELLING THE Vicar: *‘ You'p BE sURFRISED,' [ says, * IF 








YOU KNEW THE KIND OF PEOPLE AS STILL RIDES BIKES.’ ” 
Mother. Daughter. 
Did Donald take you dancing I’m practically certain— 


But I'll have another look— 
Daughter That up till now there’s nothing 
ieee In my engagement-book. 
Donald left at midnight, So if no one telephones me, 
And I went on with Clive, I’ve got a bright idea: 
I think [’ll spend the evening 
Quietly reading here. 


From twelve till nearly five ? 


Who’s marvellous, 
Absolutely grand, 
Definitely marvellous, Mother. 
Definitely grand. 
How marvellous! 
Mother. How absolutely grand! 
And may I ask, my precious, How definitely marvellous! 
Your programme for to-night ! How definitely grand! 
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Mr. Punch’s New Exchange 
and Mart. 
To, for, by, with and from the Home. 





For Immepiate DisposaL: One 
Aunt, family peace-maker variety. 
Wonderful collection of bright sayings, 
suitable for almost every occasion. 
Exponent of well-known conversational 
rule: Is it kind, is it wise, is it true? 
Specialises in self-sacrifice of every 
description. Would gladly exchange 
for two white mice.—EXHAUSTED. 


Wanrep: A Wire. Advertiser offers 
quiet country home, with he!p for rough 
work, to suitable wife. Must be young, 
cheerful, beautiful, domesticated, pre- 
ferably an orphan, economical, and not 
fond of travelling. Intelligent with- 
out being clever, and a good listener. 
Orrmust, Dulce Domum, near Hull. 


Mrxep COLLECTION—YOUNGER GEN- 
eRATION—willingly offered by grand- 
parents. Guaranteed to keep any home 
bright for unlimited period. Portable 
gramophone, wireless set and two 
ukuleles thrown in, all in (hard-) 


working order ; also large Alsatian dog. 
The lot practically given away. 
ARCADES AMBO. 


GRANDPAPA : genuine old-timer, mag- 
nificent specimen, long white beard, 
skull-cap if required, willing to be 
photographed, interviewed, quoted 
Splendid variety of full-length reminis- 
cences, including grouse-shooting over 
Belgrave Square and news of Water- 
loo as first received by inhabitants 
of Little Yokel, in Rutlandshire. Also 
good personal anecdote of Mr. Giap- 
STONE cutting down small cherry-tree 
but unable to tell lie. Manners of old- 
world courtesy as and if desired. 
Position as Oldest Inhabitant any part 
of England or Scotland might be con- 
sidered.—SENEX, Ye Olde Thatched 
Roofe-stead, Oak-in-the- Beam. 


CoMPLETE FAMILY is offered in ex- 
change for one good Cook. Simple, 
homely collection: mother, five child- 
ren and baby aged eight months—grey 
African parrot included if desired. Grey 
African parrot not a talker—Pater, 
The Laurels, Brixham. ° 


Youne Port would gladly dispose 


of all his relations in return for intro- 
duction to really discerning Editor in 
search of first-class material. Father, 
mother and several brothers, very 
serviceable collection, and would be 
delivered in plain sealed vans at the 
door.—Puttome., Heartbreak House, 
Philistia. 


Wantrep Very Bap ty: a nice old- 
fashioned Nurse, complete with spec- 
tacles and grey hair. Offered in ex- 
change: free choice from any number 
of bright young College things, all 
fully - equipped child - psychologists, 
handicraft-workers, eurythmic dancers 
and advanced thinkers. —TrRED TWEss, 


The Homestead, Hampstead. 
KE. M.D. 








Shock for Drinker. 
“ Found.—Jersey Cow in milk.” 
Newspaper Adet. 





“Srirrinc SouvENIR OF THE SILVER 
JUBILEE.” ; 
Daily Paper Headline. 


Presumably a spoon, 





“Rouse Due ur at AtNwick.”—News ltem. 





Shouldn't it be “ Dove”? 
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WALES KING-OF-ALMS. 


{On Friday this week the Prixce or Wates will broadcast an appeal on-behalf of Tae Kine's Jusiter Trust Fonp, 
The Fund will assist the various organisations which provide clubs, camps and other recreational facilities for youth, 
especially in the case of those who, leaving school at fourteen years of age, are unable to find employment. Donations, 
great or small, should be sent to the Headquarters of the Trust at St. James's Palace, 8.W.1. 
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Impressions of Parliament. 





Synopsis of the Week. 
Monday, April Ist.—Commons: 
Bill considered in Committee. 
Tuesday, April 2nd.—Lords: Voluntary 


Hospitals (Paying Patients) Bill given 
Second Reading. 


India 





THE OPTIMIS! 
Mark Tapley. 
CUMSTANCES THAT WOULD TRY AN ORDIN 
ARY MIND: BUT I'M UNCOMMON JOLLY 
Str Samvet Hoare. 


“THESE ARE THE CIR 


Commons: India Bill considered in 
Committee. 
Wednesday, April 3rd.—Lords: Debate 
on British Policy in Far East. 
Commons: Debate on Planning in 
Industry. 
Monday, April \st.— 
(“Steward, did you ever hear such a 
crashing lot of questions ? ” 
“Not the brightest, Sir, are they / 
“We're men of wide interests, Steward, 
but do we care a tinned bean for the 
Chinese railway system ?” 
“It would certainly appear a trifl 
remote, Sir.” 
“Does your heart beat any faster to th: 


| tune of imported bricks ? ” 


“Hardly, Sir.” 

“Or allotments at Esher 

“Frankly, no, Sir.” 

’ Is your sleep likely lo be le 88 SOROTOUS 
on account of the admitted impossibility 
of sending a night-telegram to Kirkwall 
or Lerwick ?” 

“I fear the answer is in the negative 
Sir.” 

“And the nutritive value of milk—how 
about that ?” 

“Like the Chinese railway system, a 
trifle remote, personally speaking, Sir.” 
“And, as between old friends, pro- 
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motion in the Royal Artillery of course 
means less than nothing to you ? ” 
“Without any desire to appear callous 
towards the soldiery, Sir, it does not.” 
“I am vastly obleeged, Steward. We 
must widen our interests a little more.”’) 


Before the House turned its face 
towards India, Sir Samver HOARE and 
Mr. LANSBURY joined in expressing the 
general grief at Sir ArtHuR STEELE- 
MAITLAND’s sudden death. In Sir 
SAMUEL'S own words, “For twenty- 
five years he was an honoured and dis- 
tinguished figure in our midst, standing 
out pre-eminently in integrity of pur- 
pose, industry in the public service 
and sympathy of outlook.” The House 
is much the poorer 

In Committee on India two main 
questions arose. On the first, the con- 
stitution of the Federal Railway 
\uthority, the Diehard opposition 
were insistent that the Governor-Gen- 
eral should be allowed to appoint not 
three but four out of the seven mem- 
bers of the Board; but the SecrETARY 
OF STATE pointed out that the General 
Manager of the whole system would be 
a key-man appointed by the Governor- 
General: and on the second, Mr. 
Hernert WriiuiamMs’ Amendment to 
make Indian railways buy plant within 
the Empire, he declared that if he was 
an optimist then his Conservative oppo- 
nents were pessimists, and that, seeing 
that India already bought 75°, of her 





The Rock Squid or Sepiola Eppingensias is 
a formidable antagonist if irritated. . .. It 
possesses the property of changing its colour 
at will and rivals even the chameleon in 
rapidity The celebrated ‘ink’ that is 
forcibly expelled from a ‘sac’ serves the 
double purpose of urging the creature away 
from danger and discolouring the surround- 
Natural History. 


ing water 


railway goods in this country, it would 
be wiser to rely on quality than on 
restriction. To which Mr. Foor, as a 
good Liberal, concurred, and at which 
Mr. CHURCHILL, as a good Conserva- 
tive, shied. 


Wards for Black-Coats. 
Tuesday, April 2nd.—An interesting 





4 
Aas )l. 
rHE RUSHCLIFFE METEOR 
Mr. ASSHETON 


debate took place this afternoon in the 
Upper House on the position of paying 
patients in hospitals, when Lord Luke 
moved the Second Reading of a Bill 
which in effect would enable hospitals 
to provide accommodation for pay 
beds within the means of the “ black- 
coated classes.” 

Further discussion on India was 
chiefly concerned with a strange pro- 
ceeding called champerty, which means 
roughly that a lawyer undertakes liti- 
gation in return for a share in any 
profits arising from the case. Mr. 
CHURCHILL in particular relished the 
phrase, and waxed delightfully cham- 
pertous; but later his happiness ap- 
peared diminished when, on his sug- 
gesting that Lord Evstace Percy had 
suffered something approaching a rebuff 
from the Sonscrron-GenxeraL, Lord 
Eustace remarked tersely that if any- 
one raised a point of importance Mr. 
CHURCHILL was sure to drown it in an 
obscuring sea of oratorical soapsuds, 
A little later still Sir Austen CHam- 
BERLAIN pointed out the striking re- 
semblance between Mr. CHuRCHILL and 
the Red Queen, “who wanted to deny 
something, but didn’t know what to 
deny,” and repeated the White Queen's 
remark about her: “A nasty vicious 
temper, I call it.” 
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“I’M AFRAID IT’s NO Goop, Guv'’NOR; "E AIN’T GOT THE TEMPERAMENT, AND WOT’S MORE "E’S Nor TRYING.” 
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W ednesday, April 3rd.—-To-day West- 
minster brought off one of its rare 
doubles with a first-class debate in both 
Houses. The Upper House, on Lord 
PEEL’s motion, discussed the relations 
of China and Japan. Lord Pret, who 
deprecated any hostility to Japan, 
naturally made anxious by the rapid 


_ increase of her population, urged that 


we could yet play a great part in 
reconciling these countries; Lord New- 
ron said that Japan had already 
wrought wonders in Manchukuo and 
that, the League having failed, it was 
for our Government to mediate; Lord 
BARNBY insisted that when people 
talked about Japan’s aggression they 
forgot what a vast financial strain the 
process of Westernisation was putting 
on her; Lord Lorutan very much re- 
gretted Japan’s unilateral action and 
thought a frank conference the only 
solution; Lord MARLEY was convinced 
that first other countries must realise 
that general sacrifices were 


? 


_ and in reply Lord Stannorg expressed 
_ the Government’s belief that, rather 
_ than a firework display, their present 
_ policy of encouraging a Sino-Japanese 


détente was the best. 
In the Commons Mr, Motson and 


Mr. Peat put the case for wider 
planning in industry very well. The 
costs of production and distribution 
must be lowered, and to do this, they 





OUR BACK BENCH WHO’S WHO? 
Getting windier and windier 
About India, 


Sir Henry Pace Crortr 
Dies hard and oft. 





argued, the organisation of industry 
on a national basis was essential. It 
was either that, said Mr. Pear, or the 
ancient method of attrition, which only 
led to competitive chaos. 

The best speech of the day, a most 
spirited maiden over, came from Mr, 
ASSHETON, successor to Lord Rvusu- 
CLIFFE’s seat. He took the line that 
from a practical point of view mono- 
poly must lead to restriction of sales and 
production, and that on the moral side 
there was every reason why the s 
trader should be preserved. The job of 
a Government, he said, was to govern, 
not to interfere with business, and he 
quoted “A. P. H.’s” President of the 
Board of Trade— 

“This high official, all allow. 
Is grossly overpaid. 
There wasn’t any Board; and now 
There isn’t any trade.” 

Sir Hexsert SAMUEL put the point 
that commerce to be prosperous must 
be international ; Sir StaFFORD CRIPPS 
disliked compulsory organisation as @ 
form of Fascism; and in reply Mr. 
Runcorn spoke warmly of the benefits 
of voluntary reorganisation and sho 
that the problems of each industry 
must be considered separately. 
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Nom d’un Chien. 


Tue twenty-second of March is my 
birthday. Usually something is ten- 
dered to me at the breakfast-table and 
suitably acknowledged. This year it 
tendered itself with the early-morning 
tea, barking ecstatically. 

I thanked Pamela for the kind 
thought. 
| “T saw him at the market in Fram- 
| ley yesterday,” she informed me, 
| regarding the destruction of my bed- 
| room slipper with maternal indulgence 
| “He looked the picture of misery and 
| I thought he would make an ideal 
| companion for you.” 
| “When you are out?” I suggested. 

“Oh, he’s cheerful enough now,” 
said Pamela. “Have you noticed his 








feet ?”’ 

I had, and more. “Bulldog, sealy- 
ham, spaniel and fox-terrier,” | 
hazarded. 


‘“*He’s a lamb,” she said with con- 
| viction. 

I took another look, and told Pamela 
that she had been sold a pup. 

‘Well, but of course,” she said. Then, 
after a pause, “You do like him, don’t 
you?” 

I thanked her again. 
| “Tknew you would. What shal! you 
| call him?” 
| I said without hesitation that on 
| other mornings I should call him much 
| later, but Pamela assured me that he 
| would soon settle down. 

“Your dressing-gown is donkey's 
| years old, anyway,” she added. ‘ What 

do you think about Carlos?” 

Carlos dribbled my second bedroom 

slipper across the room and touched 
| down under the wardrobe. I thought 

a lot about him but refrained from 
| telling Pamela. 

Or Reginald,” she suggested, think- 
| ing hard with closed eyes. “Reginald 
| would be original.” 
| In practice Reginald was not being 

original, but Pamela’s eyes were still 
closed. 

“ Peter is nice,” she continued. 

“Or George,” I suggested. ‘He was 
mixed up with a dragon.” 

Pamela shook her head. ‘I once 
knew a George,” she explained—* in 
fact, several, but this particular one 
had a little black moustache.” 

She sighed and pushed back her 
hair. 

“We simply must call him some- 
thing,” she said. 

I snapped my fingers encouragingly. 
“Come here, Something,” I called. 

Something paused, scratched its ear 
and caught sight of Pamela’s bedroom 
slippers. 








TROUBLE WITH A BANK. 


“Be arsy, yer Honour. Sure 


YE HAVE 


THE DocTror (N FRONT AND THE 


CLERGYMAN BEHIND, BESIDES MESELF THAT 'S THE VET.” 











The Laugh. 





My aunt, 

A woman of the highest 
Principles, 

Expects her relatives 
To be decorous 

And polite ; 

And they are, 

Jecause she is rich, 


Once, long ago, 

She asked me to tea, 

And I went, 

Chuckling to myself, 
Thinking (basely, I'll admit) 
Of her will. 


But misfortune 
Overtook me, 

For as I placed 

A neatly-portioned 
Eclair in my mouth 
A teapot fell and struck 
Zuzu (her Peke) 

On the head. 

Madly, casting 
Caution to the winds, 
Forgetting the éclair, 
I chose that moment 
To laugh. 


Now I laugh 

All day, 

And they will never, never 
Let me out. 

















ri 


PUNCH, or The London Charivari [April 10, 1935 


which Messrs. Cosmo Hamiutron and with a damned Whig in the room), 

















t At the Play. Antuony Gipps show their portrait Vicki faints and arouses in her grand- 

aii is really an animated Leecu drawing, mot her a suspicion as to the extent of 

il Tue Aunt or EncLanp” (Savoy). amusing in the way that one is amused _ her indiscretions, which is, alas! well- 

f i Irwasthat Radical rag,Punch,which when looking through Mr. Punch’s founded. Only one remedy presents 

i i had the effrontery to label her—her, early pages; and the nail on which itself—an immediate marriage to the 
if the Dowager Duchess of Hampshire! they hang it is slight. Granddaughter whiskery Lord Warnham. 

i} the Aunt of England, and Mr. Punch Vicki, for whom a suitable marriage That this does not take place and 

( was not far wrong. For, damme, Sir, has been planned with a whiskery that the ardent organist is finally en- 

she had seventeen nevvies in the couraged by the old lady to run 

Upper House, all Tories and off with | icki in the middle of the 

night is due partly to Lord Warn- 


ham’s unprepossessing behaviour 
while the worse for port, and 
partly to the fact that the Dow- 
ager while a girl had herself been 
tragically baulked of a fine young 
musician. And he had been the 
organist’s grandfather. 

This is not a great play; it 
is even thin in places, but it is | 
admirably acted, smoothly pro- | 
duced and now and then very 
entertaining. Lord Warnham’s i 
preliminary interview with his | 

: 
i 


| proud of it, and she pulled 
: strings for their advancement so 
often and so vigorously that the 
if posts between Alton and White- 
‘ | hall were nothing less than a 


Perea A RIES 


complicated cats’-cradle. 

a But not only nepotic consider- 
f ations stirred this dynamic old 
i lady to action, for in the middle 
| of her birthday dinner she 
| snatched a moment to dictate a 
; trenchant note to the Secretary 
of State for War, informing him 
that the drill she had recently 
i observed in the Park would dis- 
( 

' 


A EO GE LOE GARE AAR Nie PA. FDR EE EPO NE ae 





prospective grandmother-in-law 
is an illuminating slice of social 
history; and the scene in the 
if Dictation, indeed, to her middle of the night, when Vicki's 
Lady-in-Waiting, Sarah Thistle- father and brothers sit round in 


wood, and to the Cabinet formed “A GLASS OF WINE WITH YOU, SIR!” night-caps and go all horse-whip- ) 
pish over a decanter of brandy, 


grace the horse-marines, and he 
had better do something about 





her major pastime, and it became 


. Valentine D'Arcy . . . Mr. Barry K. Barnes. : : i 

plain as the play went on that Slash: Warihous ie Wiad Bi sistance gave me profound pleasure. 

i she owed much of her enviable es ee : ; But when all is said and done it ‘ 

sprightliness of figure to the fact that young peer, cares less for the feudal was Miss Harpte Wricut’s evening; 

whenever she was dictating a letter to state than for the village organist, she blended the old dragon’s vanity ' 

j) the Queen, which she did as often as whose lover she has become. At family and shrewd wit and absurdity and : 
+ possible, she did it standing reverently prayers (from which the Dowager gentleness into a dignity which would 
ft to attention. _ expels her nephew George not for the compel the most intransigent democrat. 
i { Here is a full-length portrait, its loudness of his tweeds, as we at first Hers was a notable performance. As 

| lines exaggerated but its character firm, thought, but because, as she says, she Vicki Miss Taea HOLME won our sym- i 

i of a tremendous old body, a ridiculous cannot decently exhort the Almighty pathies immediately and kept them; as i 

i busybody but lovable, at the organist Mr. Barry | 

one and the same time a BARNES was only given one i 

complete defence of the aris- note and sustained it credit- i 


ably; Mr. HaroLpD WARREN- 
DER played Lord Warnham 
with nice intimations of 
graceful insolence; Mr. A. 
Scorr-Garry and Miss Mar- 
GARET SCUDAMORE gave 
amusing outline to the reign- 
ing Duke and Duchess; Miss 
Susan Ricumonp as Sarah 
Thistlewood enjoyed — the 
privilege of giving lip to the 
Dowager ; and finally | must 
commend Mr. Hype WHITE 
for a magnificently equine 
impression of the Duke's 


| | tocratic tradition and a per- 
fectly satisfactory explana- 
} tion of its collapse. She took 
' the view, for instance, now 
happily old-fashioned, that 
! sons were simply presents 
to her country, to be killed 
off in great battles, without 
allowing herself to think that 
this was ultimately hard luck 
both on the country and the 
i sons; she tied her servants 
H to her for ever by the ancient 
‘ 
, 
t 


AEE ERNE 


and nowadays ineffective 
dodge of rasping them with 











tn nesses os ——— mts 





\ her tongue and being sud- eldest son. Eric. 

iti} denly very gentle; like an- — 

th other great English lady, 

ii EuizaBeTH, she sank her “ BetisHa BEACONS 
i tankard of old ale at break- ow. Magee: a Oe i 
i fast and larded her conversa- The Dowager Duchess of Hampshire (Miss Haines W etext) to New Cemerery!” 
at tion with @ wealth of inte: Lady Victoria Alton (Miss Tuxa Hoxme). “ ALL RIGHT, RUN Provincial Paper Headlines. ' 
: ALONG AND ELOPE WITH YOUR ORGANIST. Bur MIND you, I ' 
: tinal metaphor. DON'T APPROVE OF AN ORGANATIC MARRIAGE FOR THE They must please them- ' 
The background against ARISTOCRACY! ” selves, of course. 
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PROGRESS IN SPORT. 











TO SEE THE CHILDREN PLAYING 80 PRETTILY!” 


FULLEYLOVE, 


Mr. 


IT 18, 


“How CHARMING 








Mommy? Can't WE Go IN TO TEA?” 


“ WILL IT BE OVER SOON, 








ee et ee ee ee en 


AT Nae 





Mote we 
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Unposted Letters. 


To My Prospective Landlord. 


Dear Srr,—Many, many thanks for 
the draft lease whereby William Henry 
Judd in the Borough of Kensington 
and County of London gentleman (who 
and his executors administrators and 
assigns are hereinafter called the lessor) 





| agrees to let all that suite ete. ete. 


together with etc. ete. to ete. etc. me 
ete. ete. It’s a really charming docu- 
ment and I like it very, very much, 


all persons authorised by him to enter you can chuck me out by force and T 


the said premises for the purpose of 
viewing the same. Well, supposing you 
send a lunatic idiot or insane person 
to enter for the purpose of viewing 
the same? Where am 1? Apparently, 
according to this, I can’t do a thing. 
I’ve just got to let him in. 


Then there’s another thing. I note 
that I am expected to keep at all times 
during the tenancy all the internal 
fixtures and fittings and glass in the 
windows and all locks sash cords 





can’t sue you. 


Well, now, Sir, try to look at this 
thing for a moment from my point of 
view. Ifwe’rejust thinking in common. 
sense terms it’s all right. It simply 
means that if anything happens it's my 
funeral. But I am sure my father 
wouldn't like it. Because it seems to 
me that /egally | am entirely depend- 
ent on your goodwill. Reflect. Suppos- 
ing the bell breaks. According to this, 


if I forget to have it mended for a bit 


— 


you can come in and throw 
me out as hard as you like. 





particularly the little bit 3 
green string and the punctua- 
tion. If I ask you a few 
questions about it, it is not 
because I don’t appreciate 
what you are offering me— 
for example, I think it’s 
terribly nice of you to throw 
in the use of the entrance- 
hall. Otherwise 1 should 
have to crawl in at the win- 
dows. No. If, as I say, I 
ask questions it is simply 
because my father, who 
knows a little law (mostly 
wrong), always used to say 
that leases are tricky things 
and that you could very 
easily be had and find your- 
self left with ancient lights 
instead of electricity or some- 
thing like that. So please 
realise that 1 am only trying 
to get the thing clear from 
the outset. 


Well, firstly, there is one 
point which I can’t help feel- 
ing rather strongly. Doesn’t 
it strike you that this is 
rather a one-sided agree- 
ment? Glance an eye at it. 
It runs to four whacking 
great sheets of paper and 





© 





Not that I suppose you 
would, but that isn’t the 
point. The point is that 
under this agreement you 
have made every possible 
provision for my being mad, 
a thug, a bankrupt, or a 
person of no morality, 
whereas I have got to 
assume that you are sane 
and a gentleman. Well, why ¢ 
I am perfectly prepared to 
do so. I am prepared to 
assume that you are a very 
nice chap and all that a 
landlord should be. But if 
I take the risk I don’t see 
why you shouldn’t. After 
all, I’m going to pay for 
your beastly flat. 


So now | am going to 
make a tentative proposal, 
Let’s either have a very 
short lease or a really com- 
prehensive one. For my 
part I am quite prepared to 
sign one which just says 
that I can have the darn 
place as long as I pay the 
rent, look after it and act 
with reasonable sanity, fol- 











twelve sections. And of 
those, all but one inch are “ 
taken up by things I must 
and mustn’t do. The one 








“i AND, LADIES AND GENTLEMEN, BEING COMPLETELY 
UNAWARE THAT I WOULD BE CALLED UPON TO SPEAK... .” 





inch is you. And apparently all you’ve 
got to agree to is that I shall quietly 
hold and enjoy the said suite and that 
you won't interrupt me. I mean to 
say, the thing seems to be drawn 
up from two different angles. Look 
at the trouble you take to lay down 
what I’m to do. Why, I can’t even 
use and permit the said suite to be 
used as a residence of a lunatic idiot 
or insane person if I want to. Not 
that I do particularly. But I feel 
that if we are going into details like 


_ that we ought to do it for both 
| parties. After all, even the bit about 
| not interrupting me is qualified, and I 
_ must always permit the landlord and 


fastenings bells taps washers waste 
water preventors stoves and pipes in 
good and sufficient repair and renew 
any that may become defective and 
will keep all internal pipes and gulleys 
clean and open and in proper repair 
and WILL NoT exhibit any notice in 
or about said suite containing name 
business profession also will not ex- 
hibit any placard . . . and WILL Nor 
hang clothes .. . and WILL NoT.. . 
perambulator parcel box bicycle and 

. WILL Not. . . bird dog cat or 
other animal... and so on. And 
then, apparently, if I do any of these 
things you fall back on a long legal 
paragraph which means that if I do 





lowed by the bit saying that 
/you won’t interrupt me. I 
| must insist on that bit because 
J1 can’t have you butting in 
morning, noon and night and inspect- 
ing same. I might have people there. 


But if you absolutely insist on all 
this business about lunatics idiots and 
insane persons and birds cats and dogs, 
and bicycles perambulators boxes and 
parcels, and windows and drains and 
so on, then I must regretfully start 
doing some insisting too. After all, 
it’s just as reasonable for me to insist 
on a clause which forbids you to send 
people with pneumatic drills to carry 
out repairs between the hours of 
two A.M. and seven A.M. on alternate 
Boxing Days, and sHALL Nor paint the 
gate green and SHALL NOT let any other 


en 
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“IS YOUR DOLLY 
“ YES, SHE Is.” 


“ On, 


DEAR, 
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ILL? 
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portion of the premises to people 
named Binks or Cheadle and sHALL 
not fail to pay the water-rate and so 
on. In fact, if lreally gave my mind to 
it, [ could make it very nasty for you 

So be reasonable and equitable and 
cut out all this pessimism about my) 
morals and my sanity. 

Yours faithfully 

M.S 








Nemesis. 


Edith had been worrying me to 
finish digging the ornamental pond, 
but I did not feel in the mood for 
digging, and so I told her that I must 
knock off a couple of articles for Home 
Hours and locked myself in my study. 
After pacing up and down for twenty 
minutes trying to get hold of an idea 
it dawned on me that I wasn’t in the 


| mood for writing. 


“If only I hadn’t told Edith that I 


had some work to do,” I soliloquised, 


| and go to t 


“I should pop down to the village 
e pictures. If I remem- 


| ber rightly, they are showing Hulbert 


HAS SHE GoT THE 


415 





MUMPS 7?” 








Buchanan in Nice Nights, and a couple 
of hours of Hulbert Buchanan is just 
what | am in the mood for.” 

My first thought was to go to Edith 
and tell her that I was in no mood for 
work and that I intended to treat 
myself to nine-penn’orth of Hulbert 
Buchanan, but I felt sure that she 
would harp on the necessity for 
finishing the ornamental pond. So, 
leaving the door locked, I climbed out 
of the window, sprang lightly to the 
earth and passed with dignity through 
the hedge into the lane. Within ten 
minutes I was sitting in lonely splen- 
dour in the aristocratic back-row of 
the Gorgeous-Elite Cinema. Within 
twenty minutes I was thinking that 
Hulbert Buchanan was not quite as 
funny as usual, and within forty 
minutes I was convinced that Nice 
Nights was the worst picture I had 
ever seen. Even men like Hulbert 
Buchanan cannot always be at the 
top of their form, and in Nice Nights 
Hulbert Buchanan had (as I think they 
say in America) laid an egg. Addled. 


I was glad when Nice Nights was 
over, but the succeeding picture was 
worse. The Gorgeous-Elite Cinema 
can only afford to show one “super” 
picture, and their “‘second feature” is 
usually pretty bad, but this afternoon 
it was so bad that even the man selling 
chocolates stood with his back to it. 
I stuck it for half-an-hour, and then 
threw the rest of my ninepence to the 
winds and went home. felt that I 
never wanted to go inside a cinema 
again. 

Twenty minutes later | went down 
to see if tea were ready. 

“You look tired,” said Edith. “‘ You 
must promise me not to do any more 
work to-day.” 

I promised, and added rather hastily 
that as it was raining | could not 
very well proceed with the ornamental 
pond, 

“Quite,” said Edith. ‘ As a matter of 
fact, I think it would do us both good 
to pop down to the cinema for a couple 
of hours. They say that Hulbert 
Buchanan is a scream in Nice Nights,” 
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The Song of the Stop-Me Man. 


| am the man in the short striped coat; 
All over the land I’m found; 

My bell rings out with a jolly, jolly note 
As I ride my daily round; 

The Spring is coming, the grown-ups cry, 
When the lark begins to sing, 

But the children know that my bell and I 
Are the first true signs of Spring. 


For I and my bell went in 
When the fog and the frost oo. 
But the first warm day you can shout Hooray 
And welcome the Stop-Me Man. 


If anyone’s out for a full-sized brick 
It’s a bob-and-a-half, that’s all; 
I’ve ninepenny ones—you can take your pick— 
And twopenny—good, but small ; 
I’ve coipltal chadiags; twopence a bar, 
And fourpenny tubs—look here— 
And if it’s a penny, well, there you are; 
You couldn't call snowfruits dear. 


Come buy, come buy, come buy; 
You'll find it an excellent plan; 
Whatever the price, if you're after an ice, 
Call out to the Stop-Me Man. 


I stood one day in a quiet street 
When a thief ran by full tilt 

From a stern policeman who felt the heat 
And was somewhat heavily built; 

Now the sun was bright in a brassy sky, 
And there wasn’t a soul to see, 

And, just as that officer passed me by, 
He happened to glance at me. 


And he mopped his manly brow; 
And away the culprit ran, 
And he wasn’t vita for the peeler bought 
A brick from the Stop-Me Man. Dvum-Dvum. 








Specimen Englisch Epistles for Nordic Students. 
(Made in Germany.) 





11l.—Housse A-nuntrnc. An EpistLe to a Houser 
Acrent oF Iyrertor Station, ConTAINING A TALLI OF 
DESIRABILITIES IN A PERHAP TO BE PurcHASED Hovsns. 


My coop Man,—Do not, I entreat you, be off with the 
idea that | am addressing you for purposes of entertainment 
and conversations. Far be this from the truth of the matter. 
You must understand that I am sending you this self- 


| written epistle as a business proposition entirely. The fact 


is | intend to beget a mansion in which to store my family 


_ during the summer season and which would for my part be 


on tap for visits of a week-ending nature after the social 
here-we-go-round of the Wester End. Do you grasp my 


| opinions, eh? 


In the question of hugeness, the habitat must be compre- 
hensive. At least do I insist on a dozen slumber apartitions 
together with searcely less than a great many lounge-abouts 
and receptive chambres, each sufficiently voluminous to 
swing a cad in. So much for dimentions. In one com- 
partment there must be all which is handi for billiarts, so 
that we can disport at pool and snook and entertain our- 
selves when cat and dog is being poured without. 


_ SS 






~ 


Understand that I should not be he who should thrasch 
about with you the problem of draining and indoor saniti, 
Not I for such considerations, gracious indeed not! I will 
despatch some person whose place it is to converse con. 
cerning such matters, and with him can you resolve a 
system. 

As for the gardening spaces to circle round the mansion, 
I will say this. I require a great deal of full bloom, with red 
rose and white rose and all kinds of jacinth, daffydowndilly 
and daisy-daisies among others included. You must see 
to this, I do insist. There must also be a plenty of turf and 
greens, with trees delicious to conduct a promenade under, 
so that townspersons shall come a-visiting and 
remarques such as: ‘What a flaschi parade of rosebuds 
you have here, milord!” or, when they strol above the 
lawning, ‘How I love your shady ways!” 

I must have a golf-way placed fairly nigh, at which I 
can go round and round with my sticks and enchoy the 
sport, and there must be a glubhouse where my good wife 
can be seated and sup alcoholics or pass round the time 
of the day with the other miladies until I should conclude 
the set. 

Although I am he who is lord and master of automobiles 
galorum, I will that the mansion be so nigh to the station 
that if one should take to casting stones they would 
bounce among the trains, for I am on friendly terms with 
a handful of milords who prefer to eschew voyaging many 
miles in their own engines lest the waggons be schocked 
or stained on the tough rostic pathways, so that should they 
be invited to be put up at my place they would employ 
a train. 

The house must be a longstanding affair, but with 
everything of the nicest inserted, such as elecktric lamplight, 
central heat, gas in pipes and many bathplaces. There 
must be no dampness or cooling draughts, for I insist on 
being snog and cosi. 

Kindly despatch now or never a talli of mansions of the 
nature of which I have been descriptive. And take care to 
depress the price as much as can be. Do not, I warn you, 
have the face to do me in the eye and make me pay down 
the nose, with your tongue in your cheek, for I would not 
estomach it and will refuse to foot the bill, if you essay to 
unskin me on a bargain. 

Yours verily, Lorp Rosinson. 

[The ultimate paragraph is intended especially for the 
study of the most advanced students. Sehr idiomatisch.] 








Ad Belgam. 


WHEN the papers published data 
Of a fall in the peseta, 

I refused to be disgruntled or afraid ; 
When Cain was raised (not TUBAL) 
By the slumping of the rouble, 

I declined to be disheartened or dismayed. 





"Twas contrary to Cocker 
When the pound went off its rocker, 
But I did not draw my money from the bank, 
And experienced no temptation 
To indulge in speculation 
On the freakish fluctuation of the franc. 


To me the Latin lira 
Is but a mere chimera; 
I never was enraptured by the yen, 
Or currency quotations, 
Inflations or deflations 
Until the “ Belga”’ swam into my ken. 
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“ WHAT ARE THE SANDWICHES Miss?” 
“’Am AN’ GRASS.” | 
“ WHAT—PLAIN GRASS?” 
“No—PUTTY DEE FOY GRASS.” 
I regret, oh, very greatly, So to justify my choosing 
The fact that until lately This theme for wayward musing | 
I was wholly unacquainted with the word; I welcome this new figure of romance, | 
But the “ Belga’s”’ situation Who by her nomenclature 
And her swift devaluation Has brought a touch of nature 
My deep and heartfelt sympathy has stirred. Into the dreary desert of finance. C. LG. 
The distant dithering dollar 
‘ : _ } ¢ j 
Has sometimes raised my choler, v7 Gur Ungetent Contaanperarten. 24 
But there isn’t any magic in its name “ Fifteen years ago the first educational film to be made in this 
While “Belga.” Cisatlantic country was being laboriously assembled by three people in a dis- 
s ne pegs, Asatiantic, used army hut at Elstree with the aid of rudimentary lighting | 
: Euphonious and romantic, equipment and the most primitive resources, One of them was 
Evokes the image of a noble dame a woman.”—Daily Paper. 
































_ years is too scanty to be of much value. 
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“WHO was THE BOOB WHO TOLD ME YOU WERE A CAVE-MAN?” 








Our Booking-Office. 
(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 





A Jubilee Chronicle. 


|r would be difficult to think of anyone better equipped to 
tell for this year of Jubilee the story of The King’s Grac: 
HoppER AND Stoventon, 5/-) than that ardent loyalist 
ind accomplished historian who is soon (and good luck to 
him!) to be Governor-General of Canada. And right well 
has Mr. Jomn Bucnan performed what reads as though it 
had been a labour of love. A book about a king, unless it 
descend to the fashionable triviality of the “private life,” 
must be something more than a biography ; but throughout 
this survey of the events of a most eventful reign the 
Sovereign is felt as a very real presence, occasionally in the 
foreground but more often, less conspicuously, as a hearten- 
ing and steadying influence in times of unprecedented 
It might be thought that Mr. Bucwan has given 
too great a proportion of his space to the War—a full 
third of his book—and that the treatment of the later 
But the War 
chapters are very good indeed, rising at times to heights 
of real eloquence, and always Mr. Bucuan has the advan- 
tage of writing of affairs with which he has been closely 
and sometimes actively concerned and men whom he has 
known personally. He refrains, for the most part, from 


stress. 


the severities of criticism, expressing, for instance, his 
admiration of Lord Hata without any disparagement of 
Mr. Ltoyp Groree. He has, in fact, suited his temper 
to the occasion which set him writing. 

Austria at the Cross-Roads. 

Modern Austria (DENT, 7/6), diminished to the size of 
Ireland and divided into three factions, is the theme ol 
Miss CiceELy HamiLton’s latest essay in interpretation. 
This incorporates perhaps less personal observation than its 
Russian predecessor, but gives an eminently fair picture of 
an extremely complicated situation. For Miss HamILTon 
the empire of the Hapssurcs is history and hearsay. She 
first beheld its stricken capital in 1920, when the warfare 
between the needs of Vienna and the impoverished country: 
side was at its height; and one of the best chapters in her 
book analyses the necessary antagonism between a self- 
sufficing peasantry and both Industrialism and Socialism. 
She has much to say about education, which is not, m 
Austria as elsewhere, quite the panacea it was; and an 
old-fashioned Landwirtschaftschule near Salzburg is de- 
picted as doing more propitious work than the Socialist 
ventures of the cities. The celebrated Socialist housing— 
and the exaggerated reports of its wreckage—are also con- 
sidered in detail. Finally the embarrassment of all political 
action, in a country whose domestic concerns are every- 
body’s diplomatic business, is sympathetically stressed, and 
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| tion) to an interesting and momentous 
| theme. The Stars Look Down (Got- 


| Conscientious objector and _ idealist 


| his Charles Villiers Stanford (ARNOLD, 15/-). 


on its traditional merits. 
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existing loyalty to the Hapssurcs 
considered not only in this light but 


The Trout in Due Season. 





Putte ALLAN issues 
“ The Sportsman’s Library,” 
And every young Odysseus 
New starting from the quay 
Or from the station platform 
Will buy thereof and let 
A volume, this or that, form 
His only alphabet 





To arts he ’d own—to luring 
The fickle trout, let ’s say, 
If so, by H. D. Turtne 
For Trout Fishing he ‘ll pay 
And learn to fish for fario 
With flies or spinning-reels, 
Learn how the very wary owe 
To worm the weightiest creels ; 











Here ’s science of the surest 
Without pedantic frills 
For Catholic or Purist 
By rivers and by rills; 
‘Twill pay for a perusal 
Both by that Test you love 
And where the water-ousel 
Darts down the haunted Dove. 





Your Mine or Our Mine? 

In producing a novel with a politi- 
cal purpose Dr. A. J. Cronmy has 
yoked a talent less turgid than usual 
(and undoubtedly more potent for defla- 


LANCZ, 8/6) is an eloquent plea for the 
nationalisation of mines, weakened, 
unfortunately, by refusing to allow a 
scintilla of virtue to the opposition. 
Richard Barras, pre-War owner of a 
Tyneside mine—Gradgrind, with a touch 
of satyr—runs the Neptune Colliery 
at a handsome profit and handsomely 
survives the sacrifice of a hundred 
lives to his dividends. Arthur, his son, 
grows up to meet this situation and the 
War, with a sick revulsion from both 




















Sassenach. “STay AND TALK TO ME. ALL THE PASSENGERS IN THIS SHIP SEEM 
TO COME FROM SCOTLAND AND I’M SICK OF HEARING ABOUT THE PLACE.” 

Steward. “As wrELL, ALso, I am Scorcu, Sm. My ratner, Mister Mac- 
DOUGALL, MARRY BoMBAY LADY.” 





employer, he succumbs to post-War 
“control”; and the issue as regards the mine lies between 
two self-made men, Darid the Socialist and Joe the 
profiteer. In leaving the mine worse off than ever, Dr. 
CRONIN suggests, I gather, that Richard, Arthur, David and 
Joe are all malign or impotent, while the nation, an 
assemblage of similarly imperfect characters, is better 
because disinterested. His evidence of course is biased, but 
in his atrabilious fashion he has put a memorable case. 


Stanford. 


Mr. Harry PLUNKET GREENE has made a good job of 
His book 


| should appeal not only to those who knew the man but to 


everybody who is interested in the music of the time. 


| Naturally it deals largely with StanrorD as a musician 








and a pioneer in the revival of British music. Two things 
stand out clearly. He must have been a most admirable 
and original teacher ; his pupils have risen to fame without 
being in the least like him ; and it is high time that his work 
in the larger forms should be taken down from the shelf 
and played. Mr. Greens, a lifelong friend, does not blink 
the fact that he was a quarrelsome person and, sooner or 
later, had a row with most men with whom he came in 
contact ; but that was part of his musical make-up, and was 
due either to his running up against a brick wall or to a 
sense of injustice to others. But there were other STan- 
rorps. There was the wholly unexpected composer of 
absurd settings of limericks. re was the fisherman of 
less skill than enthusiasm. Above all, there was the STan- 
rorD of the Savile Club (caught exactly in “Sry’s” cartoon), 

















SA IR A A 
mearemnternes 


. peaeantoreenmpepencomepenon sterremmmme mena, 


er TL nt a 
pls cone torent 


ener 


RET S 


Re EF Ci NE Rae 9 eT : ve “ “ 
A A Ce ONO 8 RE ly OE LEE BON I OF - a 














| STANFORD was not present. 


the owner of merchant 
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the friendly genial soul in that home of friendliness and 


| veniality, the distinguished man without a frill about him, 


who could carry off a junior and wholly undistinguished 
brother Savilian to a Royal College performance of Shamus 
O’Brien with the remark, “I’d like you to hear it. 
(That is not in the book.) And, while dealing with the 
Savile card-room, Mr. Greene might have included a 
nocturnal incident that took place there, though maybe 
t concerned himself, Ray 
LaNKESTER, the late CHaRLEs Boyp and a wastepaper- 
basket. Perhaps he is keeping it for his reminiscences. 


“Old English ”—Another View. 

“There is,” remarks Mr. Clement Jones, C.B., intro- 
ducing his volume of short Lives of Pioneer Shipowners 
(LIVERPOOL, JOURNAL OF COMMERCE, 10/6), “‘a portrait of 
a Liverpool shipowner that I should like to see taken from 
its frame and torn to tatters.” The portrait in question is 


| that drawn by Mr. Joun Gatswortny in his story, A Stoic. 
| And no doubt Mr. Jones would consign to a like limbo the 


version of the story known to film-goers as Old English, 


| together with Sir ArrHuR Conan DoyLe’s Firm of Girdle- 


biographies of great composers have largely superseded 
imaginary portraiture. Mrs. MEYNELL in her new venture 
is faithful to the older method, already so happily illustrated 
in her charming study of Bacn’s first wife. Time’s Door 
(CHAPMAN AND HALL, 8/6) is the story of a violinist of mixed 
German and Italian parentage—whose ancestor a hundred 
years earlier had been a pupil of the great Jonann Sepastian 
—endowed with the psychic gift of re-entering the life of 
Bacn’s household in waking dreams, to the extent of falling 
in love with the heroine of his dream, CATHARINA Bacu, 
who died long years before he was born. There are moments 
in this strange and beautiful romance which remind one 
of pu MavurrEr’s Peter [bbetson, while in its ethereal quality 
it recalls that remarkable but now forgotten musical 
romance, Alcestis, by the late Mrs. F. W. Cornisu. 





In the Limelight. 

Miss Berra Rvck is irresistibly fascinated by notes of 
exclamation, and this fact is all the more annoying because 
her style of writing does not in the least require them. 
Having, however, registered my protest against these 
excrescences, I can assure Miss Ruck’s devoted followers 





stone, and various other 
works of fiction in which 


vessels does not appear 
in a very attractive 
light. Some of Mr. 
JoneEs’s readers, on the 
contrary, may be in- 
clined to think that he 
is a little inclined to 
over-eulogise his sub- 
jects, and there is no 
doubt that a touch or 
two more of human im- 
perfections would have 
made his portraits all 
the more convincing. 
But as a study of the 
strongly individual type 
of owner whose enter- 
prise and vision did so 
much for British ship- 
ping during the 
century the book is one which is well worth reading by any 
one interested in what, despite all that is said about the 


“Not WORTH TUPPENCE, Sir? 
TIDE 18 IN.” 
last | 








| future of air transport, must remain for many years to 


come the principal key industry of the Empire. Shipping is 


_ having its dark days at present, and it is only the spirit 


of courage, determination and unquenchable optimism 
which animated these bewhiskered and befobbed owners of 
yesterday which can pull it through. 


Through the Ivory Door. 
Musical novels in the Victorian age remind one of what 
ScHUMANN wrote of musical criticism—that few literary 


_ men knew much about music and few musicians had literary 
| gifts. ScumANN himself and Beriioz were notable excep- 


tions to the second half of his dictum, and in the last ten 
days Frrrz KretsLER has shown himself to be a master of 
the art of elegantly expressed but lacerating invective; 


_while Romaty Roiianp, in his monumental Jean Chris- 


| tophe, escapes the censure involved in the first. But senti- 


mental! hero-worship, the leading characteristic of English 
musical fiction from Charles Auchester to The First Violin. 
is out of fashion. Even Grorer Sanp’s once famous 
Consuelo, inspired by the meteoric career of PAULINE 
Vrarpot-Garcta, is little read to-day, and romantic 








You 


that A Star in Love 
(HODDER AND Srovaen- 
TON, 7/6) will provide 
them with a story which 
is written with indomit- 
able zest and fervour. 
|The question to be de- 
cided is whether a young 
actress, Jane Richards, 
can allow love to inter- 
| fere with her career, and 
| it is answered in a way 
that is entirely satisfac- 
tory. Times and again 
I found myself thinking 
that Providence was 
almost too kind to Jane, 
but, granted that this 
is true, her history will 
give entertainment to 
those who are not con- 
spicuously high-browed. 


OUGHT TO BE HERE WHEN THE 





Good Fortune. 

Although the mannerisms of Mr. H. C. BatLey’s deducer 
are more than a little irritating, the six tales in Mr. Fortune 
Objects (GOLLANCz, 7/6) are without exception so ingeni- 
ously contrived that they are both exciting and easy to 
read. Perhaps the cleverest of the batch is “The Broken 
Toad,” in which a self-sacrificing daughter is far from 
receiving any reward for her unselfishness; but for absolute 
and purposeful devilry “The Long Dinner” requires a lot 
of defeating. In the concluding story, ‘The Yellow Slugs,” 
Mr. Fortune shows that his heart is kind however super- 
cilious his manner at times may be. And in all these “ob- 
jections”’ he retains his form as an unraveller of mysteries. 








Compliment Which Might Have Been More Happily 





Expressed. 
“Some two or three hundred sausages disappeared at the recent 
supper of the —— Young Conservatives. The ladies did the lion's 


share of the work attaching to this function.”’—Political Gazette. 





Back-to-Back in High Circles. 
“*T am behind Lord Trenchard and he is behind me.’ ” 
Reported Statement of Minister of Transport. 
We are beside ourselves. 


—., 


[April 10, 1935 








— 








SS 


oo wa we 





nt 
a's 




















April 17, 1935] 








Charivaria. 





A critic of the traffic regulations 


million little worms and predicts that 
some day they will fuse themselves into 
one large worm and turn. The diffi- 
culty would be to find room for this 
manceuvre. Beara on 








& & 
% 
“Spring air,” a 
woman-writer re- 
marks, “is like 
champagne.” And 
usually on ice. 


% & 
% 


Women are ad- 
vised that the best 
way of storing 
furs for the sum- 
mer is to pawn 
them. Pop goes 
the ermine. 





Me % 
* 

KinG ALFRED is 
believed to have 
been educated at 
Sherborne. Even 
as a fag he was 
famous for letting 
the toast burn. 


% = 
* 
‘Medical — stu- 
dents need a great 
deal of training be- 
fore they can write 
passable prescrip- 
tions,” mentions a 
doctor. We under- 
stand that some 
of their earlier 
efforts are hope- 
lessly legible. 


A girl has had 
her finger-nails 
painted in her 
fiancé’s regimental 
colours. For girls 
engaged to civil- 








ians there are Dahan 
possibilities in the Old School Nail 
e & 
& 


“There are hundreds of alternative 
solutions to the problem of world- 
peace,” says a writer. It is somewhat 
surprising that one of the popular news- 
papers hasn’t set it as a competition 
before now. * % 

id 

The broadcast to America from 

Worpswortn’s cottage included the 


VOu. CLXXXVITN. 


describes motorists as two-and-a-half 


sound of the cuckoo-clock. Poetical 
listeners-in are said to have been un- 
decided whether to call it bird or but 
a wandering voice. 


In view of Mr. Grorrrey SHAKE- 
SPEARE’S statement that if all the slum- 
dwellers who have been re-housed were 


A best-seller confesses that he does 
all his writing in a room practically 
bare of furniture. So do many un- 
known novelists. 


=? 
A correspondent states that our 


railways are the most enterprising in 
the world. They are certainly always 








Helpful Officer (equal to all inquiries). “Tuar's THE Way TO BuRLINGTON House, 
MADAM, AND I HAVE NO HESITATION IN SAYING I'VE SEEN FAR WORSE PICTURES. 


formed in column of fours they would 


take thirty-six hours to march down 
Whitehall, it will be readily understood 
why all idea of this demonstration has 
been abandoned 


A Scottish motorist offers for sale in 
good condition a car which he bought 
in 1893. He is believed to have 
been attracted by a twentieth-century 
model 





advertising some 
new departure. 


* & 
* 


“Why do 380 
many people criti- 
cise the Postmas- 
TER - GENERAL?” 
asks a writer. Is 
it that they don’t 


u rove 
Nibs? , , 
*% 


A correspondent 
says that his wife 
took photographs 
of him when he 


show them to his 
friends if they 
come out. So heis 
now awaiting de- 
| velopments. 





| * * 
At a 


from thirty coun- 
tries it was advo- 


about to 
should be required 
to have their eye- 
sight 
Less might then 
be heard 
saying that 
is blind. 


love 


* & 
xy 
whoisalso a cham- 


single - handed. 
a He used the trun- 
cheon-stroke. 





% & 
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of His 


certified. | 


A policeman | 





arrived home after | 
a reunion dinner | 
and threatens to | 


London | 
meeting of oculists | 


cated that persons | 
marry | 


of the | 


pion swimmer has | 
arrested six toughs | 


‘“My one interest in life nowadays is | 


yachting,” remarks a film actress, She 
doesn’t reveal his name. 
+ 

An unexploded Mills bomb offered at 
a jumble sale at Robertsbridge, Sussex, 
was found to have the safety-pin still 
in. This of course made it an even 
better bargain. 
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Stresa—and After. 


Wauat little town in Europe, 
By mountain or lake-shore, 
Is out of the beat of the men who meet 
To save the world from war? 
Baedeker knows their number, 
But who shall recite the facts— 
The foreign faces, the queer suit-cases 
And the pith and point of the Pacts! 


But never a Pact of Brighton 
Nor Margate comes to be; 
The conversations of all the nations 
Are always across the sea. 
A blessing upon their councils! 
But I wish they would sometimes land 
And ring at the bell of the King’s Hotel 
At Asterisk-on-the-Strand. 


The East wind brings us snowstorms 
And the West wind brings us rain, 
But many support this health-resort 
And keep on coming again ; 
The North wind’s breath is bitter, 
But a southerly wind, I know, 
Is extremely pleasant to all those present, 
For the Boots has told me so. 


And I walk about by the bandstand 
And long for a distant view 

Of the great Italian’s cloud-borne galleons 
Sailing across the blue. 

| wish I could offer FLanpin 
Our wonderful French cuisine, 

And 1 hear of a set of rooms “To Let” 
That is willing to take Sra.iy. 


Gentlemen, flight is easy 
And Peace is good to discuss, 
And those who are bitten with love for Britain 
Should ma to stay with us. 
I look to the Rhyl Concordat 
And the Treaty of Windermere ; 
And even Hrrier might look much littler 
From the end of the Asterisk pier. Evog. 





On the Warpath. 


Sirrina at my ease in the Park, watching the buds 
bursting, I became suddenly aware that I was not alone. 
Over the edge of the bench, almost at my elbow, a small 
round head, not unbedecked with feathers, was coming 
gradually into view. : 

“Hallo!” I said. “And who are you?” 

“Red Indians,” replied the head, frowning terribly. 
“You're trapped.” ; 

It was true. Two eyes regarded me unblinkingly from a 
bush to my immediate front, while a movement in the grass 
on my left showed me that in that direction too there was 





no escape. 


“We're gong to scalp you,” went on the head pleasantly. 

| looked wildly ttc. or help, but, except for a nursemaid 
wheeling a pram, t was no one in sight and to involve 
innocent women and children in the approaching massacre 
would not, I felt, be in accordance with the Code. I decided 
to play for time. 


“Oughtn’t you to say ‘Hist!’ if you are real Red 
Indians?” I suggested. 

The suggestion was not well received. 

“Red Indians don’t say ‘Hist!’ silly. It’s the White: 
Man who says it to his companion when he sees the Indians,” 

I had no companion, but I did not wish to seem backward 
in the ordinary courtesies of the great North-West. So I 
took my pipe out of my mouth and said “Hist!” very 
loudly and suddenly. The owner of the head promptl 
fell over backwards, but before I had time to take - 
van of his misfortune and stun him with my umbrella 
he had sent out the rallying cry of his tribe—a kind of high. 
pitched quavering squawk, such as you may often hear 
by the shores of Gitche Gumee—and his associates were 
running to his aid. The larger of the two, a Brave of some 
seven summers, carried, like his fallen leader, a handy chunk 
of wood, but the other, I was glad to see, was unarmed. 
Still, three to one was heavy odds. 

“He must die!”’ said the leader briefly, getting to his 
feet. 

The warriors bowed their heads in agreement. “It is the 
Law,” they said simply. 

“Hear me first, O Chief Horse Feathers,” I began con- 
fusedly; but the leader waved me to silence with his 
tomahawk. 

“T’m Chief Morning Star,” he said rapidly, ‘‘and this is 
Flying Eagle and this is Sitting Bull, only he isn’t a proper 
Red Indian really ’cos he hasn’t got a tomahawk.” 

‘‘T am a pwoper Indian,” said Sitting Bull. 

“No, you’re not.” 

ae am.” 

“ You’re not.” 

“7 am.” 

“You're not. You know you're noi.” 

“Tam, I am, I am,” said Sitting Bull, sticking to it. 

“Rot!” said Flying Eagle, taking a hand. ‘ You haven't 


even a the Torture.” 

This ing reminder of his shortcomings effectively 
silenced Sitting Bull, and Chief Morning Star lost no time 
in calling the meeting to order. 

“ Anyway,” he said abruptly, “ we ‘re going to scalp you.” 

‘‘ But I have done you no harm, Morning Star,” I pleaded. 
‘When have I slain your warriors or raided your wigwams 
or stolen your squaws? You have no quarrel with me.” 

“You are a Paleface and must die. It is the Law.” 

“It is the Law,” echoed Flying Eagle loyally. But 
Sitting Bull made no comment. He hadn't been tortured 
and it rankled. 


Meanwhile Chief Morning Star was sharpening his 
tomahawk on his boot. There was no time to lose. 
“Think not, Big Chief,” I began hastily, “to escape 
retribution in time to come if any harm befalls me at your 
hands, The Great White Chief, who dwells across the waters, 
will avenge me. His mighty war canoes will come against 
you, his war-birds that slay from afar will swoop upon your 
wigwams, his warriors, that are as the sands of the sea m 
number, will utterly destroy you and all your tribe. Before 
the moon returns again to the full it shall be as I say.” 
This menacing speech was not without effect. The Braves, 
looking exceedingly grave, withdrew to some little distance 
to consider it; and after a lengthy confabulation, not made 
any shorter by the obviously obstructionist tacties of 
Sitting Bull, returned with their verdict. ie 
“We have hearkened to your words, 0 White Man,” said’ 
their spokesman with immense dignity, “and though we fear 
not your Great White Chief we’re goin’ to give you a chance. 
You 've got to be tried by fire.” 
Not being quite sure what Trial by Fire might be, [ 
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Meer , 
“HOLMES, YOU ASTOUND MB!” 


{The new Metropolitan Police Laboratory for the scientific investigation of crime was opened at Hendon by 
the Home Secretary last week.] 


















epee mnie bet ee tt» 





PEN ARIE ETT I aE 


4 5 Tate t 
0 ARCA LOLOL AE I OOLIL EDLC LOLI AILS AOL 2 A OR ABN OR 
nme seomnitee 
ox aon So er start ne A oe enone earner mit br ramen ee 7 pamper oipe-o—~~4 



































a 


=o PUNCH, or The London Charivar _ ta 


ees 





“My DEAR FRIENDS, AS AN ENCORE Mr. HicGINBOTHAM HAS KINDLY CONSENTED TO RENDER ‘I ATTEMPT FROM Lovr's 
Sickness TO Fry, put my VAIN,’ ACCOMPANIED OF CouRSE BY Mrs. HIGGINBOTHAM. 











ontented myself with a defiant look and settled down to wait 

for the ordeal. It was clearly going to be a fairly lengthy 
business, Sitting Bull, reconciled by the delegation to him 
of such an important job, soon had quite a nice heap of 
leaves and brushwood piled ether; but then came a 
hitch. Flying Eagle, who had been busy with a pair of 
ticks, simply could not produce fire. He rubbed and he 
rubbed, but not a spark rewarded his efforts. He rubbed 
until he was tired, and then Morning Star took it up 
But in the end he too, manfully though he wrought, had to 
give in. There seemed to be only one thing for a White 
Man to do. I lent them my match-box. 

Now, though I can meet as courageously as any man the 
threat of scalping and even awaiting with a certain stoicism 
the prospect of "rial by Fire, there is one thing I cannot 
bear and that is the wanton destruction of my matches 
When they were about halfway through the box and still 
as far from success as ever, I leapt wildly to my feet. 

“Here!” I cried; “let me try.” 

I claim no very deep knowledge of scoutcraft, but I could 
still teach those Indians something. In a little while several 
of the leaves were smouldering, and by lying on my front 
and blowing gently on the embers I soon had the sticks 
alight and crackling merrily. It was a good fire and I was 
proud of it. What matter that I had, in a sense, signed my 
own death-warrant ? 

“There!” I said. “What do you think of that ?”—and 
looked up for the approbation of the Braves. But they were 
no longer —— They had vanished as if they had never 


been. And in their place stood a large and uncompromising 
man in blue. 


I clasped him by the knees 

‘Saved!’ I cried. “Saved! Brave man! Single-handed 
you have driven off the Indians and delivered me from a 
dreadful fate. How can I ever repay you?” 

“Never mind about them boys,” he said unkindly. 
‘Don’t you know fires aren’t allowed in the Parks?” 

I rose to my feet and brushed some of the leaves off 
my tie. 

“IT can explain, Constable,” I said hopefully. 

‘Name and address, please?” 

“But, Officer-——” 

“It’s no good, Sir,” he said patiently. “I'll have te 
summons you.” 

“ But why?” 

“Tt’s the Law,” he said 

Then I knew that I was doomed. H. F. E. 








“J oiled up the cylinders well before cranking, and also checked 
over the ignition system well before cranking, including there” was 
a spirited performance of ‘We come from the mountains,’ by Bach, 
and the sparking plugs. A new battery was used for cranking. 
What do you think causes engine to run unevenly and to miss 80 
much ? "—Motoring Correspondent’s Query. 


Have you tried switching the wireless off? 





“ Naturally it is best of all if one can throw oneself full length 
upon a couch in a darkened room, abandoned to the healing power 
of nature, as an animal does when it feels fatigued.” 

From an Article on Relaxation, 


Darling Fido! He always draws the curtains before he gets 
down to his afternoon nap. 
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The Boat-Race of 1945. 








IMPORTANT NOTICE. 


The public is reminded that 
this Running Commentary is 
strictly copyright. The inform- 
ation it contains is intended for 
private enjoyment only, and it 
may not be set to music or 
recorded for the gramophone or 
read aloud at public meetings 








. . WELL, here’s the great mo- 
ment round once again. Cambridge 


| have won the toss and decided to take 


| Would 
| right? Yes, I’m right. 


| boats are straight, | 
| neither 


| they ‘re getting ready— | 


the Surrey station. Ox- | 
ford’s just lining up on 
the stake-boat now— | 
never saw such a fine-| 
looking crew. Wouldn’t 
you say Oxford was a| 
great crew this year? 
Yes, a great crew. Here | 
come Cambridge. I} 
think I’m right in say-| 
ing that nobody really | 
wants Cambridge to win | 
this year. I’m sure even | 
the Cambridge crew} 
would like to see Oxford | 


break the sequence. | 
you say I’m 


Well, now, both the| 


looking very 
happy, poor chaps. Now | 
now, now, Now they're | 
off———_ No, they’re not | 

now they’re off. Ox-| 
ford’s got away to a) 
lovely start—a beautiful | 


Cinema 


| start, rowing like one man. Cambridge, 


if anything, is a little bit up. Would 
you say about half-a-length? Yes, 
about three-quarters-of-a-length. Ox- 
ford have done very well in practice 
this year. Cambridge is going up a little 


| nothing to worry about yet, though 
| Oxford’s hanging on magnificently; 


now Stroke’s giving them a spurt; he 
has his men with him and knows what 


| they can do. That was a beautiful little 


spurt. Cambridge are going up a little 
I should think, wouldn’t you? Yes, 
about three lengths, I should say 
No. 6 in the Oxford boat is rowing 
magnificently. Oxford is hanging on. 
Oxford are keeping well together 
Here's the Mile-Post. Oxford are still 
rowing very strongly and keeping the 
rate up. Cambridge seem to be about 
six lengths ahead. 

Now the Oxford cox is steering in 
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behind the Cambridge boat—a beauti- 
ful piece of work. Just look at Stroke! 
Wouldn't you say that Stroke was abso- 
lutely magnificent? Yes, magnificent, 
[ should say. Now Oxford are spurting. 
Oxford are hanging on magnificently. 
Stroke has them well together—won- 
derful man, Stroke!—and No. 7 is 
backing him up splendidly. 

Here's Hammersmith Bridge. Cam- 
bridge are shooting Hammersmith 
Bridge. I should think they’re about 
eleven-and-a-half lengths clear by 
now, wouldn't you? Yes, about twelve 
and-a-half, possibly twelve - and -a- 
quarter lengths clear. 

Now we're getting near the Stork. 
Cambridge are rowing quite well, rather 
ragged perhaps and shipping a little 





Producer. 


water, but rowing quite well. Oxford 
are simply magnificent. They ’re much 
longer in the water than Cambridge, 
a little slower perhaps, but much 
steadier. I don’t remember ever seeing 
a steadier crew Would you say I 
remembered ever seeing a steadier 
crew’ No, never anything steadier. 
We're just getting to Duke’s Meadows 
now. Oxford are rowing magnificently. 
I wish you were here with me to see 
how magnificent they are. Cambridge 
have gone up a little. Would you say 
they were a quarter-of-a-mile clear 
now! Yes, possibly nineteen-and-a- 
half lengths. Cambridge are rowing 
quite well 

Oxford are keeping well together and 
not getting flurried. Stroke’s giving 
them a spurt. Now they're creeping 
up. Cambridge is just shooting Barnes 
Bridge. Cambridge are fighting back. 


WaAlTER, WHEN WAS THIS EGG RELEASED?” 





Cambridge is putting on aspurt. Cam- 
bridge is going up. Oxford's hang- 
ing on gloriously. I don’t remember 
seeing a cleverer cox. Would you say 
I ever remembered seeing a cleverer 
cox? No, cox is just magnificent. Just 
look at the way Oxford are going 
through the water! I don’t remember 
seeing a crew that went through the 
water like that. Now Oxford is shoot- 
ing Barnes Bridge. They're making 
Cambridge fight every inch. Can you 
see Cambridge? Yes, so should I— 
about half-a-mile, I should say, 
wouldn't you? Oh, no; I’m sorry— 
that’s not Cambridge. My glass is a 
bit blurred. Cambridge are about 
three-quarters of a mile ahead. Now 
Oxford’s spurting. Jn—Out, One- 
71 Out, Two—Out— 
| Wouldn't you say that 
| was a magnificent rate ? 
| Yes, a perfectly wonder- 
| ful rate. 
ling like a giant. Stroke 
| isstroking magnificently. 
| Cambridge must be just 
jabout passing the post 
inow. What time do you 
/make it? About 17.25. 
Yes, Cambridge have 
been rowing quite well. 
Cambridge have broken 
the record by about sixty 
seconds, or one minute. 
Oxford are still row- 
ing magnificently. Now 
they’re spurting to 
finish. Jn—Out, One— 
Out, T'wo—Out—asplen- 
did rate for the end of 
a gruelling race. Yes, 


ing magnificently. 





|saw a more magnificent 
—_—_______/crew! No, everybody 
agrees it’s perfectly magnificent. Oxford 
have been perfectly splendid. That is 
the end of my little commentary. 
Oxford have been simply magnificent.” 








“The Rev. A. R. Vincent, Minsterley, was 
the Lenten preacher at the Parish Church 
on Thursday evening. The pulpit was 
occupied by the Rev. L. A. Gibson, Hope 
and Shelve, and the Rev. R. F. Manford, 
Lydham and More,”—Local Paper. 

It seems a pity that the Rev. Tom 
Cobley couldn’t be there. 


Nowe or Moron VeHicies. 
Ministry SEEKING A STANDARD.’ 
London Paper Headlines. 


It ’s not in our garage. 





The Last Indignity. 
*Cnarns ror WALKERS. 
N. Lonnow Exprrment.” 
News Headings. 





No. 4’s work- | 


Oxford have been row- | 


Would you say I ever | 
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What is “ Publishing”? 

Ar Bow Street yesterday the Chief 
Metropolitan Magistrate considered an 
interesting point arising under the 
Betting and Lotteries Act, 1934. Mr. 
Bitter, the licensee of the “ Knight-at- 
Arms,” was ¢ with an offence 
under Section 22 (1) (¢) of the Act by 
“publishing” a “list of prize-winners 
or winning tickets in a lottery.” 

Mr. Sheep, for the Crown, said: 
“The facts are that the defendant has 
« wireless receiving set in the private 
parlour behind the public bar, and by 
means of a loud-speaker the sounds 
received by this instrument are made 
audible to any visitors to the house 
who may happen to be taking refresh- 
ment in the bar. 

“On the evening of April Ist Mr. 
Bitter’s customers hag ie nies to 
hear issuing from the loud- er a 
list of mses tickets in a sweepstake 
or lottery, with the names of the 
holders and the amounts of their 
winnings ts 1 chon the 

The Magistrate. But 1 thought that 
all sweepstakes and lotteries had been 
stopped ? 

Mr. Sheep. Yes, Sir. But it appears 
thatalargesweepstake isstill ucted 
in the Irish Free State for the benefit 
of the sick. This particular sweepstake, 
| am instructed, was connected in some 
way with the Grand National horse- 
race— 

The Magistrate. Does that take place 
in Ireland? 

Mr. Sheep. No, Sir. My instructions 
are, Sir Blake, that it is run in the 
vicinity of Liverpool. 

“Some of Mr. Bitter’s customers,” 


| counsel continued, “being law-abiding 


citizens, were shocked to hear this 
information broadcast in the Engli 

tongue; and T am happy to include in 
that category the name of the good 
Mr. Haddock. Others who, by what 
means I know not, had them- 
selves of tickets in this unlawful foreign 
lottery or knew of friends or relatives 
in that position, were interested to hear 
the announcement. Some, indeed, re- 


_ turned to the inn at about the same 
_ time on the evenings of April 2nd, 3rd, 
_ 4th, Sth and 6th, when the winning 
| tickets in the classes Da to Er, Ha to 


Lo, Le to Mz, Na to Pz and Qa to Zw 
respectively were given out. And two 
or three persons, as you will hear in 
| evidence, were canbied toy the informa- 
_ tion thus acquired to secure substantial 
_ money-prizes for themselves or friends, 
_ with the natural result that they will be 
| encouraged to acquire tickets in future 
| lotteries, to say nothing of the moral 


and physical damage which they are 
bound to suffer through. visiting a 
public-house on six evenings in suc- 
cession. Now, Sir——” 

The Magistrate. But are you telling 
me that the B.B.C. is making these 
announcements? I thought Sir Joy 
ReITta—— 

Mr. Sheep. No, Sir. There is a trans- 
mitting station at Luxembourg, in 
Europe, the use of which, I understand, 
is hired from time to time by the Irish 
Hospitals Trust. 

The Magistrate. All this is very 
shocking. Can it not be stopped ? 

Mr. Sheep. No, Sir Blake. 

The Magistrate. What is the legal 

ition? If the announcer of pro- 
ibited news be a British subject, can 
he not be proceeded against ? 

Mr. Sheep. Sir Blake, he is on foreign 
soil. 

The Magistrate. But his voice is 
heard in England, and that is his 
intention. It is as if he fired a gun into 
this country from outside the three- 
mile limit. The moment he landed on 
these shores he would be arrested. 

Mr. Sheep. These speculations, Sir, 
are fuil of interest. But in the present 
case it is Mr. Bitter whose actions 
are in question. Whether or not the 
announcer in a foreign country can be 
held liable for his utterance in this, it 
seems clear that Mr. Bitter did deliber- 
ately “tune in” his instrument to a 
certain station at a certain hour with 
the intent that certain information 
should be made known to any member 
of the public who might be present ; or, 


in other words, he has been guilty of 


publishing information contrary to law. 

Mr. Bitter pleaded ‘* Not Guilty.” In 
the box he admitted the facts as stated 
by the Crown, but denied that he had 
deliberately tuned in the sweepstake 
announcements. 

Counsel. What were you doing, 
then ? 

Mr. Bitter. 1 was trying to get 
Warsaw. 


Counsel. You were trying to get 
Warsaw and you got Luxembourg 
instead / 

Mr. Bitter. Yes, Sir. 

Counsel. And this happened for six 
successive evenings ! 

Mr. Bitter. Yes, Sir. 

Counsel. For how long, Mr. Bitter, 
have you used this set ? 

Mr. Bitter. Two years. 

Counsel. Two years? And you ex- 
pect the Court to believe your story ? 
Mr. Bitter. Yes, Sir. ; 

The Magistrate. 1 do not follow. 
Surely by now, Mr. Bitter, you are able 
to adjust the instrument to one station 
or another as desired / 
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Mr. Bitter. Your honour, the wave. 
lengths are terrible close. Warsaw 1339, 
your worship, and Luxembourg 1304, 

The Magistrate. I have never listened 
in, but the margin seems considerable. 

Mr. Bitter. No, my lord. And 
Luxembourg being nearer, your wor. 
ship, and stronger, your honour, it’s 
terrible hard to get Warsaw without 
Luxembourg, your grace. 

Mr. Blow (for the defence). 1 pro- 
pose, Sir Blake, to call expert evidence 
to that effect. 

The Magistrate. 1 see, Mr. Bitter, 
And why did you wish to “ get,” as you 
sey, Warsaw / 

Mr. Bitter. My lord, the Warsaw 
programmes are terrible popular at my 
house. Mr. Haddock, Sir, and one or 
two others, always asking me to turn 
on Warsaw. My wife, my lord, is 
going to have a baby, and she has 
cravings, Sir, same as many women do, 
your honour, in that condition. Just 
now it’s a craving for Polish music. 
I’m very partial to a bit of Polish 
myself, your worship. I don’t under- 
stand it, but it gives me a comfortable 
feeling. 








There was silence in Court for a short 
time. 


Mr. Sheep. Can you recall, Mr, 
Bitter, any particular Polish items 
which you or your customers were 
anxious to hear on the evenings in 
question ? 

Mr. Bitter. Yes, Sir. As it happens, 
I have the programme with me. On 
the Monday, Sir, at six o’clock, there 
was a nice programme of Choral records 
and later on a Talk for farmers. On 
the Tuesday, Sir, there were some 
operetta records Mr. Haddock asked 
for particular and some Polish preludes 
by Madame Orraw my wife had a fair 
hunger for. On the Wednesda y— 

Mr. Sheep. That will do, Mr. Bitter. 


Mr. Haddock and a radio expert gave 
evidence in support of Mr. Bitter. 


The Chief Magistrate said : 

“There are two questions the Court 
has to answer. irst, assuming @ 
guilty intent, do the defendant's 
actions constitute an offence? And, 
secondly, had he in fact a guilty 
intent? As to the first I have no doubt. 
Although a man who turns on th 
wireless in a public or semi-publie 
place does not ‘ publish’ in the ordinary 
sense the announcements transmitted 
by his instrument, it is clear that he is 
by his definite act causing or enabling 
the public to be seized of information 
which they might not otherwise obtain; 
and that, in the present subject-matter, 
is precisely what Parliament has of- 
dained that a man is not to do. My 
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answer to the first question, then, is in 
the affirmative. 

“But a man is not to be made 
criminally liable for an offence which 
he never intended to commit or could 
by reasonable care have avoided. Mr 
Bitter has told the Court in a straight- 
forward manner that for various rea- 
sons he has a particular desire to hear 
the wireless programmes of Poland; 
and we were told that the programmes 
of Britain were not always of such a 
character as to make that assertion 
improbable. Further, the expert evi- 
dence has satisfied me that it is in 
fact difficult to seek Warsaw without 
receiving Luxembourg. Indeed the 
only shadow of doubt in my mind about 
the case is caused by the apparition in 
Court of Mr. Haddock; and even that 


| doubt is not substantial enough to 
| form the basis of a conviction. 


“I must conclude, then, that Mr 


| Bitter is the victim of circumstances. 
| In his passionate but blameless pursuit 
' of Polish music and culture in the ether 





he has stumbled upon the deplorable 
relics of a foreign sweepstake. But 
that may happen to anyone. 

“The charge is dismissed.” 
A.P.H 





The Rock. 
Wuen Hercules made up his mind 
To try another labour, 
He smote the rocks which used to 
bind 
Europa to her neighbour, 
And so that fame might ever 
shine 
On this his latest thriller, 
He marked his effort with a fine 
Commemorative pillar 


And as the candle draws the moths 
Which flutter round and vanish 
Here came the Tyrians and the 
Goths, 

The Moors 
Spanish, 
Who seized the 

and flame, 
Smote and themselves 
smitten, 
Until it finally became 
The property of Britain. 


and then the 


Rock by sword 


were 


See how it stands and shows the 
Kast 
A side that’s sere and sallow 
Reserving for the West a feast 
Of candytuft and aloe, 
Where Mars peers out 
flower and grass 
And masquerades as hermit, 
Where only apes and gulls may 
pass 
Without the proper permit 


through 
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And all about the mountain-side 
In grim and break-neck places 
Stalwarts in blue and khaki stride 
With laughter on their faces; 
For, though the paths be strait and 
steep, 
They smile as men whose fate is 
l'o live where drinks are really cheap 
And smokes are almost gratis. 


Down in the harbour far below 
A silvery fleet is lying, 

\nd ever restless to and fro 
Grey birds of war are flying; 


And while such glorious sights as those 
Still thrill you, down the road pours 
A cavaleade of G.S.O.'s 
Complete with wives (in Jodhpurs), 


Klsewhere authority may fail 
(nd earth be sour with sadness, 

But here’s a Rock which tells a tale 
Of discipline and gladness; 

And when the world is ill at ease 
And politicians falter, 

It’s good to turn from thoughts like 

these 


And think about Gibraltar. J.M.S. 


| 
| 
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As Others Hear Us. 


Sitting on the Jubilee. 

+. ee ee 
mind anyone present we're met 
here to discuss the — oe 
methods of celebrating ubilee 
this village in such a way that we shall 
none of us, or anyway, none of the 
younger ion, to whom, after 
all, th I don’t for one moment 
mean to imply that those of us who 
are of all are not equally, or even 
more—— that a address 
your suggestions to the ir——” 
’ “YT think, whatever we do have, or 


| not, it ought to be something that will 


really last, to remind them. Like fire- 
works, for instance.” 

“Now that’s exactly what I was 
coming to myself. I’ve seen more 
damage done by fireworks than by a 
bombardment. I remember up at 
Simla, in 1861 it must have been——” 

“One moment, General, if you'll 
forgive me. I’m sure that Mrs.—er— 
our friend Mrs.——” 

se Henn.” 

“Mrs. Henn, of course. Mrs. Henn 
had no intention—not the very slight- 
est intention, I think I may safely say 

-of advocating damage to property 
in making her very, very interesting 
suggestion.” 

“She may have had no intention, 
Sir, but I can assure you—and I s 
from the personal experience of a 
lifetime——” 

“And of course I meant properly 
done, by the Rector or somebody, say, 
in the middle of the village.” 

“In the middle of the village! Are 
you aware that no fewer than two glass- 
houses, my own included, are situated 
in the very fa 

“ Besides, anyway, if nobody minds 
my interrupting, there’s one thi 





_ we really ought to settle before we do 


fireworks or anything else. What about 
the schoolchildren ¢ Mugs or medals ¢”’ 

“Ah! That's what everybody ’s been 
writing to The Times about.” 

“When dear Queen Victoria cele- 
brated her first Jubilee, I think—but 
it might have been her second—I 
rather think that the dear little child- 
ren in our dear old parish at home—I 
was brought up quite in the wilds of 


| Northumberland, where every little 
_ event was important—if my recollec- 


tion serves me, I think medals were 
distributed. But it may have been 
mugs. It may very well have been 
mugs.” 

“Well, if I may be allowed to make 
a suggestion—— 


* Please, Lady Chick, neal 
“Then whet | say is, y the child- 


ren? Why not concentrate on the old 
ple? After all, they probably won't 
with us much longer, whereas the 
children have got years and years in 
which to enjoy themselves.” 

“Not if a Socialist Government gets 
in they haven't.” 

“I’m sure we all quite see Lady 
Chick’s point, which most undoubtedly 
deserves serious consideration. Though 
at the same time—— But I need 
hardly remind this Committee—which 
I’m glad to see is an exceedingly 
representative one—that all sugges- 
tions will be extremely welcome.” 

“Before we go any further I’m 
afraid I really ought to say—and I 
hope nobody will think I’m being in 
any way personal, because really I’m 
not in the very least—but I shall 
certainly resign from the Committee at 
once if it’s always going to be a man 
in the Chair, because one of the things 
I most believe in is men and women 
being absolutely equal and exactly the 
same.” 

“T can only say——" 

“Tn that case I’m bound to say——” 

“Tf I may be allowed a word——” 

“One appreciates Miss Rock’s frank - 
ness, I think I may say, whilst at the 
same time——- But our Vice-Chairman, 
I am happy to inform her, is our 
dear friend the Dowager Lady Byrd, 
unhappily prevented from taking her 
place amongst us to-night owing to 
her very, very great age and numerous 
infirmities. No doubt on the next 
occasion of our meeting . 

“Oh, that’s quite all right, then. 
It’s just a matter of principle, you see. 
So long as it’s all right. And I do hope 
a I meant anything per- 
sonal, because that’s the very last thing 
I should ever do.” 

“Quite, quite. Then if there are no 
further suggestions to be——” 

“TI do wonder if we couldn't get up 
a pageant, like the one they had at 
Runnymede. That is, if somebody 
would be so kind as to let us use a 
garden. Not the tennis-court, of course, 
but perhaps the other bits.” 

“Sir Walter Raleigh and Queen 
Elizabeth.” 

“King Alfred, | think, would be 
more suitable.” 

“I may be quite wrong, but I’ve 
always felt perfectly certain one could 
do quite a lot with King Canute. Not 
the real sea, of course—that would be 
too difficult when we’re so far inland 
—but just some little contrivance or 
other. I’m sure I’d most gladly help 
with any needlework.” 

“Thank you, thank you, Mrs. Part- 
ridge. A kind offer that is indeed 
worth remembering. Now I wonder 
whether——” 








“One thing I hope we shal! none of us 
consent to—and I’m very certain the 
dear Royal Family would be the first 
persons in the world to agree with me— 
no roasting of oxen whole.” 

“Certainly, certainly. No doubt we 
are all at one on such a point—and in 
any case I rather doubt whether the 
actual facilities of the village——” 

“T must strongly protest against 
anything of the kind. As a member of 
the——” 

“Quite, quite, indeed.” 

“T shall of course bow to the wishes 
of the majority, but at the same time 
I’m bound to say that I’ve never heard 
such ridiculous nonsense in my life. 
Good heavens, Sir, I can remember 
when the Thames was frozen over in 
the winter of 95, and whole droves of 
oxen were roasted on the ice, and not 
a wend the worse for it either. I could 
tell you of. e 

“Ah! Very, very interesting indeed, 
General. I only wish we could persuade 
you to give us some of these delightful 
yarns of yours—perhaps on some other 
occasion. But to turn our attention for 
one moment to the question of Jubilee 
celebrations ‘ E. M. D. 











Another Fire for the General. 





THE fire arrangements of a battalion 
fall under two heads: the standing 
arrangements for putting out any fire 
that may occur in barracks and the 
special arrangements for putting off 
any General that mayoccur in barracks. 
The former are far simpler; we'd 
rather have a sudden outbreak of fire 
than a sudden outbreak of General in 
our barracks any day—particularly 
if the General is Major-General Sir 
Spurde Feele-Boote, who, as I told you 
before, has a complex about fire ar- 
rangements and rarely wants to see 
anything else. 

On the last occasion he came to 
inspect us we thought we'd got every- 
thing set. Remembering the unfortu- 
nate incident of the whistle that hung 
in the Orderly Room, we had checked 
over our fire-alarm preparations till 
even the Adjutant was satisfied. Not 
a man anywhere, we felt, but could be 
relied upon to set a practice fire-alarm 
going the moment the General sug- 
gested it. In one or two cases even— 
the keen but unintellectual Private 
Butt. for instance—we were afraid it 
might be before he suggested it. Then 
to ensure that the Orderly Officer for 
the day was right on the spot when 
wanted, we had no fewer than six 
Orderly Officers for the day hanging 
about on different spots; while i 
seemed from the uncanny ubiquity 
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1} “TRY AND STOP YOUR HICCUPS, DARLING 
it = Fee come enarne - meenm = romana scart Sater SST Re Sons SPS err entnarnn-aow—anaaovemesensoveeeataas 
‘ ! displayed by our R.8S.M, that we had Colonel, very conscious of the R.S.M. 
Hi} ibout six of him too, And as for the at the tail of the procession feverishly 
; i fire picket—well, thanks to the fact waiting to signal to his group of hidden 
Ht that we had not long ago held our  buglers, 
HH} regimental sports, the picket for the “H'm!" said the General unex- 
i i . period of our inapection was composed pectedly. ‘‘ Let's see your fire-station,’ 
i) | entirely of our best sprinters, guaran. and set off at a brisk canter to the 
iii} teed to be at any imaginary outbreak freshly red-painted shed wherein stood 
almost before it broke out. our brand-new fire-engine. Luckily he 
Well, the great day came and so did didn’t see the specially detailed and 
it the General. He made such a perfune- entirely unauthorised party under 
i! _ tory inspection of the troops that they L/Corporal Scabbard concealed at the 
He might have been ng umbrellas far aide wnd ready to rush vhe machine 
My instead of rifles for all he noticed; and out the moment they got the word. 
Hy then with an anticipatory gleam of Thanks to this little precaution we 
it} | pyrolatrous interest he started to go knew we could have that fire-engine 
He round the barracks, We all got on our in the road and doing a steady twenty- 
i toes, Out of sheer excitement the five within three-and-a-fifth seconds 
Hi Colonel almost said,“ And where would — our latest record, as established at the 
a you like your fire, Sir?” but hurriedly final trials that morning 
changed it to a remark about the cook. It was at that point when we were 
house, absolutely all set and confident of 
a You, yes, very good cookhouse,” putting on the best practice fire-alarm 
} said the General vaguely, and added we had done for years that the General 
tf _ with the unconvincingly casual air of threw his bombshell. 


a cat coming up to a saucer of cream, 
“By the way, what sre your fire 
arrangements like {"’ 

“Fairly efficient, Sir,” replied the 


XY 





“Supposing,” he said, “ the engine is 
out of action, I take it you ocala use 
that?” 


We looked uneasily at one another: 


for 


a Sesccnenerese oreo nd 
“that” was an antique manual 
engine long superseded. But there was 
no hope for it. At last the Colonel 
re lied. choosing his words very care- 
fully ; “Well, yes, Sir, in the highly 
unlikely event of our fire-engine— 
which is very, very exhaustively tested 
every day—being out of action, I 
suppose—er—we should be foreed—”" 

‘Well, let's see you use it,” cut in 
the General. ‘ Assume the other is out 
of action. No reflection,” he added 
kindly, “on your very, very exhaustive 
test.” 

The Colonel almost choked, then 
turned slowly and unhappily to the 
R.S.M. “Order a practice fire-alarm 
with—with this,” * said brokenly. 
There's a fire in the-—the 

The cookhouse,” supplied the Gen- 
eral, now having the time of his life, 

“Very good, Sir! Fire in the cook 
house, Sir!” replied the R.S.M., salut- 
ing, but all the zip had gone out 
him. . 

And then our searification began, 
Within twenty seconds the hidden clot 
of buglers was blowing the fire-alarm— 
the exact whereabouts of the fire being 
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unintentionally indicated by one small  — 
bugler who seemed to have been quite 
broken up by the prevailing tension 
and washysterically blowing the ' Cook 
house" call in error. Within thirty 
) | seconds the old manual engine was 
being trundled rapidly along the road 
Within forty seconds a wheel came off 
and spun away into a barrack-room 
door, Within a minute another cut 
loose and ran down Private O'Jector 
Within two minutes—but why go on? 
Suffice it to say that it took a quarter 
| of-an-hour to get that thing to th 
| scene of the fire, and even then it waan’t 
all there owing to having been carried 
piecomeal over the last lap. Everyone 
| avoided looking at the General's face, 
though we could feel ita expression 
| right through the backs of our necks 
What with one thing and another 
| everything went wrong with that 
} 
| 
| 
| 





























practice fire-alarm that possibly could 
| go wrong A manual engine, for 
instance, is worked by five men a side 
alternately bearing down on two long 
wooden bars which are run through 
sockets on each pumping arm, Well 
first we found we'd forgotten to bring 
those wooden bars from the shed 4 
And fetching them took some time too \f 
because one of them had been tem f 
porarily incorporated in the shed's =} 
structure as an extra tie~-beam. Then Y, YY 
| the hose from the new engine wouldnt Y / 
fit the manual engine and we had to 4, 
get the old hose, This was very old 
hose, The water had so much tempta 
tion to come out and see life before 
reaching the nozzle that for some while 
it was extremely doubtful whether any 
would arrive there at all, Some did, 
however, but only when Private Rifle ra 
holding the nozzle, had turned round 
still holding the nozzle, to see what the } 
delay was, Privates Butt and Muzzle - eK 
and Lieutenant Holster had thereupon Wat a TRRRINLY LUCKY MAN You ans, Mn, Mappen, Living wean wren 
é to go and change their clothes ALL, YOUR LOVELY PICTURES ROUND YoU!” 
‘ Before this too there had been an - SSS nea == 
other hitch, in that Lieutenant James, the port side, flew up again, whistling General see at once how funny it is 
é Orderly Officer for that part of the past his chin and face by the fractionof Within a minute everybody was laugh- 
ut ; | camp and therefore in charge, on giving a centimetre. Pallthrough, terrifically ing heartily-—-even those who hadn't 
the word “Go!” to the pumping party, impressed at his narrow escape, in- seen it, The situation was saved and 
had omitted to state which side was solamente burst out with, “Coo. the reat of the inapection went off 
to go first. The result was that both blimey, that was a near one!" and as with a swing amid intermittent and 
i parties bore heavily down simultane- the words left his lips the handle, on its recurrent elouckles, 
_ ously and broke something inside the natural course, descended again from Pullthrough, of course, never knew 
pump, causing it to develop a continu. above and smote him on the skull with anything about it till he recovered 
' ous and rather vulgar internal gurgle a report like a bomb, stretching him consciousness next day L.A 
During all this the General had been out cold. And a soldier's sense of ms 
getting more and more apoplectic. But humour being what it is, Private Sling, 
just as he seemed ready to state his bosom-companion, gave a wudden It is women, not mon, who marry this 
k- exactly what he thought about us, high burst of uncontrollable laughter year.” —Newapaper Horoscope. 
t- Private Pullthrough took a hand For a moment things hung in the 
Private Pullthrough, pumping busily balance Then the General, opening Commercial Complications, 
on the starboard side, suddenly missed hia mouth to say all that he had been The balance of Anglo-lritish trade has 
his hold on the down-stroke. Before he saving up, found himself laughing "°° heavily against Britain-—NZ Paper. 
could recover it the handle, urged by instead. Now when a General laughs Britain must keep her eye on pertidious 
the down-stroke of the stalwarta on at anything, all below the rank of Albion, 
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' More Marvels of Astrology. 
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Mother. “ We WANT OUR SON TO STOP LEARNING SPANISH.’ 
The Head, “ Qurrr, Mapam. THAT WILL PRESENT few DIFFICULTIES.” 








Thoughts during Recitation. 


» 


“ Our England is a garden .. . 
The Annual Prize-Giving is a great affair 

And I am reciting. 

The lady next the Head called me a “ Dear” 
And is now (in an undertone) inviting 

The lady on her other side to tea. 

Rows upon rows of —_ gazing faces! 

Here and there gaps o = Aan emptier places! 
But the Guest of Honour, who has a title 
And is also the donor of a prize 

(For needle-work), is bored with my recital, 
And I cannot make him open his eyes 

To look at me. 


“Our England is a garden .. . 

The elocution mistress is expecting me to forget this 
verse, 

And my skirt is blowing. . . . 

But if I had worn my other white dress it would 
have been worse; 

And nothing very terrible is showing. 

I wonder if I’m & ing loud enough ? 

There's something buzzing over there. A fly. 





I'd like to cough. My throat feels awfully dry. 
But the Guest of Honour, who is still asleep, 

Is breathing very heavily through his nose. 

He is slipping forward in a huddled heap, 

But the Head believes in letting sleeping dogs doze 
And lets him puff. 


“Our England is a garden. . .” 

This item will be described as ‘vocal relief’ in The 
Blankshire News, 

Whose reporter is sitting just below. 

Of course I ought to have had a new pair of shoes, 

But anyway I don’t suppose they show. 

There’s a fire somewhere. That's the engine-bell! 

My mother, who is leaving the entertainment early, 

Will say I looked very nice (dear) and spoke so clearly. 

But the Guest of Honour, one eye blinking, 

Is clapping in conscientious (but premature) appre- 
ciation 

Of the end. 1 cannot help involuntarily thinking 

That he should be described as ‘“‘A pattern for our 


generation.” 


He certainly sleeps well. 
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The Ship of the Desert. 


WueEN in Port Said a street dealer 
addressed me heartily as Sir Harry 
Lauper, I was perplexed as to a reply 
To accept the honour or sternly to 
repudiate it would be equally unfair 
to Scotland’s best singer, so | merely 
passed on and said I wasn’t wanting 
anything of that kind to-day. Not, 
however, that that made any difference 


| to the pedlar, who remained at my side 
| till I embarked for the ship, entreating 


me, before his wiles were exhausted, 


_ to patronise him both as the late Sir 
| Tuomas Lipton, whose recent death 


was not much observed by Port Said, 


and as Mr. Luoyp Grorar. 


When, however, not long ago in 


| Biskra asmall brown boyin a fez walked 


| thought it time to protest. 


r. Hicuens, | 
“Me no 


beside me calling me 


| Mr. Hicwens,” I assured him in perfect 


| Arabic. 


It did not depress him. He 


| continued by my side, merely remark- 
| ing, as he lit up the desert with his 
| glistening teeth, that I was going the 
| wrong way for the Garden of Allah. 


Biskra has one or two streets, and no 
shops to speak of, but several hotels 
now badly under the financial weather, 
for how can English and Americans 


| travel on such a wretched exchange ? 
| The few shops that there are contain 
| picture postcards of the Garden of 
| Allah, while behind lock and key in the 


hotels there are copies of the famous 


| novel, and most of whatever population 


of Biskra there may be, chiefly male, 
which includes tailors on the edge of 
the street at their sewing-machines, 
suggest that the Garden of Allah 
should be at once visited in their 
company. Why they also call you 
Mr. HicwEns is a mystery, for on the 
face of it he is the one person who by 
this time would like to avoid it. 

As my hotel was only a few yards 
distant, and as the normal gardens of 
Biskra consist of a single bougainvillea 
and much dust, I found myself one 
day in the celebrated reserve, which is 
practically the last thing before you 
come to the illimitable sand. North of 
it are the hills; south there is nothing 
but the dunes and the waste : occasional 
flocks of goats with their goatherd, 
donkeys each with one or more sedate 
and silent rider, and now and then a 
group of camels gravely and disdain- 
fully picking their way beneath their 
burdens. And so on for miles and miles 
and miles. All this you see or imagine 
from the ramparts of the Garden, 
which, however, is no garden, as we 
understand the term, the flowers being 
few, but a collection of trees. I believe 
that every tree that could grow in that 
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THE MAN WHO WAS SHY, 











climate is to be found here. But I 
saw no turf, no flowers. 

My ticket lies before me, a slip of 
pink paper: ‘Jardin Landon, Biskra. 
No. 04453, 3 francs, entrée pour une 
personne.” But it cost me more than 
that, for certain youths had to be 
bought off; and a blind beggar directed 
at me by his attendant like a torpedo 
had to be subsidised (but Heaven knows 
how long he was allowed to retain the 
coin); and the keeper of the Garden 
house, who is not supposed to show it 
to the casual, required his fee too. 

The house! What a travesty of a 
home! You have read, in Great Expec- 
tations, of Miss Havisham and the state 
of frozen inaction in which that bridal 
room was kept; you have read, in 
Tennyson's Princess, of the sudden 
arrestation of life under the magic 
spell; well, the house in the Garden of 
Allah is like that. There is thefurniture, 
there are the photographs, there are the 


rugs, there is the piano—but they have 
not been used since 1912. They are 
dusted every day against the return of 
the owner, the windows are opened, 
the spicy air blows in; but the owner is 
away. She walked out one day in the 
summer of 1912 and is still absent in 
Europe. The papers she was reading 
that day are still on the table; but she 
is not there to finish them. 

When this house was built, | cannot 
say: probably in the eighteen-sixties; 
but the interesting thing to bear in 
mind as one passes from room to room 
amid Second Empire fittings is that 
they were assembled in the days before 
Biskra was united to the rest of the 
world by a railway. That is to say, 
everything here was brought from the 
North on the backs of those self- 
contained superior creatures, the 
camels, gravely and disdainfully pick- 
ing their way down through the bleak 
red hills from Constantine. E. V. L. 
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SAY (Tf WITH FLOWERS—THE LADY WHO GOT IN THE LAST WORD. 








Ubique. 


(The Horse Artillery are in course of being mechanised.) 





(ue Royal Regiment (peace be theirs) are a grand and 
a varied lot; 

Some of them move at a walking pace, and some perform 
at a trot; 

But first of all the “Ubique” folk (as their world-wide 
motto runs) 

\re the Royal Horse Artillery, with the galloping galloping 
guns, 


Wot well they ride with the cavalry (yes) and are right!) 
proud of that, 

\nd proud, | ween, of the jacket they wear and their 
specially noble hat; 

\nd some have held they'd have reached the height of th: 
soldier's wildest dreams 

Except for the awkward professional guns that spoilt the 
look of the teams. 


But all is change in a world of change, as all of us have to 
find ; 

\nd high romance has never a chance with a really inventive 
mind ; 


And mechanisation has stretched a hand o’er the battery 
(some say “ troop’’); 
And the Royal Horse Artillery is doomed, alas, to the 


soup. 


Mourn, mourn for the corps d’élite, for the Right of the Line 
make moan, 

For the champing bit and the pawing hoof, and the glamour 
that’s overthrown, 

For the last sad hour when warriors bid farewell to their 
favourite steeds, 

And the lines grow mute to the jubilant neigh at the stirring 
call of feeds 


Doubt not they will suffer in silent grief, for it’s commonly 
understood 

That soldiers are born to be got at, and to bear it as brave 
men should ; 

But many a gunner for many a day will swallow a tearful 


lump 
When The Royal Horse Artillery turns in at the petrol 
pump. Dum-Dom. 
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CARDS ON THE TABLE. | 
Herre Hirezr. “LET THEM PLAY THEIR ‘TRI-LATERAL CONTRACT’ IF THEY WANT 
TO; I’M GOING TO MAKE TAIS COME OUT.” 
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Impressions of Parliament. 





Synopsis of the Week 
Monday, April &th.—Commons: India 
Bill further considered in Committee 
Tuesday, April 9th.—Lords: Debate on 
House of Lords Reform 


Commons: India Bill further con 
sidered in Committee. 





THE INDIAN TRINITY 


Lord Eustace Pency, Sir AusTEN CHam 
BERLAIN and Lord Winrerton. 


Wednesday, April 10th.—Lords; Debate 
on Ribbon Development, 
Commons: India Bill further con 
sidered in Committee. 


The Nation’s Bucket. 


Monday, April 8th.—Water (which 
to-day is falling with 
the most uncompromis- 
ing persistence) is un- 
likely to give serious 
trouble this summer, 
Mr. SHAKESPEARE told 
Mr. Cugary. The rain- 
fall for the six critical 
months ending March 
3lst was above the aver- 
age, and good progress 
is being made under last 
year’s Act in the rural 
areas. 

It is as well that the 
motoring public should 
realise that the traffic 
police are disdaining no 
curious disguise in order 
to nobble transgressors ; 
even fire-engines and 
hearses should not be 
passed as above sus 
picion. Mr. Groves told 
a stirring story of some 
policemen who emerged 
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from a van advertising “Sandon” 
flannel trousers 

That the Queen Mary, now being 
finished under Government subsidy, is 
to be decorated with panelling bought 
from Germany seems rather a pity 
when the British Empire is walinn 
with beautiful and suitable woods: on 
this point Mr. Durr Cooprmr sympa- 
thised with Mr. McEnrer, but ex- 
plained that British material could 
only have been obtained at an extra 
expenditure of 80 per cent. 

Discussion on the Indian Bill was 
mainly about the methods by which 
the status of Civil Servants might 
be changed in the future, but first 
Lord Hartineron made a_ belated 
effort to justify the importance of the 
memorial recently issued and held by 
the Diehards to represent the Civil 
Service in Bengal. When, in reply to 
Sir AvusTeN CHAMBERLAIN, he ad 
mitted that members of the association 
in Bengal were presumed to be in 
favour of the memorial unless they 
wrote to the contrary, one assumed 
that the last has now been heard of 
this little diversion 

Mr. CHURCHILL popped up and down 
most of the day, and entertained the 
House by referring to Sir AusTEN 
CuamMpBperRLAIN, Lord Eustace Percy 
and Lord WINTERTON as an influential 
trio and then deciding that it would 
be more respectful to say “ trinity. 

In the end Sir Samurn. Hoare with- 
drew the relevant clause as a con- 
cession to those who preferred the 
procedure of an Amending Act 


How Safe is the Upper House? 


Tuesday ipril Uth Their Lord 





TO BE 


EXPECTED? 
Anv Lo! Tae Brep m on THe Wine.” 


SHORTLY 


{Lord LonvonprRrry announced that the Bill for the checking of Ribbon 
Development would shortly be laid before Parliament, ] 


ships discussed the reform of their 
House again this afternoon, when Lord 
RANKEILLOUR moved the Second Read- 
ing of a Bill to amend the Parliament 
Act oi 1911 which would act as a check 
on any meacure sent up by the Com. 
mons to abolish the Lords. This “gnaw. 
ing at the vitals of the Parliament Act,” 
as he put it, roused the ire of Lord 
Ponsonsy, who saw in it only a desire 
to frustrate the next Labour Govern. 
ment from carrying out its mandate; 





AN EASTER EGG FOR JOSH, 
| The Executive Committee of the CARNEGIE 
Peace Endowment have voted ten thousand 
dollars to the funds of the Committee who 
are preparing the History of Parliament under 
the chairmanship of Colonel Wrpawoop.| 


while Lord Reaping, who regretted 
that safeguards for the Crown should 
even be mentioned in a Jubilee Year, 
poinved out that if it could be proved 
that a majority of the country's votes 
were for the abolition of their Lord. 
ships’ House, then it must go, but that 
what was really wanted was electoral 
reform which would en- 
sure that the in‘ention 
of the people should be 
known—seeing tha. at 
the 1929 Election a Lab- 
our Government came 
into power on 36%, of 
the votes cast, the Con- 
servatives polling 38°, 
and the Liberals 23°. 

For the Government, 
Lord HatsHamM said 
that they saw no reason 
for alterin,; th. Parlia- 
men. Act so as to ex- 
tend the powers of the 
existing seies 

Sir Jouw Simon made 
a statement on the for- 
eign situation to-day to 
a packed House of Com. 
mons, but in view of 
the imminence of S.resa 
he was unable to make 
any definite declara- 
tion about Government 
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Otp Mavrerayia STOWAWAYS DO HOMAGE TO THE OLD SHIP. 











i | an Eastern Pact, particularly one which 
implied mutual assistance between her- 
ui | self and Russia; Russia was for it; 
il Poland had already established very 
a friendly relations with both Germany 
ie and Russia. Herr Hrrier had claimed 
ot a maximum of 550,000 soldiers, had 
up _ denied that there were any para-military 
formations in Germany, and had de- 
clared that Germany could not partici- 
pate in the League as an inferior nation. 
Mr. Maxton having registered a 
protest against the fact that the 
British representatives will have to go 
| straight. from Stresa to the meeting of 
the Council of the League without 
_ giving Parliament a chance to consider 


| | policy. Germany, he said, was against 
| 
y 





if 
| 
+} 


: _ developments, the House turned profit- 
i | ably but dully, as it has so often done 
Hi and will so often do, to India. 


Scissors Wanted for the Ribbons. 
| Wednesday, April 10th.—There has 
i | probably never been more general 
of agreement over the urgency of any 
measure than there is over the 

jected Ribbon Development Bill. 

| This afternoon Lord Loratan init- 
iis | iated in the Upper House a debate 
. t | which showed the strength of this 
Le | feeling. He begyed the Government to 


| he 


Tarn ete ks 





pass their Bill into law this session, 
and pointed out how ironical it was 
that a speed-limit should have become 
necessary which defeated the very 
purpose for which the new roads were 





OUR BACK BENCH WHO'S WHO’ 
Most deservedly Sir-ed 

Is Percy Hunn, 

For plough and maple-leaf 

His is a loyal brief. 





i N 


prem 





constructed. In his view the root of 
the problem lay in the cost of making 
by-roads for residential purposes, and 
he suggested that the great increase in 
land values arising from roads built 
at the public expense should be ap- 
propriated by the community and 
used for building secondary roads. For 
the County Councils Association Lord 
Bayrorp warmly supported the 
motion. Lord Morristone asserted 
that a creeping paralysis prevented the 
Government from acting in this matter, 
while Lords Munster and Lonpox- 
DERRY, replying officially, were sym- 
pathetic and conciliatory. 

In the Commons Burma, which, 
under the terms of the Bill, is to be 
separated from India and given a con- 
stitution of its own, was the theme. 
Immediate separation was condemned 
by Sir RearnaLp Crappock, who saw 
danger in the independence of so back- 
ward a people, and by various other 
Members; and, though Sir SAMUEL 
Hoare made good the case for separa- 
tion on social, economic and historical 
grounds, he also justified the mam- 
tenance of the status quo between India 
and Burma for a brief period, which 
would help to avoid economic disloca- 
tion. Five years was suggested. 


anne 
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Birds Ashore and Birds Aforeshore. 





The Land of the Bittern. 


| Berore the Iceni made Norwich a spot 


For Casar’s smart legions to covet on Yare 
Whoever owned Norfolk, whoever did not, 
The Bittern, old Butter-Bump, surely was there; 


And when Rome and her pilums pushed North to the Wall 


She left Swallow-Tail Butterfly, Bittern and all. 


When, at Westminster, SrerpHEN was playing at kings, 
When barons were turbulent, bishops too grand, 


| All Broadland was golden with butterfly-wings 


And the boom of the Bittern was loud in the land— 


| Nay, black Rocer Bicor his black oath did take 
| That ‘twas Bitterns, not Conscience, that kept him awake 


And the centuries passed, yet was Butter-Bump heard: 
Misanthrope and bull-throated and hideling was he 

Joun Lirester heard him, Bos Kerr heard the bird, 
And wool-maker Flemings, come up from the sea, 

Are said to have said as they set up their looms, 

“In this land of the Bittern we're certain of booms.” 


When the cargoes were quanted down wide water-ways, 
When the gay river-meads where the buttercup grew 
Could carry a thousand red cattle at graze, 
When the butterfly flaunted, the butterfly flew, 








When a penny a stone was the price of dyke eels, 
Still the Bittern was common as mallards and teals. 


“High Farming for Ever!” the Cobdenites cried, 
And they drained us till, almost, good fenland was 
not; 
Her butterflies failed her, her hog’s fennel died 
And her Bittern was trophy with powder and shot; 
And, as ogres, each egg-stealer, prowling, said, ‘‘ Let’s 
Take the whole of the clutch for our pet cabinets.” 


So Wicken a part of her sunshine must lose, 
So Oulton must ever be still as the tomb, 
For a Swallow-Tail butterfly went “in the news,” 
For never o’ nights did the Butter-Bump boom; 
While men in museums said, “Son, you're no dunce 
Yes, that was the Bittern; my dad shot one once.” 


Yet lately from Oulton, when April was green, 
Came tidings to hear—and fine tidings they are— 

They tell (and a Swallow-Tail too might be seen) 
That a Bittern’s hatched out on a Waveney “carr”; 

And Conscience no more need keep Norfolk awake 

If she’s won back her Bittern to broad and to brake. 

P.R.C. 








A PROBLEM OF EMPIRE. 
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At the Play. 


“Tue Orn Lapres” (New). 

Tue spectacle of a revoltingly-mad 
old lady hounding to death a pathetic- 
squalid lodging- 
house may be effective “theatre” but 
all the same it 1s a little sickening. In 
the process of adaptation from Mr. 
Watpoxe’s novel, I i ine that Mr. 
unavoidably 





| to pare the theme down to essentials 


in a way which probably accentuates 
its beastliness. 

If I say that to my mind it is not a 
good play I must immediately admit 


| that Mr. ACKLAND has 


| that poor Miss Berin- 


| was somehow not very 
| conclusive. I think the 
| truth is that here are 


| end was left very loose, 


done his work, if not 
brilliantly at any rate 
with extraordinary in- 
ight and sympathy, 
and that the play is 
well acted, most ingeni- 
ously set and produced 
with attractive sim- 
plicity by Mr. Jonn 
Greceup. But madness 
by itse’f is not a suffi- 
cient theme to fill out 
a whole play unless it 
suffers somc definite 
growth or releases some 
remorseless chain of 
events. Something, in 
fact, must happen, and 


gers already uncertain 
heart finally stopped 


three clever portraits 
woven into a length of 


| strong Guignol with the 


ends left loose. One 


for Mrs. Amorest was 
still running about hat- 


| lessly in the storm with 
| her prodigal son when the curtain came 
| down. 


Mor.iey’s set is excellent. After 


| the first seene,\n which we see only 
| Mrs. 


Amorest’s ground - floor bed - 


| sitting-room, the walls are removed 


| and at slightl 


| 





different levels Mrs. 


Payne's and Miss Beringer’s rooms are 


, revealed, with the staircase running 


round and finishing by the hall-door 
to the right of Mrs, Amorest’s room. It 
is just like one of those old-fashioned 
dolls’-houses where the whole front 
swings off on a hinge, and it permits us 
to miss nothing in the lives of the three 
old ladies. 

Mrs. Amorest (Miss Many JERROLD): 
a kindly philosophic old thing, emin- 
ently sane, impoverished widow of a 


May Beringer 
Lucy Amorest . 
Agatha Payne . 


gentleman who, having entitled two of 
his plays Tintagel and The Slandered 
Queen, did the decent thing and died. 
She is living, mainly on tea and biscuits 
and faith, for the return of a son who 
has gone abroad and ceased to answer 
her letters. 

Miss Beringer (Miss JEAN CADELL): 
save for one great friendship in the 
past, symbolised by a treasured gift of 
amber, she has been genteely alone all 
her life, and her nervous sensitiveness 
amounts to a sort of childish lunacy. 
She has just come to the lodging-house 
at Polchester and is overwhelmed by 
the first kindness—Mrs. Amorest’s— 
she has met for years. 








AN UNCANNY HOUSE. 
Enter Bogey-woman through door without a wall. 


Mrs. Payne (Miss Evrra Evans): a 
gross, sensual, gipsified old creature 
who wraps her enormous body shape- 
lessly in bright velvets and sits brood- 
ing crazily over a past as colourful 
and shabby as her clothes. Her voice 
is rich with a horrible rapacity, her 
movements are elephantine, and alto- 

ether she is as repulsive as she can be. 
et the pagan warmth of the earth 
and of beauty are much more real to 
her than to the others; and this Mr. 
ACKLAND shows with great subtlety. 

From the first she paralyses and 
enjoys paralysing Miss Beringer. At 
the little party which Mrs. Amorest 
gives for the three of them on Christmas 
Eve she induces the first palpitations; 
and from then on Miss Beringer’s 


. Miss Jean CADELL. 


terror mounts—a terror bound up with 
the old harridan’s avowed intention of 
getting the treasured amber at all costs, 
and only partly assuaged by kind Mrs, 
Amorest. There are truly horrible 
moments when Miss Beringer cowers 
in her room waiting for the ominous 
banging on the wall and for the 
ponderous footsteps which may mean 
another dreaded intrusion—addition- 
ally horrible since at the same time we 
witness Mrs. Payne’s odious gloating. 
Finally, trying to run away from the 
house, Miss Beringer’s heart nearly 
stops; and it is only a few hours after- 
wards, while resting in Mrs. Amorest’s 
room, that Mrs. Payne frightens her 
actually to death and 
steals the amber. This 
is surely the logical 
end of the play, which 
gains nothing as a 
whole from the subse- 
quent situation in 
which Mrs. Payne tries 
to keep Mrs. Amorest 
from opening the door 
at which the prodigal 
son is hammering. 

Of these three fine 
actresses Miss Mary 
JERROLD seemed to me 
the best. All through 
the play she preserved 
a sweet sanity, and the 
gentle movements of 
her face were marvel- 
lously expressive of 
sadness courageously 
borne. Miss EpItTH 
EVANS gave a powerful 
performance, and Miss 
JEAN CADELL played 
Miss Beringer with a 
depth of feeling which 
sent one away miser- 
able about lonely old 
ladies’ lives. Enric. 








. Muss Eprra Evans. 


The Modernist Art Critic and 
the Pavement Artist. 
A Fable. 





A Mopernist Art Critic, Roaming 
the streets in an Idle hour, came by 
Chance to a spot where a Pavement 
Artist was Exhibiting his Ephemeral 
work in Chalks on Flag-stones, and 
from Force of Habit he turned Aside 
and began to appraise the Merits of the 
works of art on Display; but as he 
went from picture to picture along the 
Brief gallery the Modernist Art Critic 
became more and more Depressed, 80 
that the Pavement Artist, watching 
him Covertly, first Modified and then 
Abandoned his hopes of Patronage. 
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THE FIRST FLY IS BUZZING ABOUT SOMEWHERE. Destroy rr.” 








But when the Modernist Art Critic 
arrived at the End, Plainly marked by 
a Blank flagstone over the legend, 
“Thank You,” his features Suddenly 
took on an Eestatic expression, and 
he turned to the Pavement Artist with 
Considerable deference, Addressing 
him in the following Terms: “I per- 
ceive by the amount of Pretty-Pretty 
in your Show that you are Obliged to 
pander to the popular notion that a 
Picture Must Give Pleasure. Thus the 
Bulk of your Work on Exhibition is 
the Most Revolting Tripe Imaginable, 
your ‘Sunset,’ for example, being 
Morbidly Representational and you: 
Still Life, ‘Cutlet of Salmon,’ Blat- 
antly Over-sentimentalised. But your 
‘Thank You,’ a Subjective treatment 
of the Abstract idea of Gratitude and a 
Synthesis of your Inner Consciousness 


_ reveals your True Genius; and I stand 


Spell-bound before its Significant Form, 
its Inward Urge, and Above All its 
Dynamic handling of Blank masses 


| Although I am Not accustomed to pay 
| for Looking at pictures, I feel that 


I cannot do Less than Yield this 
Small silver coin in exchange for the 
Profound Emotional Experience you 
have Afforded me. 

Moral: If the Artist can Supply a 
Likely Title the Highbrows will Often 
do the Rest 





Lament of a Spare-Room. 





Ou! Oh! 

tepapered, refurnished, 

New pictures on the wall, 

I stand amidst the other rooms 
Looked down upon by all. 

Dusted, swept, 

Beautifully kept, 

Yet children will not play with me 
And grown-ups will not stay with me 
Nor débutantes make hay with me— 
I’m only here for show. 

Garnished, scrubbed, 

Delicately rubbed ; 

When I am introduced to them 
They seem to love me so. 

They open every cupboard-door, 
Leave under-garments on the floor 


And lipstick in the bottom drawer; 
But, oh, oh! 

As soon as I get used to them 
They go. 


Woe! Woe! 

My people they vanish, 

They never stay for long. 

I wish I knew the reason, for 

There must be something wrong. 
Aunt Mary, Aunt Alice, 

How can they bear me malice ’ 
They flounce in me, they flop in me, 
They slumber like a top in me; 
Will either of them stop in me 
Beyond a week-end? No. 

Prelates, Peers, 

Brides and Brigadiers, 

Ambassadors from France and Spain, 
Cadets from Plymouth Hoe— 

They come by car, they come by ship, 
They come with hat-box, trunk and 


grip, ' 
And all to crease a pillow-slip 
Of snow, snow, 
Before they catch the early train— 
And go. 
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Beating the Bandit. 


Report of M. Mangle. 
Relative to Brick, Herbt. Hy. 
Arrest of. 


Srr,—I respectfully report that I 
brought Herbt. Hy. Brick to Station 
to-day at 7.10 a.m., having arrested 


same at 6.20 a.m. on warrant for 
_ breaking entering & stealing 1 gents 
_ rolled gold keyless Rotherham watch, 


| ladies brooch ete at 


1 yellow ladies a sg stn : ao 
e ureis, Mt 


| Lawley on 22nd inst. 


Knowing Herbt. Hy. Brick was 
always liable to run, I apphed to De- 


_ teetive Sgt Dooley for permission to 


take another man & he said, Very good. 


_ take Smith.P with you. All the other 


Smiths are loafing around town as 
usual, 

In consequence of above, Sir, I pro- 
ceeded to garage at 2 A.M. in company 
with Probationary Detective Smith.P 
& spoke to Sgt. Pork in charge. He 
said I do not know, you fellows cannot 
walk down the street for a paper with- 
out you want a car, haven’t you got 
any legs or bicyeles. I said, We cannot 
bring in a prisoner on bicycles & he 
replied, Very good, you will have to 
give him a dink on the handlebars, 
anyway you are not going to get any 
car because there is 4 out on patrol & 1 
is fetching the Old Mans missus home 
from the Police Ball & 1 had a rough 
hse with a bus last night. We have had 
a lot of trouble with this Sgt over cars 
before. 

We then immediately proceeded on 
bicycles to 1947 Beaufort St where 
Herbt. Hy. Brick was alleged to be 
occupying same in owners absence. 

In order not to be seen, Sir, we did 
not carry any lights & we ran over 
Constable Jinks No. Z.13. He said, 


| This is all right this is isnt it. I imme- 


diately replied, That is quite all rignt, 
. The 


| we are from the Detective Office 


Const. then said All right my foot, 
what abt my trousers. I instructed him 
‘o look where he was going next time 
tut he said he would have to report his 


| trousers. 


At 2.45 a.m., Sir, we arrived at 
address stated & I instructed Prob. Det. 


| Smith.P to run round the back. He 
| then proceeded to back of 


‘mises & | 
a lot of noise there & immediately 


hea 


_ followed & he said Get a knife quick. 
I replied, Sir, You dont want to stab 


| him, hit him on the head I cannot see 


him it is too dark. He then said It 


| isnt him it is the clothes line, I run 


into it & 1 am 4 strangled. I immedi- 
ately cut him out of the clothes line & 


_ instructed him to be more careful for 


the future as he had woke all the 
chickens up next door & the neighbours 
were all running out & shouting Police 
Police. I said Calm yourself Missus to 
some of them but they kept on running 
up and down the street saying Police 
Police. 

I then saw accused Herbt. Hy. Brick. 
He opened side window & said Leave 
a pint will you until Friday. I said to 
same, I have reason to believe you 
are identical with a man wanted on 
warrant for bkg, etg & stg 1 gents 
rolled gold keyless Rotherham watch, 
| yellow ladies evening dress etc at 
The Laurels Mt Lawley on 22nd inst., 
& I am going to arrest you & any- 
thing you say is liable to be took down 
in my notebook & used in evidence 
against you. 

He then said, What hopes, & 
slammed the window & while we were 
getting in he jumped out of the sky- 
light being a small active man. We 
chased him towards the Rly Bridge. 
When we all got on to the Bridge 
accused shouted Hi there is a train 
coming in front & Prob. Det. Smith.P 
said, I can see all my past life before me, 
there is another one coming behind. I 
replied, It will never do if one of those 
hits us & Prob.Det. Smith.P said, No 
that is what I thought. 

We all then got out over the Bridge 
& hung on underneath while the trains 
went over the top. Accused who was 
hanging on abt 25 yds in front then 
said, I will have to let go & be drowned 
as I never learnt to swim when I was 
a boy. We then heard a splash & 
| immediately instructed Prob. Det. 
Smith.P to let go & continue pursuit. 
He said, | am wearing my club blazer 
& besides I only got a certificate for 
Life Saving whereas you got a bronze 
medal. I replied, Never mind abt 
your blazer or abt my medal either, 
you are the junior officer & besides it 
will be Practice for you. After further 
conversation he let go & continued 
pursuit & I slipped on some grease & 
also continued pursuit. 

Prob. Det. Smith.P then said, I 
have been duck diving all over the 
place & I cannot find him, why don’t 
you find him. I dove several times to 
the bottom but as it was so dark, all I 
could find, Sir, was old boots ete. We 
then found that Herbt. Hy. Brick was 
on top of the Bridge & it must have 
been something he threw in. He kept 
on singing, Sir, Pull for the Shore 
Sailor & asking us which one was 
Sexton Blake. 

Having got to shore, Sir, we immedi- 
ately ed after accused & chased 
same into the Council Sani Depot. 
I then said, He must be hiding in a 
dust-bin somewhere so we will hide 


behind this one & starve accused out. 
We then got down behind a dust-bin, 
Sir, & L instructed Prob. Det. Smith.P 
to stop making a noise & he said he 
could not help his teeth chattering. 
When it got light, Sir, it began to ram 
& Prob. Det. Smith.P said, We have 
been here since } past 3 & it is } to 6 
now, I am catching heart failure or 
something. We then heard a sneeze & 
on making inquiries found Herbt. Hy. 
Brick in the dust-bin we had been 
hiding behind. 

As neither Prob. Det. Smith.P nor 
self were able to walk we put accuseds 
lid on him again until such time as we 
were able to get about a bit. We then 
let him out & I arrested him on present 
charge. We immediately escorted him 
back to our bicycles & accused said, 
I feel quite faint & could not walk 
another foot not if you was to pay me 
for it. Prob, Det. Smith.P replied, 
No & if I ever get 5 mins. alone with 
you, you will not walk another ins. this 
side of the cemetery. I then instructed 
him to put Herbt. Hy. Brick on his 
handlebars & I would ride behind to 
prevent escape from legal custody. He 
replied, Well this beats the band but 
never mind you never know when 
accidents happen. 

Abt 50 yds down the road, Sir, Prob. 
Det. Smith.P had an accident & hit a 
lamp post & when accused had come 
round a bit he said he thought he could 
walk now. 

In addition to the said charge of 
bkg, etg, & stg, accused was further 
chged with being unlaw. on premises, 
bkg skylight, escaping legal custody, 
insulting language, causing damage to 
officers clothing, being concerned in 
attpd manslaughter of officers by im- 
mersion & exposure, & unlaw. using 
dust-bin. 

Prob. Det. Smith.P Sir, who is in the 
next bed to me, states that by the time 
he comes out of hospital he will have 
thought of a few more. 

We now respectfully ask, Sir, that a 
remand of abt 6 months be applied for 
so that we shall be able to appear in 
Court to give evidence. 


Signature Montgomery Mangle. 
Rank Detective. 








Over and Over Again. 


“Mrs. Harper is on the phone,” 
announced Pamela, coming in and 
interrupting my meditations. “She 
wants us to go over there this even- 
ing.” 

I sat up and looked at her excitedly. 
“Over there,” I re “Do you 
realise, Pamela, that everything 
‘over’ ?” 
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Good heavens!”’ she said, “ what- 
ever’s the matter ?’’ 

“Nothing is the matter; but I’ve 
spent the morning thinking over ‘over’ 
and va - 

Flu,” interrupted Pamela simply. 

You had better go straight to bed 
and I'll get the doctor over.” 

“Exactly,” I said triumphantly 
‘You'll get the doctor over. A case in 
point.” 

“A case in bed.” 

I sighed and endeavoured to ex- 
plain. ‘Don’t you see,”’ I said, “you 
keep saying ‘over’? ” 

Pamela’s face cleared. ‘Over and 
over again,” she said. “Yes, I see. It’s 
a game,” 

1 prepared to elaborate the theme 
You look over a house———”’ I began 

“A hymn-book or a mistake,” in 
terrupted Pamela, sinking down on the 
arm of the sofa. *‘ You sit over a fire 
laugh over a joke or ery over a book 
Your husband throws you over and 
the mutton’s left over.” 

“Splendid!”” I said approvingly 
But that does not exhaust the sub 


| ject. I, for example, play cricket, am 


bow led i in the first over, and- 
‘And the dog rolls over, the book 


makers call over, and the kettle boils 
| over,’ 


— 


continued Pamela, her eyes 
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becoming slightly glazed. 





Yes, (vt 'S MOTHER'S BIRTHDAY TO-DAY.” 
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“You go out 
in the car and run over a dog, doing 
over thirty miles an hour. You are 
overhauled by the police, hauled over 
the coals, handed over to justice, looked 
over, stood over, talked over and bound 
over. 

“Moreover,” I reminded her, “Mrs. 
Harper is still on the phone.” 

Pamela jumped up, ran to the door 
and tripped over the mat. 


Lines to a Very ini Singer. 
{In honour of the impending centenary of 
THomas Haynes Bayty, a doggerel bard 
offers this fraternal tribute to the author of 
Gaily _ Troubadour,” “We Met—'Twas 
in a Crowd,” “I'd be a Butterfly,” and “ She 
Wore a Wre oath of Roses.”)} 
We cannot sing the old songs 
That once our grandsires sang, 
Romantic, cheerful, bold songs 
(Though lacking Sturm und Drang) 
And blameless simple-souled songs 
Laughed at by ANDREW LANG. 


No longer loitering palely 
By sinister lagoons 
The minstrel roams, or gaily 
Evokes banjovial tunes— 
He spanks the ukelele 


And miserably croons. 


Oh, let them through their noses 
Their amorous thoughts declare, 
The maiden who with roses 
Wreathed her “luxuriant hair’ 
To me at least discloses 
A mind more rich and rare 


For though there is no inkling 
Of Sehnsucht in his strains 

No fire but just a twinkling 
That never sears or pains, 

I love the gentle tinkling 
Of Bayty (THomas Haynes) 


With him from war returning 
In Palestine, I hie 

To find the homes fires burning 
Beneath a British sky ; 

With him I share the yearning 
To “be a butterfly.” 


And if he showed a curious 
Revolt from passion’s call, 
His sweetness was not spurious 
But showed that, after all, 
Good treacle’s less injurious 
Than honey mixed with gall 
C.L.G., 








Is This a Record? 


“ Across a broad stubborn nose he carried 
a pair of gold-rimmed spectacles, a neat grey 
lounge suit and a blue shirt with soft collar 
to match, over which was knotted a large 
black silk tie.”-—From a Novel, 
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Beating the Bandit. 
Report of M. Mangle. 
Relative to Brick, Herbt. Hy. 
Arrest of. 
Srr,—lI respectfully report that I 
brought Herbt. Hy. Brick to Station 


to-day at 7.10 a.m., having arrested 
same at 6.20 a.m. on warrant for 





_ breaking entering & stealing 1 gents 
_ rolled gold keyless Rotherham watch, 
1 yellow ladies evening dress, 1 pink 
_ ladies brooch ete at 


e Laurels, Mt 
Lawley on 22nd inst. 
Knowing Herbt. Hy. Brick was 


_ always liable to run, I apphed to De- 


_ tective Sgt Dooley for permission to 


_ take another man & he said, Very good, 


. 
; 





| take Smith.P with you. All the other 


Smiths are loafing around town as 
usual. 

In consequence of above, Sir, I pro- 
ceeded to garage at 2 A.M. in company 
with Probationary Detective Smith.P 
& spoke to Sgt. Pork in charge. He 
said I do not know, you fellows cannot 
walk down the street for a paper with- 
out you want a car, haven’t you got 
any legs or bicycles. I said, We cannot 
bring in a prisoner on bicycles & he 
replied, Very good, you will have to 
give him a dink on the handlebars, 
anyway you are not going to get any 
car because there is 4 out on patrol & 1 
is fetching the Old Mans missus home 
from the Police Ball & 1 had a rough 
hse with a bus last night. We have had 
a lot of trouble with this Sgt over cars 
before. 

We then immediately proceeded on 
bicycles to 1947 Beaufort St where 
Herbt. Hy. Brick was alleged to be 
occupying same in owners absence. 

In order not to be seen, Sir, we did 
not carry any lights & we ran over 
Constable Jinks No. Z.13. He said, 


This is a!l right this is isnt it. I imme- 





diately replied, That is quite all right, 


| we are from the Detective Office. The 
| Const. then said All right my foot, 


what abt my trousers. I instructed him 
to look where he was going next time 
but he said he would have to report his 
trousers. 

At 2.45 a.m., Sir, we arrived at 
address stated & | instructed Prob. Det. 


| Smith.P to run round the back. He 


then proceeded to back of premises & I 
h a lot of noise there & immediately 
followed & he said Get a knife quick. 
1 replied, Sir, You dont want to stab 
him, hit him on the head I cannot see 


| him it is too dark. He then said It 


isnt him it is the clothes line, I run 
into it & Iam 3s . | immedi- 


_ ately cut him out of the clothes line & 
_ instructed him to be more careful for 


the future as he had woke all the 
chickens up next door & the neighbours 
were all running out & shouting Police 
Police. I said Calm yourself Missus to 
some of them but they kept on running 
up and down the street saying Police 
Police. 

I then saw accused Herbt. Hy. Brick. 
He opened side window & said Leave 
a pint will you until Friday. I said to 
same, I have reason to believe you 
are identical with a man wanted on 
warrant for bkg, etg & stg 1 gents 
rolled gold keyless Rotherham watch, 
1 yellow ladies evening dress etc at 
The Laurels Mt Lawley on 22nd inst., 
& I am going to arrest you & any- 
thing you say is liable to be took down 
in my notebook & used in evidence 
against you. 

He then said, What hopes, & 
slammed the window & while we were 
getting in he jumped out of the sky- 
light being a small active man. We 
chased him towards the Rly Bridge. 
When we all got on to the Bridge 
accused shouted Hi there is a train 
coming in front & Prob. Det. Smith.P 
said, I can see all my past life before me, 
there is another one coming behind. I 
replied, It will never do if one of those 
hits us & Prob.Det. Smith.P said, No 
that is what I thought. 

We all then got out over the Bridge 
& hung on underneath while the trains 
went over the top. Accused who was 
hanging on abt 25 yds in front then 
said, I will have to let go & be drowned 
as I never learnt to swim when I was 
a boy. We then heard a splash & 
| immediately instructed Prob. Det. 
Smith.P to let go & continue pursuit. 
He said, | am wearing my club blazer 
& besides I only got a certificate for 
Life Saving whereas you got a bronze 
medal. I replied, Never mind abt 
your blazer or abt my medal either, 
you are the junior officer & besides it 
will be Practice for you. After further 
conversation he let go & continued 
pursuit & I slipped on some grease & 
also continued pursuit. 

Prob. Det. Smith.P then said, I 
have been duck diving all over the 
place & 1 cannot find him, why don’t 
you find him. I dove several times to 
the bottom but as it was so dark, all I 
could find, Sir, was old boots ete. We 
then found that Herbt. Hy. Brick was 
on top of the Bridge & it must have 
been something he threw in. He kept 
on singing, Sir, Pull for the Shore 
Sailor & asking us which one was 
Sexton Blake. 

Having got to shore, Sir, we immedi- 
ately proceeded after accused & chased 
same into the Council Sanitary Depot. 
I then said, He must be hiding in a 
dust-bin somewhere so we will hide 


behind this one & starve accused out, 
We then got down behind a dust-bin, 
Sir, & I instructed Prob. Det. Smith.P 
to stop making a noise & he said he 
could not help his teeth chattering. 
When it got light, Sir, it began to rain 
& Prob. Det. Smith.P said, We have 
been here since } past 3 & it is } to 6 
now, I am catching heart failure or 
something. We then heard a sneeze & 
on making inquiries found Herbt. Hy. 
Brick in the dust-bin we had been 
hiding behind. 

As neither Prob. Det. Smith.P nor 
self were able to walk we put accuseds 
lid on him again until such time as we 
were able to get about a bit. We then 
let him out & I arrested him on present 
charge. We immediately escorted him 
back to our bicycles & accused said, 
[ feel quite faint & could not walk 
another foot not if you was to pay me 
for it. Prob. Det. Smith.P replied, 
No & if I ever get 5 mins. alone with 
you, you will not walk another ins. this 
side of the cemetery. I then instructed 
him to put Herbt. Hy. Brick on his 
handlebars & I would ride behind to 
prevent escape from legal custody. He 
replied, Well this beats the band but 
never mind you never know when 
accidents happen. 

Abt 50 yds down the road, Sir, Prob. 
Det. Smith.P had an accident & hit a 
lamp post & when accused had come 
round a bit he said he thought he could 
walk now. 

In addition to the said charge of 
bkg, etg, & stg, accused was further 
chged with being unlaw. on premises, 
bkg skylight, escaping legal custody, 
insulting language, causing damage to 
officers clothing, being concerned in 
attpd manslaughter of officers by im- 
mersion & exposure, & unlaw. using 
dust-bin. 

Prob. Det. Smith.P Sir, who is in the 
next bed to me, states that by the time 
he comes out of hospital he will have 
thought of a few more. 

We now respectfully ask, Sir, that a 
remand of abt 6 months be applied for 
so that we shall be able to appear in 
Court to give evidence. 


Signature Montgomery Mangle. 
Rank Detective. 








Over and Over Again. 


‘Mrs. Harper is on the phone,” 
announced Pamela, coming in 
interrupting my meditations. “She 
wants us to go over there this even- 
ing.” 

I sat up and looked at her excitedly. 
“Over there,” I repeated. “Do you 
realise, Pamela, that everything ® 
‘over’ ?” 
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“Good heavens!” she said, ‘‘what- 


ever’s the matter ?”’ 


“Nothing is the matter; but I’ve 


spent the morning thinking over ‘over’ 
and 





“Flu,” interrupted Pamela simply 
“You had better go straight to bed 
and I'll get the doctor over.” 

“Exactly,” I said triumphantly 
‘You'll get the doctor over. A case in 
point.” 

“A case in bed.” 

I sighed and endeavoured to ex- 
plain. “Don’t you see,’’ I said, “you 
keep saying ‘over’? ” 

Pamela’s face cleared. “Over and 
over again,” shesaid. “Yes, I see. It’s 
a game. 

| prepared to elaborate the theme 
You look over a house ” I began 

‘A hymn-book or a mistake,” in 
terrupted Pamela, sinking down on the 
arm of the sofa. ‘‘ You sit over a fire 
laugh over a joke or cry over a book 
Your husband throws you over and 
the mutton’s left over.” 

“Splendid!’’ I said approvingly 





‘But that does not exhaust the sub- 
| ject. I, for example, play cric ‘ket, am 
bow led i in the first over, and—— 
“And the dog rolls over, the book- 
makers call over, and the kettle boils 
| over,” 


continued Pamela, her eyes 





———.. 


Yes, 'r'S MOTHER'S BIRTHDAY TO-DAY.” 











becoming slightly glazed. ‘* You go out 
in the car and run over a dog, doing 
over thirty miles an hour. You are 
overhauled by the police, hauled over 
the coals, handed over to justice, looked 
over, stood over, talked over and bound 
over. 

“Moreover,” 1 reminded her, ‘Mrs. 
Harper is still on the phone.” 

Pamela jumped up, ran to the door 
and tripped over the mat. 








Lines to a Very Sweet Singer. 


{In honour of the impending centenary of 
Taomas Haynes Bayty, a doggerel bard 
offers this fraternal tribute to the author of 

Gaily the Troubadour,” “We Met—'Twas 
in a Crowd,” “I'd be a Butterfly,” and “ She 
Wore a Wre wath of Roses.”] 





We cannot sing the old songs 
That once our grandsires sang, 

Romantic, cheerful, bold songs 
(Though lacking Sturm und Drang) 

And blameless simple-souled songs 
Laughed at by ANpREwW Lane. 


No longer loitering palely 
By sinister lagoons 

The minstrel roams, or gaily 
Evokes banjovial tunes— 

He spanks the ukelele 


And miserably croons. 


Oh, le t ; the m through their noses 
Their amorous thoughts declare, 
The maiden who with roses 
Wreathed her “luxuriant hair” 
To me at least discloses 
A mind more rich and rare 


For though there is no inkling 
Of Sehnsucht in his strains 

No fire but just a twinkling 
That never sears or pains, 

I love the gentle tinkling 
Of Bayty (THomas Haynes) 


With him from war returning 
In Palestine, I hie 

To find the homes fires burning 
Beneath a British sky; 

With him I share the yearning 
To “be a butterfly.” 


And if he showed a curious 
Revolt from passion’s call, 

His sweetness was not spurious 
But showed that, after all, 

Good treacle’s less injurious 
Than honey mixed with gall. 

( le L G. 








Is This a Record? 


“ Across a broad stubborn nose he carried 
a pair of gold-rimmed spectacles, a neat grey 
lounge suit and a blue shirt with soft collar 
to match, over which was knotted a large 
black silk tie.”——-From a Novel. 














| existence the huge 
| Mrs. Feeney’s shop. 
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“The Harp that Once . . .” 
Tue “Buy Irish” Week that once a 


_ year goads even the humblest shop- 


keeper in Southern Ireland to a frenzied 
alteration in the long-established form 
of ee — ~— 
Bawnoge, ing as sole of i 
nee the huge harp-shaped loaf in 
ted with 
crusty representations of ears of Irish 


_ wheat and supplied with two strings 


of emerald-green ribbon, this loaf was 
urged upon Mrs. Feeney by the bread- 
man, who, with the aid of a van and a 
grey horse, delivers bread to Bawnoge’s 
one and only shop from the Modern 


| Bakery some miles away. 


' man is acknowledged 


_ 


By his clients Chat Dolan the bread- 
to be a “hayro 
at plauzy talk.” So that, even though 
Mrs. Feeney’s business acumen is re- 
cognised just as clearly in the phrase, 
That one’ll never sthrive to sell her 
hens on a wet day,” her neighbours 
were not unduly astonished when the 
enormous loaf, now known familiarly 
as the ‘ bready harp,” made its appear- 
ance as Bawnoge’s chief contribution 
to the “ Buy Irish” Week. 

People who see Bawnoge for the first 
time might well consider that the 
incredibly small village should leave it 
to more important places to encourage 
the industries of the country. Con- 
sisting as it does of a single row of 
five cottages that, because of a sharp 
turn in the read, draw back a little 
from the highway, it has even been 
missed by those who search for it. 

On the first of April last year a 
motorist who had driven on for some 
miles beyond those cottages drove back 
very slowly and halted to ask of an 
inhabitant the way to Bawnoge. The 
date being what it was, the man he 
asked was cautious. 

“Wasn't I full sure in the first 
goin’-off that it was some April Fool ?”’ 


| he told his wife. ‘‘ But when I seen the 
/ man was in full earnestness I knowed 


_ only one side an’ na 


he must be some class of a gom. 
‘Aren't you in Bawnoge this minute?’ 
I says; an’ he gev a look all around 


| him. ‘I may be on it,’ says he, ‘but 


you couldn’t be in rier tg that has 
yther a top nor a 
bottom,’ an’ off wid him like blazes 


_ towards Ballykealy. Sure there’s some 
_ people an’ a place could be fornenst 
| them till the jaws of death an’ they’d 
| never see it unless it ruz up an’ hot 


them a clout. ‘Is this the way to 
Bawnoge !’ he says, an’ he in the very 
hub of it at the time.” : 
* * * * # 
Unknown to Mrs. Feeney, the harp- 
shaped loaf had been repulsed by 


several less patriotic shopkeepers 
along the road from Ballykealy, the 
home of the Modern Bakery. To them 
it seemed altogether unnatural, and 
the plain loaves and even the turnovers 
appeared comfortably familiar. After 
that the breadman added the two 
strings of green ribbon, and Mrs. 
Feeney fell. 

Living next-door, the tmistress 
was in a position to hear the interview 
between Chat Dolan and the owner of 
the little shop when the van halted 
just outside; and the postmistress 
believes in beginning at the beginning. 
“He dhruv up an’ he whoa’d his 
dabbled grey,” she says now, ‘an’ he 
seen me in the door an’ he med a 
remark. ‘It’s howldin’ very hash,’ says 
he, an’ I said it was, an’ Mrs. Feeney 
came out. ‘What are ye goin’ to do 
here for “ Buy Irish’ Week ¢’ he says to 
her. ‘If you was only to see the shop- 
windas beyant in Ballykealy you 
wouldn't be the betther of it,’ he says, 
‘for they have every brand of 
pathriotics set out, from plug tobacca 
down to them hairy tweeds. Ay, an’ 
what’s more, they have a lump of 
butther in Cooney’s winda that I may 
never stir out of this spot but ‘tis 
carved up into bunches of shamrogue— 
however the dickens they got around 
that! When I seen it I axed meself, 
‘“‘What’ll I take out to Bawnoge at all, 
for ’tis be Mrs. Feeney that their ‘Buy 
Irish’ Week will stand or fall?” an’ 
when the boss gev me the harp I could 
have cried wid satisfaction. ‘ k’d,” 
I says to him, “the Halls of Tara will 
only be a humbug towards Mrs. 
Feeney’s when she hangs that up!” ’ ” 


Always a popular rendezvous, the 
presence of the harp-shaped loaf filled 
the little shop with conversationalists 
who gazed upon the innovation with a 
grudging admiration. 

“It makes scenery all right,” Mrs. 
Feeney herself said, “but as regards 
atin’ 1’d have no grah for it at all.” 

Every time Johnny the Song saw it 
he sang or recited “The Minstrel Boy.” 
As someone said regretfully, “‘There’s 
anny number of remarks in that pome 
about a harp, an’ he’ll never miss out 
as much as one of them. As for the 
same Minsthrel Boy, I never could 
make head nor tail of him cluttherin’ 
himself up wid a harp, an’ he goin’ into 
battle at the time wid his father’s 
sword. It’s not anny wondher at all 
that he tore the guts out of it in the 
latther end. Sure you couldn’t hit a 
hole in a laddher if you had one of 
them harps on your back.” 

Last night Mrs. Feeney’s callers 
looked in vain for the ever-hardening 
loaf. It was gone, and its owner could 








give them no information whatever. 
She had opened the shop at nine 
o'clock as usual and had wondered 
again what she was to do with the 
beribboned object. Then, returni 

from the yard where she fed the fowt 
she saw that the bready harp was gone 
from its nail on the wall. Someone had 
seen Brady’s big dog gnawing some- 
thing ; someone else had seen a tinker’s 
cart on the road to Gortnabeg. Any- 
how, the harp was gone and Johnny 
the Song was temporarily silenced. 

The little gathering was about to 
break up when the son of the 
mistress came back from the fair at 
Gortnabeg and spoke through the door- 
way of Mrs. Feeney’s shop. ‘God save 
all here!” he said. “There was a 
woeful spectacle to-day in Gortnabeg, 
all because a tinker woman had her 
hair tied up wid green ribbons, an’ the 
husband med a mock of her, an’ she 
bet him a caution wid some quare class 
of a club. Didn’t I hear her tellin’ 
the Sergeant it was bread that Mrs. 
Feeney gev her? An’ he says, ‘If 
that’s bread, she didn’t give it away 
anny too soon,’ he says.” 

Everyone looked at the empty nail, 
but Johnny the Song spoke first. “ For 
they tore its sthrings asundher,” he 
said. D.M.L. 

The Pit. 

 Frrst of all,” said Algernon, ‘we 
must dig a rubbish-pit. Some people 
put up their tents straight away and 
then succumb to the temptation to lie 
down in them and smoke a quiet pipe. 
My method is to do all the unpleasant 
jobs first.” 

I sighed. I had looked forward to 
lying in the tent, shaded and pleasant, 
watching Algernon digging the pits, 
Algernon is an expert camper, and it 
is a treat to watch him at work. How- 
ever, it seemed a pity to start our 
Easter camp with a quarrel, so I 
helped him dig the pit. He insisted on 
making an enormous thing like a grave, 
which two campers, however prolific of 
rubbish, could hardly hope to fill in @ 
year—and we had only three days. 
And even when the pit was finished 
Algernon was not satisfied. 

“The important thing about @ 
rubbish-pit,” he said, “is that it should 
not look like a rubbish-pit. We must 
find some straight sticks, lay them 
criss-cross over the top and then re- 
place the turf. The pit should then be 
invisible.” é 

He certainly made a neat job of it, 
and marked the place with a bit of 
stick, explaining that otherwise one 
of us might forget it was there 
fall in. 

















)35 


lin’ 


vay 


ail, 
For 
he 


we 
yple 
und 
lie 
pe. 
ant 


to 
nt, 
its, 
l it 


pur 


I 


ve, 
» of 
n & 
ys. 


1ed 


a 
ald 











April 17, 1935] 























“I pon’r KNOW WOT'S COME OV 
‘E MIGHT TO Yor.” 








Just the sort of thing a tenderfoot 
like you is likely to do,” he said. 

Even Algernon admitted that it was 
now time we knocked off work, so we 
just put up the tents and then went 
down to the village for a glass of 
lemonade or something. We returned 
in about an hour and were met at the 
gate of the field by a dog with a stick 
in his mouth. 

“That looks like the stick we used 
to mark the rubbish-pit,” said Alger 
non indignantly. He was right. It 
was beginning to get dark, but there 
could be no doubt that our stick had 
disappeared, and Algernon had done 


PUNCH, or The London Charivari 









































ER THE MASTER, Ma’am E 


’S THAT IRRITABLE 


E SPEAKS TO ME THE SAME AS WOT 








his work so well that we could not find 
the pit anyw here 

“We will find it in the morning,” 
said Algernon. ‘“‘I will get a fire going 
and we will have a merry sing-song 
before we turn in.’ 

| pointed out that I was tired and 
that I couldn’t sing, but Algernon said 
an evening in camp must always be 
wound up with a sing-song. 

I rather hoped that he wouldn’t be 
ible to get the fire to go, but within 
ten minutes a merry fire was blazing, 
and Algernon, looking rather like one 
of the witches in Macbeth, was crouch- 
ing over it with a billie of cocoa 





“You can bring my cocoa in here,” 


I said from the tent. The prospect of | 


something hot to drink had quite 
cheered me up, and even the thought of 
listening to Algernon’s singing had lost 
some of its horror. I began to think 
camping was not such a bad game 
after all. 

I closed my eyes for a second and 
when I opened them I had the shock 
of my life. The fire still blazed, but 
Algernon and the cocoa had gone. For 
a moment I suspected supernatural 
agency, but an agonised scream from 
Algernon told me that he had found 
the rubbish-pit at last. 


| 
| 
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“ CoME—DON’T pawnie, Eustace.” 








Our Booking-Office. 
(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 





Strawberry-Leaves for Two. 
Or all the Victorians who can be surveyed by us moderns 
as leading Balmoral lives round about the ‘fifties, it would 


be difficult to find a couple more eminently worthy of 


biography than the architect of the Crystal Palace and his 
noble patron and friend. Pazton and the Bachelor Duke 
(HoppDER AND StovuGHTon, 20/-) owes its sustained enchant- 
ment not only to the vivid idiosyncrasies of Sir JosErH 
Paxton and the sixth Duke of Devonsuire but to the 
delightful narrative of the former's granddaughter, Miss 
VroLet MARKHAM. Thestrong Regency flavour of itsopening, 
which sees the eccentric son of the beautiful Georaiana 
put a lad who had known what it was to live on turnips 
in charge of the depleted gardens of Chatsworth (‘eight 
rhododendrons and not one camellia”’), yields to a Victorian 
heyday when Paxton, having flowered the Victoria Regia 
lily under a structure of glass and iron, produced a similar 
masterpiece for the housing of the Great Exhibition. This 
is perhaps the climax of his fortunes. For their fascinating 
domestic byways, their botanising travels and their social 
and business relations with pioneers of the day—Mr. Punch 
und others—you must turn to the book itself. 


The Gates of Knowledge. 
If you find it just a little trying to have to ask your 
small son to explain to you how a ray of light may be used to 


sort apples, how a house may be stamped out of bakelite, 
or how an aeroplane may be driven by rockets, turn to 
Professor A. M. Low’s Recent Inventions (NELSON, 3/6). 
Here you may have a glimpse of a future—some of it 
already arrived—filled with exciting, entertaining and on 
the whole desirable new applications of precise knowledge. 
If the idea of fresh types of musical instruments does not 
appeal, what about story-books that will read themselves 
aloud by your bedside, or whole shops where a perfectly 
civil remark about the weather will come forth automatically 
with the change when you insert a coin? What about 
floating island sea-dromes in mid-Atlantic where passengers 
change for New York, Havana, Rio and Buenos Aires! 
The thing that pleases me most about Professor Low is his 
sound refusal to be daunted by a future where mankind 
will have climbed out of the rut of useless drudgery. His 
technical descriptions I find at times simplified nearly to 
the point of unintelligibility. 
The Growing Boy. 

The critics have said many pleasant things of Mr. 
Rosert GaTHorNe-Harpy, and it is true that he writes 
gracefully enough in a leisurely fashion, almost as tho 
he had strayed from another century. From time to time, 
he tells us, he has had thoughts of writing his own prosaie 
life (the epithet is his own), but somehow it has come easier, 
he confesses, to do so under the guise of fiction. Som 
Coronation Baby (COLLINS, 7/6) he has sought to recapture 
memories of his own childhood by following the imaginary 
path of young Harry Crowthorne, who provides 4 title for 
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| ing about young Harry’s life or his 
| author’s, 
| sincere piece of work. 
| dict for it a distinctly limited appeal! 


| like it very much. 


| Miss Storm JAMESON may or may not 





| good deal of personal reminiscence with 
| his fiction, now and again coming openly 
| down to the footlights in propria per- 
| sona to deliver his asides when some 
| episode in young Crowthorne’s career 


| to animate a story whose central situ- 


| degree at Oxford—and she supports 
| her child and herself by uncongenia! 
| devilling for an unscrupulous woman- 
| editor. 
| is also at a matrimonial loose end: and 


| to Earlham, the Labour Member, and his 
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his book by having been born in that 
famous month of August, 1902. We 
follow with him the adventures of this 
young man for the first twelve years 
of his life. till he is nearing the end of 
life at a preparatory school and the 
world is preparing to plunge into the 
horrors of the War. Mr. Garnorne- 
Harpy mingles, rather unusually, a 


finds a parallel in his own experience. 
To my mind these intrusions of the 
author are overdone and lead to a 
rather irritating confusion; we cannot 
always be certain whether we are read- 


But Coronation Baby is a 
I should pre- 


but probably those who like it will 





Passion in Pastel. 
In describing a novel that would turn 
intoa trilogy and a novelist who decided 
to ‘make the best of this misfortune,” 


be suggesting the origin and conduct of 
Love in Winter (Casseuy, 7/6), but it 
rather looks like it. Somehow or other 
the sequel to The Mirror in Darkness 
seems to have outgrown its strength, 
and all its writer’s sustained skill in the 
presentment of human relations fails 


ation is a tedious one. Hervey Russell 
is a competent journalist and, within 
the limits imposed by her career, a 
careful mother. .She has shed her un- 
satisfactory husband—he is taking a 


Her cousin, an antique-dealer, 


all Hervey’s powers are bent on stabilis- Wet, I ‘vi 
ing Nicholas’s passion for herself, a MY SEARCH FOR 
prospect from which Nicholas instinc- DON'T EXIST.” 
tively recoils. Facets of other careers “No, BUT THI 
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TRIED MOST THINGS AN’ BIN IN PUBS ALL OVER THE WORLD IN 
‘CMAN “APPINESS AN’ I’VE COME TO THE CONCLUSION THAT IT 


” 


PUBS DOES. 





are cleverly disclosed during the work- 
ing of this unremunerative vein. It was a relief to turn 
Jewish wife 
or even to the Rabelaisian Delia. 





Our Times and Our Manners. 

There is something—perhaps nothing more than a sedate 
delicious air of knowing all there is to know of the habits 
and customs of a certain class at a certain period—which, 
for me at least, creates a likeness between the works of 
JANE AUSTEN and Mrs. ANGELA THIRKELL’S stories. The 
quality is strong in the latter authoress’s new novel, 
O, These Men, These Men ! (HamisH Hamiiron, 7/6), and 
though this book is not quite as funny as her earlier ones 
were, and several of the characters do no more than provide 
performers for such-and-such actions, it is enough to make 











it distinguished. One character—the dreamy self-centred 
‘harming Caroline—is a complete exception to the criticism 
just made; in fact the book is Caroline, with the co-operation | 
of her two young brothers-in-law, with their perpetual 
sparring over Hirer and the Russian Ballet, her delightful 
father-in-law, Old Intellect, and a few other people. The story 
of the ending of Caroline’s unhappy first marriage and the 
beginning of her happy second one is very slight, but such 
are Mrs. TarrkKe..’s charm and literary grace that the 
slightness is scarcely evident while you read 


P. G. W. on Hollywood. 
Mr. Wopenovse in very good form. Less perhaps to 


him than to any other writer does his theme matter, for 
his pen distils the same — whether it is dealing with 
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| , 
| a pub, an earl or a pumpkin; but of the twelve stories in 
Blandings Castle (Jenkrns, 7/6) the five staged in Holly- 
wood not unnaturally take on a deeper tinge of satire than 
Mr. Wopenovuse normally allows himself. What a field 
for him, and how deadly his aim is! “The Castaways” is 
one of the funniest short stories I ever hope to read. Related 
by our old friend, Mr. Mulliner, in the bar-parlour of the 


his nephew, Bulstrode, in one of the biggest of Hollywood's 
scenario-asylums. Blandings is the scene of six of the other 
stories—a springlike joyous Blandings, where pigs are pigs 
and peeresses have wide open faces; where Beech unbends, 
Lord Emsworth potters astigmatically, his son Freddie at 
last embraces matrimony, and even Lady Constance seems 
less ghastly than usual. 
Lord Emsworth, easily the battiest and most attractive 
member of the Upper Chamber, and we are privileged 
to be near during his memorable flirtation with young 
Gladys from Hoxton. This - 
we shall not forget. 


Jungle Talk. 

With a most attractive sub- 
ject, Forest Life in India 
(Murray, 10/6), Mr. J. W. 
Best has chosen to deal with 
it in a gossipy colloquial 
| manner. There is little plan or 
| method in the arrangement of 
the book and literary elegance 
is expressly avoided. The 
_ general impression is of some- 
| body yarning in a club. Yet 
| the matter is interesting and 
| varied and the life ofthelonely 

forester is eventually shown 
| to be admirable. Mr. Bsr is 
_ an authority on big game 
| shooting and now and then he 
| gives us the rough stuff (“I 
| let him have both barrels’’). 
| But on the whole he belongs 

to the newer type of sports- 
man, relishing hs killlessthan 
the study and the pursuit. In 
the concluding ft eectera he 
| speaks his mind on a variety 








“I’m sorry, Mapam. 
OUR POLICY.” 








‘"Angler’s Rest,” it describes the astonishing adventures of 


particular we see a great deal of 





REFUNDS ARE NOT IN LINE WITH 


captain who singed the King of Spatn’s beard and : 
the music of the drum. Now Mr. Dovuaias Brett shows him | 
in his true and manly proportions—a great fighter and dig. | 
ciplinarian; an explorer who must always seck what lies 
beyond the horizon; and withal something of a Puri 
despite his indulgence in fearsome oaths, of which Mr. Brry 
has unfortunately forgotten to provide a sample. Once 
again I have voyaged round the world with Drax in the | 
good ship Golden Hind and chased galleons filled with 
ingots of, silver across the waters of the Spanish Main, 
A salt tang about Mr. BELL’s writing enhances the vividness 
of his picturesque descriptions of Drakr’s voyages and 
fights. An invigorating and entertaining life of one of 
England’s greatest seamen. 


“This is the Way the Ladies Ride.” 

Miss Extp BaGNoLp’s novel, National Velvet (Henye- 
MANN, 7/6), might have been written in answer to a request: 
oo) * Please tell a story about a 
_girl of fourteen who won a 
_ horse ina shilling raffle, dressed 
| up as a boy and won the Grand 
National.” Now, the result 
_might have been the stuff that 

dreams are made of—but the 
‘author has tried to ride her 
|own particular Pegasus ac- 
cording to N.H. rules and, in 
my opinion, has pecked badly, 
The Piebald and his rider 
might have found favour in 
a fairy ring, but they are out 
of place on the Turf. But Miss 
BaGnoup’s descriptions of 
family life are another matter, 
and I am grateful for having 
been introduced to Velvet's 
mother, an ex-Channel swim- 
mer, to Mi, the jockey-at- 
heart who has never been in 
the saddle, and to the beauti- 
ful sisters who help to make 
up the butcher’s strange and 
most vividly presented house- 
hold. And I wish I had space 
| to add more than a few words 
____—/of congratulation to Miss 








of Indian topics with charming candour. I find his opinions LAURIAN JoNnEs (the author’s thirteen-year-old daughter) 


a trifle hard-shell but nevertheless worthy of respect. 
Disguise and Discovery. 
Modern fiction would not suffer if nefarious moneylenders 
_ who impose repugnant conditions upon their creditors were 
put on the retired list. They have had a very long innings, 
and the time must have come for it to be declared closed. 
Apart, however, from Adrian Crosse, né Cohen, I have no 
complaint to make against either the hunters or the hunted 
in . F. D. Grierson’s Murder in Black (Taornton 
Burrerwortu, 7/6). Professor Wells is, I am glad to say, 
again at hand to help his friend Superintendent Sims and 
that promising young sleuth Detective-Sergeant Phelps in 
_ the task of tracking down the murderer. Mr. GRIERSON is 
not one of the most subtle of mystery story-tellers, but he 
_ is one of the fairest, and in this tale ample opportunity is 
| given us to solve the problem for ourselves. : 


| Drake. 
For myself Drake (DucKworTu, 2/-) has hitherto been 
| only a memory from boyhood of an Elizabethan sea- 


: a vee 
on her really clever impressionistic sketches of horses. She 
is effective in a very few lines, and her drawings are a, joy. 





Ellery Queen Again. 
John Marco, whose murder Mr. ELLERY QUEEN investi- 
gates in The Spanish Cape Mystery (GouLancz, 7/6), 8 
correctly described as ‘‘Machiavelli and Beelzebub rolled 
into one.” A thoroughly bad man, believe me. But, sition 
no one can honestly regret that he met with sudden death, 
the circumstances surrounding this event were dramatic 
and peculiar enough to give Mr. QuEEN ample opportunity 
for the exercise of his remarkable gifts. Moreover the pro- 
cesses by which he reaches his conclusions are not bey 
the understanding of ordinary human beings—a boon for 
which, as a constant reader of detective-stories, one 8 
profoundly thankful. As a deducer Mr. QUEEN is both 
brilliant and sound, but as a writer his style is not entrane- 
ing. “Ellery engulfed the last mouthful, put aside his 
serviette and signed with Bacchic repletion ” is, for example, 
a sentence against which I fee] impelled to record a deter- 
mined protest. 
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An advocate of an international 
boat-race between England, Scotland, 
Wales and Ireland admits that at 
present England would have a strong 
pull. Which of course is a great 
advantage in a boat-race. 

* & 
x 

Mariana, the 
Australian Abori- 
ginal “King” of 
Bathurst Island, is 
claiming compen- 
sation for its use 
as a landing-place 
for aeroplanes. He 
regards it as his 
moated grange. 


*% & 
¥ 


From com- 
plaints of condi- 


Railway it 
would appear that 
many passengers 
make a practice | 
of hanging on by| 
first-class straps | 
with third-class 
tickets. 





* 

A world-famous | 
film-staristoshoot 
big game in Africa. 
Naturally he is to 
take precaution- | 


against being lion- 
sec 1 . x *& 
*% 


In Mexico a 
whirlwind carried 





air, The occu- | 
ularly annoyed as | 
they had always| 
been careful tokeep | 
out of local revolu- | 
tions. 4 » [ 


% = 
An umbrella with a window in it has 


| been invented. This is very handy, as 


it enables the user to see if the owner is 
approaching. e % 
* 


“Gaily-coloured scarves, sweaters 
and caps are always associated with the 
game of cricket,” says a writer. That 
is so; all over the British Umpire. 

* # 
x 

The woman about to take riding 

lessons is advised to make sure that 


VOL. CLXXXVII. 


| CAN ONLY TELL YOU 


she likes it before buying a habit. Ora 
horse. oe 
* 

As an innovation a first-class cricket- 
match is to be played in Rutland this 
season. A hit into any of the adjoining 
shires will count as six. 

% % 
* 

The increased world-demand for 

sausages is said to have caused a 


opinion that most men have modelled 
their handwriting on someone else's. 
Quite a few of them are serving stiff 
sentences on this account. 


* & 
* 


A man has been charged with de- 
manding money from a Birmingham 
chemist’s assistant. With characteris- 
tic acumen, it seems, the assistant 
offered him something just as good. 
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shortage of gut for lawn-tennis rackets. 
On the other hand, it is remarkable 
that the universal popularity of lawn- 
tennis has not affected the sausage- 
supply. — 

‘One can now enjoy the amenities and 
privacy of a self-contained flat while 
on an ocean voyage,” says a writer. 
But Jonan had these advantages cen- 
turies ago % % 
% 

A student of caligraphy is of the 


s 


a: 

: Wii yah 

a2) Ok 

‘/ . SH Me \) A 
i's ‘ sie yi 

if MARY 


* @ 
x 


After a wedding 
at Prague a former 
suitor of the bride 
threw a bomb 
among the guests. 
And that shows 
that it doesn’t al- 
ways pay to cross 
a Czech. 


% # 
* 


| Children in 
American schools 
are two years be- 
hind ours in the 
matter of dead lan- 
| guages. Especially 
| English. 

*& & 

* 





A circus - pro- 


| balance anything. 
There are rumours 
that after the next 
General Election it 
may receivean offer 
from the Treasury. 
& = 
* 

The world will 
perhaps be near 
the millennium 
when war becomes 
as hard to make 
aus peace. 

* % 
\\ * 

\ 
perfect 
eject intruders, if 
| you stop to con- 
| sider,” says a com- 
ee | piler of hints to 
hikers. Strangely enough, very few 
hikers do stop to consider. 











Rebuff for Bard of Avon. 


“Shakespeare's birthday anniversary, which | 


this year falls on Easter Tuesday (April 23), 
is to be celebrated by the Sheffield Repertory 
Theatre with the production of ‘Much Ado 
About Nothing.’ "—-Daily Paper. 
“Srranpep Arnmen Eat Hay anv Bark.” 
Scots Paper Headline. 


We hope their bark was no worse than 
their bite. 





prietor claims to | 
possess a perform. | 
ing seal that can | 


“Bulls have a | 
right to | 
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Spring in the Air. 


“Mrnp the daffodils,” said my uncle, ploughing his way 
heavily through them. “Now, where the devil did I put 
that axe?” 

The axe was discovered where he had thrown it—in a 
heap of daffodils. 

“Now,” he went on briskly, making one or two extremely 
dangerous practice-swings with it, ‘we can fell the tree in 
any direction at all except towards the summer-house. We 
mustn't damage that, because it’s where I pro to your 
aunt; and we must mind the daffodils,” he added as 
he took off his coat and threw it on top of some very 
nice narcissi. “So we shall have to start cutting on 
this side.” b 

“On the other surely?”’ I said. “If you want the 
thing to fall away from you, you must cut on that 
side. 

“Not at all. You cut it on the opposite side to the way 
you want it to fall. That’s gravity. Or is it capillary 
attraction? Anyway, I know that’s right. Like step- 
ping a mast. It doesn’t much matter in any case, be- 
cause we can cut it there and then it can fall either way 
it likes and it will miss the summer-house. Mind the 
daffodils.” 

He gave two hearty cuts, at the second of which the axe- 
head came off, flew through the air and lodged in the roof 
of the summer-house. I gave him a leg-up to retrieve it 
and he fell through the thatch, erying, ‘Mind the summer- 
house.” 

When he had finished sneezing and I had extracted 
several pieces of thatch from his eyes we carried on, this 
time with a saw. His end of it was three feet higher than 
mine and he worked with considerable vigour, so that at 
every stroke my hand struck the ground with some force 
while he cast aspersions on my skill as a sawyer. After 
a quarter-of-an-hour of this there was an ominous creak 
and the tree swayed over and hung menacingly above the 
summer-house. 

“Stop!” said my uncle. “She’s going over the sum- 
mer-house after all. We must bend a rope on to her and 
swing her. And we've forgotten to strip her. Every one 
of these branches has got to come off her before she 
comes down.” 

The only thing in the way of rope that could be found 
was a ball of twine, but my uncle declared that with a 
little ingenuity this would do the trick. We bent about 
ten lengths of it from a fork twenty feet up the tree and 
brought the ends of them together on the ground. Festooned 
with twine, the tree now began to look like a liner leaving 
Australia. Then we fetched a trestle-table and planted it 
among the daffodils, minding them hard. (The ground 
round the tree was by this time a mass of yellow pulp.) 
, On ye i of the trestle-table we put a smaller table, and on 

top of it a chair, on which my uncle climbed, armed with 
a small hand-saw with which to strip the branches. I stood 
at the bottom collecting the ends of the twine, while he 
began to saw. 

‘Mind the daffodils!” cried my uncle as the first bough 
fell on them; and he leaned across to tackle the next one. 
singing an impromptu song entitled, “Doomed is the 
Monarch of the Forest.” At this moment the scaffolding 
collapsed and I had a brief vision of my uncle hanging 
with both arms from his branch, looking pensively about 
—_ There was a loud crack from the tree as it began to 
al. 


“Swing her!”’ cried my uncle as the twine parted; and 


he just had time to add, “Mind the summer-house!”’ as. 





Y 


Birthdays, do you know, do not turn up but one time in 


still attached to his tree, he described a neat parabola} 
through the air. eae 


Half-an-hour later, over a whisky-and-soda, he said that ae 
it wasn’t much of a summer-house anyway. 








Bottle-Breakers. 


(Dedicated to those picnickers who must leave broken 
glass about.) 


Ir ever I lived on an island and the island belonged 
to me 

I would throw it open to all the world and make the entry 
free, 

And those who liked should have pienie lunch and follow 
with picnic tea; 

But people who broke bottles should be pitchforked into 
the sea. 


If I were king of an island I would issue imperial writs 
Completely abolishing money and calling outstandings 


uits ; 
We ‘d take in each other’s washing and we'd live by signing 
chits; 
But we who broke bottles should be made to roll on 
the bits. 


If I were to own an island and rule as that island’s head 

I'd see that my stoniest subjects had a jolly good Sunday 
spread ; 

I would close all courts and prisons and have nice little 
pubs instead ; 

But 2 ge who broke bottles should take broken glass to 


I don’t own any island and doubtless I never shall, 
But grass is a pleasant playground when holiday seasons 
call; 
So, people who break their bottles where little folk may fall, 
Will you please never to do it—no, not do it at all? 
H. B. 








Specimen Englisch Epistles for Nordic Students. 


(Made in Germany.) 


[V.—GratuLations. AN EptstLe oF BirtHpay-ANNt- 
VERSARI GRATULATION TO AN OLD CHUMFELLOW OF 
EQUIVALENT STATION, COMPRISING THEREWITH SAGA- 
cious COMMENTS ON NATALITIES IN GENERAL, 


Dear Mrvorp Rupert, Duke Perkins,—I am sensible 
of abundant rapture as I lift up my pen, my dear old 
comrade, to address to you the felicitations which are due. 
I feel merry indeed to gratulate you by this upon the age 
of which you have just come—five and thirty years are you 
now ripe, is it not so? Well, to get down to no more ado 
about nothing, I will phrase myself in the usual manner; 
“Several Happi Retorns of this Day!” 

Suffer me to add in a more famili way that 1 am 80 
delighted that you have reached this stage and no harm 
done. I hope you have many second helpings of the 
occasion and carry on, year in year out, day and night 
without stint, until you be at least a septuagesimarian OF 
even over the eighty. And I also. Amen! 
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“ Au! IF THOSE GATES COULD ONLY TALK THEY 'D TELL A STORY.” 
“WELL, AS A MATTER OF FACT, Mum, I ‘AVE TO KEEP ‘EM OILED TO KEEP "EM FROM SQUEAKIN’.” 
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every anno domino and, I say, we persons who know a 
thing or two should make the best of them while they are 
with us. Allow me to explain that people are of two minds 
in this matter. There are those who are fond of being in a 
birthday each annual time such a thing occurs, and there 
are those who deny the agreeability thereof, saying, “Oh, 
dear, no! Not for me, I tell you, I am not he who uses 
birthdays. I have no lust to be put in remind of each stage 
of life-on-this-world. Of birthdays I take the dismal view. 
Do not therefore, I beg, be so displeasant as to gratulate 
me upon such a to-do.” 


Now I am by no means he who casts in his choice with 
those who desist from recognising these occasions when they 
see one. Pon my word, I should think not indeed! I will 
be prepared to allow that each and every natality is indeed 
a milestone along the voyage towards our ultimate reposals, 
but what I am fond of saying is that there is no help for it 
but to schrog the eyebrows and receive the inevitable with 
quietude and resignment. I am oft inquiring what the Duce 
can one do about it, eh? And the riposte is, “Absoluteli 
knix.” Exhibit to me, if you please, I beg your indulgence, 

| him who glaims to be in a position to take the hand of time 

| by the forelock and whoa it! The head of such a one would 

_ be too big for his boots. He would be somewhat of a self- 
recommender, that chap! It would be wise to pinch the 

| salt while listening to him. 

| Can the Ethiopiate unwrap himself and exchange his skin 

_ for better or for worse? Gracious, not at all! If the leopard 





cat should feel not at home among his spots, is he able te 
say, “ Not to-day, I tell you, give me some of better quality”? 
Whew! What notions! As much out of the question, if not 
further, is it to essay to persuade nature to desist from taking 
its course. Wherefore growse at the pangs of senility? To 
what good resultant? To none. Therefore, I say, munch, 
sup, be merry and jubilious! Stuff the flowing bow! with 
wines and song and mark your natal occasion with music 
and blis! Lead a pretty dance indeed! Unbend yourself! 
Discork the bubbli and bid the best people admire the taste! 
Go so far as to return home in the company of the milk- 
person! Do quantities of dancing about with the ladyfolk 
and salute them copiously when they gratulate you! That 
is how to use a birthday, believe me! Try it on! 


Now I am aware that there is a habit of backing gratula- 
tions up with some good thing by way of presentment. So 
| bid you recite to me the name of that which kiddles your 
fancy and I shall constrain myself to make a point of taking 
possession of it, for love or money, and despatching it to 
you at the double. It shall be, I promise you, whatever it 
is, the best, at the price, that money can buy! 

Your obedient servingman, 
Percy, Viscount Brown. 








“The object of this course is to teach curators to preserve and 
improve the specimens at their disposal. Sometime in the week we 
shall teach them to use lipstick and powder in making their stuffed 
careases more lifelike.”—Daily Paper. 


Curators will resent this. 
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| stop on the southside of Picca- 
| dilly. 
| our right. 
| you just see Eros ? 


| can just see Eros. 


_ rapidly. We’ll open the win- 


| the traffic. We have now 


| I like the look of the weather 





| Madam! 


| nasty drizzle. 
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More Sport on the Air. 





Preliminary Announcement. Ladies 
and Gentlemen, we are now taking 
you over to Piccadilly. Captain All- 
sports, assisted by Mr. O. N. Looker 
is going to broadcast a running com 
mentary on the great scramble for 
buses during the rush-hour. We are 
now handing you over to Captain All- 
sports. 


Capt. Alisports. Good evening, every- 
body. We are just above the bus- 


Piccadilly Circus is on 
I think we can 
just see Eros. (Aside) Can 
Mr. O. N. Looker. Yes, I 


Capt. Allsports. Yes, we can. 
We can just see Eros. The 
time is nearly half-past six. 
The crowd is growing very 





dow a moment. (Noise of 
traffic.) That was the noise of 
shut the window. I can’t say 
Mr. O. N. Looker. Very 
nasty drizzle coming down. 
Capt. Allsports. Extremely 
Cold wind too. 
There is a cold wind blowing 
from the east. I’m afraid the 
people down there are getting 
rather wet. No room for um- 





tom TAX 


ME 





SS 


brellas. There really is a huge SH 
crowd. All trying to get on EY} 
buses. Everybody is very W S 
keen. They're a wonderful yy 


lot. Very evenly matched. 
It’s raining hard now. A 
bus is just coming up. It’s 
stopped. Well played, 
No, she’s not on 
Look at that fat man. He’s 
nearly on! 
running up to kick. She has | 
kicked. Oh, well played! The fat 
man’s out of it now. The girl’s on 
Yes, she’s on. The bus is moving 
It’s gone. A fine effort. Very fine. 

Mr. O. N. Looker. Excellent! Came 
rizht up from the back of the crowd 

Capt. Allsports. Now for the next 
bus. Who do you fancy? 

Mr. O. N. Looker. There’s the fat 


| man; or that women in grey there 
| she’s well in front. 


Capt. Allsports. Rather lightly built. 


| What about that girl in green! It is 


| further down. 
| calculation there are at least twenty 


raining, isn’t it? Hullo, here is a bus 
The bus is coming. No, it’s stopping 
I think on a hasty 
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people hanging on. It’s stopped. 
(Aside) What’s happening ? 

Mr. O. N. Looker. The conductor is 
speaking 

Capt. Allsports. Ah, yes. The con- 
ductor is warning them for holding. 
Passengers off the car first. Four are 
getting off. Four places. Now they are 
getting on. The girl in green is on. No, 
she’s not. She's off; she’s down. She’s 
been knocked down by the woman in 
grey. She's up again. She’s past the 
fat man. She’s slipped round the 
woman in grey. She's past the con- 
ductor. She’s on; she’s on! She’s in: 










she’s in! Oh, well played! The bus is 
moving. It’sgoing! It’s gone! Very 
nice movement! 

Mr. O. N. Looker. Very nice indeed. 
Lovely action. Look out! 

Capt. Allsports. Another bus is com- 
ing. It’s packed. Only one getting out. 
Look at the fat man. He’s got his head 
down. He's pushing his way through. 
He’s got one foot on the step. The 
whole crowd is heaving. Could we take 
the stroke, do you think? 

Mr. O. N. Looker. Yes, 1 think we 
could 

Capt. Alisports. Now! Ix—ovr. IN 

out. In—our ... Hullo! What’s 
happened ¢ 


a 


ak | 


Jupiter Plavius (the Chancellor of the Exchequer). “Ir 
THIS ISN'T A THOROUGHLY RARE AND REFRESHING SHOWER, 
No, there’s a girl [’LL NEVER CONSENT TO MAKE A TALKIE AGAIN.” 


Mr. O. N. Looker. Somebody hurt, 
I think. 

Capt. Allsports. It’s a man. Collar- 
bone gone, I fear. They ‘ve sent for the 
doctor. It’s the fat man. 

Mr. O. N. Looker. No, it’s a man in 
uniform—a policeman. 

Capt. Alisports. Where are the 
glasses? It’s not the policeman. I can 
see now. It’s the conductor. They’re 
going to carry him off. No, he's getting 
up. He’s standing up now, talking to 
the doctor. Only winded, | think 
What’s happened to the bus? 

Mr. O. N. Looker. It’s gone on. 
sata ] Capt. Allsports. Good Lord! 

Look at the conductor. He's 
trying to get on this bus. 

Mr.O.N. Looker. He's well 
in front. He's putting upa 
good fight. 

Capt. Alisports. | think 
he’s still a little dazed. Hullo! 
He's knocked three of them 
over. The doctor's down! 
The policeman’s down! He's 
nearly on. The fat man’s 
down! He's nearly on. He's 
got hold of the rail. 

Mr. O. N. Looker. There’s 
a woman coming up on the 
outside. She's nearly reached 
him. 


reached him. She’s there! 
She’s got him! 
Open the window a minute. 
(Deafening noise. Pause.) Bet- 
ter shut it again. (Noise 

| fades.) 

| Mr. O. N. Looker (in awed 
/ |tones). Did you see? 








Capt. Alisports. 1 saw. 
Poor fellow! Poor, poor fel- 
| low! 

Mr. O. N. Looker. Very 
sad. 


Capt. Allsports. 1 think we 
had better fade out, old man. 
Mr. O. N. Looker. It’s 
Jnearly time. Besides, I've 


got to catch a bus. 





Trade Unionism on the Farm. 


Good Lord! | 





Capt. Allsports. She's very | 
nearly reached him. She has | 


“A hen on my farm has laid an egg which, | 
on being weighed, was found to turn the 


scale at 9joz.”—Letter to Daily Paper. 
“Povuurry Pian Protest.” 
Heading in same Paper 





‘The outlook for them was entirely black, 


rhere was no opening for them until a Gov- | 
ernment ostaa as the car came round the | 
corner it stru would see things and direct | 


them into new channels.” 
Local News Report. 


Perhaps it would help matters if Mr. 
Hore-BseiisHa put up some sort of 


a sign. 


' 
} 


j 
| 








So ensayo eee ae OT ware AE A NE 











PUNCH, or The Leades Charivari 


[April 24, 1935 





At the Pictures. 


EvisaneTH BERGNER. 


AccorpinG to the programme of 


| Escape Me Never at the London 
| Pavilion (which costs fourpence), the 
_ only persons responsible for the film 
_ are Paut Czunner and Hersert Wit- 
' cox. But when I saw the play from 
_ which the picture has been made there 
_ surely was an author named Mar- 
GARET Kennepy/ Although she seems 
to have vanished, she must not be 
forgotten. 

As I must say at once that Extsa- 
BETH BERGNER is a very accomplished 
actress, with, in Gemma, an extra- 
ordinary range, from the merry school- 
girl to the distraught woman, and I can 
think of no one who is her equal or even 
her rival, we have here a further reason 
for resenting the suppression of Miss 
Kennepy; for anyone should receive 
recognition who had the wit to provide 
this inspired foreigner with such ex- 
cellent opportunities. But for Miss 
Kennepy we should not yet have 
known—nor would the Americans— 
what a delicate instrument the Berc- 
NER is and how she can run up and 
down the seale. As to whether her 
tears or her laughter, her words or her 
silences, her grief or her smiles, are the 
more ingratiating, there will be mixed 
opinions, unless, like myself, the critic 
votes for all. 


As to the play, I think it is better 
than people have been saying. The 
Sanger brothers may at first be a little 
difficult to believe in, but they become 
reasonable and possible, and it has to 
be remembered that Gemma is an 
unusual creature in whose presence 
nothing ever was quite normal. The 
end may strike one as strained; but 
then life and strain and the unlooked- 
for are inextricably mixed. Certainly 
everything that can be done by 
Sebastian Sanger, the artist, composer, 
vagabond and husband, and Caryl 
Sanger, the careful business man— 
played respectively by HuaH Smnciair 
and Grirrirh Jones—to make the 
story credible and moving, is done ; but 
I cannot help wishing, in parenthesis, 

_ that one of them had thought of pro- 
_ viding Gemma and the baby’s donkey 
| with stirrups. 


The naturalness of ELtsaperu Bero- 
NER—or the skill which, in an actress 

| of genius, stands for naturalness— 
would in ee case be noteworthy; but 
in Escape Me Never it is assisted by 
the profound staginess of IRENE VaN- 
BRUGH, in voice, manner and eyes, and 

_ in the conventionalism of Lzon Quar- 





TERMAINE, whose moustache, I felt, 
might at any moment come off; and 
I alent too that a better “Prima- 
vera” than PengLore DupLEY Warp 
might have been found. If, however, 











A HOSPITAL HIKE. 
Gemma Jones . . ELISABETH BERGNER. 


those two responsible stalwarts, PauL 
CzInNER and HersBERT WILCOX, 
thought otherwise, I feel sure they 
were right. But I can’t believe that 
“Primavera” would have married 
Caryl. 


LITTLE CHIEF. 
. Noxa Mak MoKiyney. 
. Pav Ropeson. 


The new fashion for dedicating the} _ 
first performances of films to charity, 
and seeking the patronage of eve 
who is anybody, may be good business 
for the cinema and of use to the poor, 
but it does not make for the best 
criticism. Everything done under such 
circumstances tends to perfection, 
Thus Sanders of the River, a screen 
drama which has been concocted from 
Epe@ark WaLuLace’s excellent short 
stories of White v. Black in Africa, is 
possibly not so good as we have been 
led to suppose. At any rate I, person- 
ally, as I did not attend the premiére 
and sit among notabilities, seem to 
have missed some real thrills; for as 
a whole I found it at once as a drama 
too easy for Sanders, the pro-consul, 
and as a work of art too scrappy. I 
infinitely prefer the written stories, 
where EpGAR WALLACE, casual and 
superficial as they were, was often 
at his best. I happen to know too that 
he kept in his heart a very soft spot 
for them, and was, when death ruined 
so many of his plans, meditating one 
or more stage versions. 


The film producer, in getting the 
advantage of PauL RoBEson’s voice, 
lost at once the mischief and roguery 
of Bosambo, which form one of the 
book’s most amusing qualities. Not 
being able to have both, he chose the 
voice. Well, I should have chosen not 
the voice. Singing, especially deep 
bass singing, very soon tires me. And 
I soon tire of native dances and dusky 
nudity, especially when arranged for 
cinema audiences. But the crowds that 
have been overwhelming the Leicester 
Square Theatre from morning till night 
suggest that I am in a minority— 
although it is always possible that they 
go to see one of the minor and more 
out of the way attractions, a dog made 
drunk with beer. 


As for Nina Mak McKuyney, who 
plays the slave girl and Bosambo’s 
latest wife, she can apparently repre- 
sent any nationality that is desired. 
Bosambo certainly chose well. 

E.V.L. 





“The younger intellectuals of the party 
would be in control, and they had it on the 
assurance of their leader—an assurance never 
repudiated—that the first effect of their 
activities would be a financial crisis. That 
spelt catastrophy.”—Scots Paper. 


In a manner of spelling, yes. 





“Kirchen, the newcomer from Norwich, 
made an auspicious debut at outside-right. 
Fast and strong, he seized his chances with 
both hands.”-—Daily Paper. 


And what was the referee thinking 
about ? 


a 
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| Locality. 
that you are looking for some little 
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‘As SECRETARY oF rHis CLUB IT IS MY DUTY TO TELL YOU THAT YOU MUS? Nor DRIVE OFF (N FRONT OF THE TEE-BOX.’ 
“DRIVE BE BLOWED! THIS IS MY THIRD.” 








First Steps in Fruit-Farming. 


Littleope Fruit Farm, 

Swamp-in-the-Doke 

Friday. 
Drak CLaup,—What a glorious idea 
of yours to leave Stock-broking and 
take up Fruit-farming! Of course I'll 
give you any advice you like. I’m 
perfectly certain anyone with your 
training could make it pay. The 


| trouble, as I’m sure you know, with 


farming generally is that the people 
who do it simply have no brain at 


all. 


The first step you should take is to 


| buy all the Ministry’s pamphlets on the 


subject—or if you like I would sell you 
mine at half-price, as I don’t realiy 


| need them any more. They're simply 
| invaluable; say one pound the lot. 
They cost me over two pounds, but of 


course they were new then. 
The next thing to settle on is 
I gather from your letter 


old-world farmhouse tucked away in 


| the heart of the country, nestling in the 


sheltered but airy bosom of the hills, 
surrounded by woods and commanding 
extensive views over undulating slopes 


, down to a cool but sunny trout-stream. 


But that might be almost anywhere, 


| and ie know you can’t make money 


on fruit just anywhere. Before | 





bought Littleope I read all the 
Ministry says about Locality, and there 
are six important points to consider 
according to them. 


(1) Railways. ** Orchards remote from 
transport services,” they say, “are best 
devoted to the production of varieties 
with exceptional travelling qualities 
or for growing fruit for jam or fermen- 
tation purposes.” Of course if you want 
to grow jam, well and good. Have your 
farm far enough away from the rail- 
way and your fruit will be jam before 
it gets there. Have it further still 
and it will be cider. But that isn’t 
quite your idea, is it? 

(2) Not only must your old-world 
farm be near a railway, but it must too 
be near a large market. Covent Garden 
or Birmingham or Liverpool would do, 
unless you like Manchester. 

(3) Then of course land must be 
cheap or the thing will never pay— 
nor, from what you write, will you. 

(4) The water-supply must be reliable 
in drought, but cheap. 

(5) Electricity must be laid on, and 
cheap too. 

(6) Finally, rates must be low and 
the tithe redeemed. 


I think that is about all you need 
as far as locality goes; but then there is 
the little question of Situation. Almost 
anywhere will do for growing fruit, 


except the following: Windswept hills, 
frost holes, open windy plains, dry 
uplands, water-logged hollows, sunless | 
northern slopes or shadeless southern | 
declines. 

You see, too steep a slope, if the 
Ministry is correct (and I think it is), 
makes cultivation difficult. On the | 
other hand, it should not be absolutely | 
flat or the thing becomes mere child’s- 
play and unsportsmanlike. You must 
remember too that aspect (or slope) 
makes a crop early (or late), and it has 
in fact been argued that on a bill with 
sufficient aspects (or slopes) crops 
could be secured all the year round. 
You'll have heard of the Rotation of 
Crops, haven’t you ? 

When you have found the right 
locality and situation (and any estate- 
agent will tell you of hundreds) there 
is only one thing left to consider—Soil. 
Choose a good medium loam, two spits 
deep or more, on a subsoil at once well- 
drained and moist. You simply can’t 
beat it. 

You can’t think how pleased I am 
to feel you are coming into the 
business. Ever since | started, four 
years ago, I have been wishing one of 
my friends would take it up. I do hope 
you find the ideal place soon, but if by 
any chance you don’t, let me know. 

Yours ever, Bua. 

P.S.—What about Littleope ¢ That’s 

in the market. 
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Story Without a Moral. 


One day a Business Magnate met a Nymph in a wood. 

It was quite a chance meeting. The Business Magnate, 
who had had trouble with his ear, was in the wood because 
he had been advised that there was a short cut through it 
to a house which had a telephone and a chauffeur and other 
useful accessories. Normally he had no use for woods. 
And as for the Nymph, who sat in a clearing twining 
primroses into her hair, she had certainly not come there 
to meet business magnates. She had come to talk to the 
butterflies, which, as everyone knows, is a different thing 
altogether. 

“Good afternoon!” began the Magnate, averting his 
eyes slightly, for the Nymph, as is the way of her kind, 
was extremely scantily clad. “I wonder if you can tell me 
how to get out of this wood? I’m looking for a house, and 
the fact is I seem to be lost.” 

“How to get out of the wood?” repeated the Nymph, 
observing him with some astonishment. ‘Well, I’m not 
sure that I can. You see, I’ve never bothered much about 
getting out of the wood. It seems to me such a perfectly 
satisfactory place to be in.” 

“But, my good girl,” said the Magnate, who had never 
met a nymph before and so could hardly be expected to 
know the proper way to address one, ‘you must want to 
get out of the wood sometimes. You can’t spend your whole 
life in the place.” 

“T don’t see why not.” 

‘There are hundreds of reasons. It must be so dull, for 
one thing. What on earth do you do with yourself all 
day ?”’ 

“Oh, I don’t know,” said the Nymph. “I do a bit of 
dancing and singing, and I talk to the rabbits and the 
butterflies—and then I’m interested in flowers, you know. 
Don't you think these primroses are lovely ?”’ 

The Magnate gave a kind of snort and twiddled his 
watch-chain. 

“ By the way,” went on the Nymph, who had never met 
a magnate before and so could hardly be expected to know 
that snorts and the twiddling of watch-chains stand for 
Impatience and the Pressure of Important Business Else- 
where, “what are you interested in—when you are out of 
the wood, I mean?” 

“Me? Oh, I’m interested in Lard chiefly—at the 
moment.” 

“Lard? What’s that?” 

The Magnate explained that it was the internal fat of the 


abdomen of pigs, clarified for use in the preparation of 


‘ood-stuffs. 

“But what a queer thing to be interested in!” said the 
Nymph. ‘It sounds so—so messy and so dreadfully dull. 
You can’t talk to it, can you, or play with it—or twine it 
in your hair, like I can with these primroses!? I think I'd 
rather be interested in them any day.” 

“It’s a different thing altogether,” said the Magnate 
testily. “Of course I don’t play with it or—or twine it in 


_my hair. I buy it and sell it.” 


The as 59 wrinkled up her forehead in the attractive 
way she had when puzzled. 

“I’ve heard about the buying and selling that go on 
outside the wood,” she said slowly ; ‘and I could understand 


_ your buying lard if you needed some for your cooking, or 


selling it, if you had some, to other people who wanted it, 
but as for buying end selling it—well, there doesn’t seem 
to me to be any sense in that at all.” 

The Magnate a hand dazedly across his brow. 


| Put like that, it did sound a little bit ridiculous. 


YQ 





“And how much of the stuff have you got at the moment ?” 
the Nymph was asking. 

This was safer ground. “ About four million pounds’ worth, 
I believe,” he said, not without a touch of pride. It did 
not seem to him that any good purpose would be served 
by attempting to explain that it was shares in Lard, rather 
than the commodity itself. which he possessed in such 
abundance. 

“Tt sounds a lot,” said the Nymph; “ but what's the good 
of it all? I’ll tell you what you ought to do. You ought to 
sell the whole—the whole——” 

“Caboodle ?”’ 

“—the whole boiling and buy primroses. Hundreds and 
thousands of primroses. It would be lovely! But not 
mine,” she added suddenly and almost fiercely. “They ’re- 
not for sale.” 

“T’m much obliged to you for your advice, Madam,” 
said the Magnate rather stiffly, “ but I must really be getting 
on,” and with a courteous flourish of his bowler-hat he 
bade her good-bye. 

‘Why, good gracious me!”’ cried the Nymph excitedly, 
“you've got pink hair!” 

But the Magnate, who was inclined to be sensitive about 
his baldness, turned away without another word and 
plunged resolutely into the undergrowth. 


It may have been half-an-hour later when, breathing 
heavily and his hat a little askew, he emerged on to a road- 
way and saw, to his joy, a public call-box some fifty yards 
away. Into this he walked, and then, perhaps because the 
spring had got into his blood or perhaps because the wood 
he had just come out of really was enchanted, he did a 
curious thing. Instead of ringing up his home or a garage, 
he rang up his broker. And-—again perhaps because the 
call-box was enchanted—he got straight through. 

“Is that you, Higgs?’’ he said. ‘Well, listen to me. 
I want you to unload my lard-shares—everything I ve got 
in lard, you understand—and buy primroses. What? Yes, | 
primroses. P for Pan, R for rabbits, I for——— Yes, that’s 
right. As many as you can get—and don’t argue. No. 
Good-bye,” and like a man in a dream he hung up the 
receiver and staggered out on to the highway. 


The phenomenal rise in the shares of the Primrose Basie | 
Slag Company, shortly after a large block of them had passed 
into the possession of a well-known business magnate, is 
still a subject of debate in the City. How could anyone, | 
it is asked, have foreseen the unprecedented demand which 
suddenly arose for this hitherto neglected commodity! 
One day basic slag was practically unknown to the man in 
the street. The next its indispensability in a hundred 
different spheres of activity had been diseovered and spread 
abroad. Gardeners bought tons of it. Doctors recommended | 
it. All the best grocers kept it in stock. It had become, in 
fact, a riot. 

Even Higgs, the broker who put through the purchase 
of four million pounds’ worth of Primrose Company shares 
at his client’s request, is unable to discover where the tip 
came from. 

“I got it from a fairy in a wood ” is all that the Magnate 
will say. H. F. E. 








“Jupmer Caan or Fire. 
Nzrwork or BEacons ALL OVER Brirarn.” 
Newspaper Hvadings. 
So that’s what the things are for! 





“Surnames may be formed by just adding ‘gon’ to the father’s 
name. Thus Simpson means son of @ siinp.”—Schoolboy's Essay. 


We prefer to leave comment on this noe. 
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For Clubs. 





‘SURELY in vain,” said the author of 
Proverbs (i. 17), “the net is spread in 
the sight of any bird.” 

But he had never visited England. 
You may,in some matters, spread nets, 
dig pits, set spring-guns and man-traps 
in the sight of the English, coat them 
with luminous paint and beat loud 
gongs to draw attention to your work, 
and they will still walk into the peril. 
patting themselves on the back as they 
do so. 

Clubs, now. There is much talk of 
“bogus” clubs and ‘“‘undesirable”’ 
clubs; and no doubt both kinds are to 
be found. And characteristically, in 
order to deal with a few bad or bogus 
clubs, certain persons propose to be 
unpleasant to all the clubs—bogus, 
authentic, undesirable and attractive 
—that is, to hand them over to the 
control of the Licensing Justices, and, 
among other things, permit police- 
officers to walk into any club, as they 
may into any pub, at any hour, with- 
out a search-warrant. 

And dear, good, kind, innocent birds 


in the papers saying, ‘“Why on earth 
should a respectable club, with nothing 
to hide, object to the occasional visit 
of a nice policeman?” Thinking, it 
appears, that that is all there is to it. 

Well, let us waive the question 
whether it is really a trifling thing for 
the most respectable club to be ex- 
posed to unannounced visits of in- 
spection by the sweetest policemen 
at any hour. I like policemen myself, 
and nobody at my club would rush 
for the back-door at the news that 
a constable was in the hall. But look 
ahead, brothers, and use your brains. 
Imagine a régime less wedded to 
democracy than the present—modelled, 
shall we say? on Russian, Italian or 
Adolfian lines. In that day, brothers, 
you might bitterly regret that you had 
feebly conceded to the officers of the 
State theright of entry without warning 
into any club. Suppose, for example. 
that Sir Starrorp Cripps’ policemen 
were entitled to walk into the Carlton 
meetings, or the Mosixy policemen 
into the meetings at the Maxton Club ? 

However, let us waive that little 
point. Waive, if you will, the trivial 
question of “‘hours of refreshment ”— 


At present, you poor blind bird, your 
club can fix its own hours, provided 
that it keeps within the general limits 
laid down by Act of Parliament. And 
so your Golf Club can choose one set of 
hours convenient to its own purposes, 
and your Art and Drama Club in 
London can choose another. 

But if the clubs are handed over to 
the Licensing Justices the crazy passion 
for “uniformity” will prevail, and 
both your Golf Club and your Art and 
Drama Club will have to observe the 
same hours as are fixed by the Justices 
for the pubs of the district. And after 
your wet round on a winter afternoon 
you won’t be able to get something to 
keep the flu away till perhaps an hour- 
and-a-half later, when you are not 
there. Moreover, since a policeman, e 
hypothesi, may walk in at any minute, 
you won’t be able to get it on the sly. 

This is nothing to me. I don’t play 
golf. And it may be a “trifle’’ anyway; 
but don’t say we didn’t warn you. 

Next, let us suppose that your Art 
and Drama Club wants to build a new 
wing and put in a billiard-room. AS 
things are, a fairly simple matter. 
You employ an architect, and he does 


a, 


write letters, and even leading articles, 


most of the rest. 





so long as you understand what it is. 


RSE an 3 a et saat k ee 


persian oa bo wc seat 


Peli ints cee tho attiontasiateebeunmeehnael 
po ows “ - . 




















April 24, 1935] 


PUNCH, or Th 











But if you are ever on the same 
footing as “licensed premises,” as 
certain persons want you to be, the 
matter will be far from simple. For, 
presumably, you will wish to have 
“refreshments” served in the billiard- 
room; and this will increase the 
“drinking area.” (Charming phrases 
| they use on the Licensing Benches!) 

And any alteration in any licensed 

premises which gives increased facilities 

for drinking or conceals from observa- 
| tion any part of the premises used for 
drinking, or which affects the communi- 
cation between the part of the premises 
where intoxicating liquor is sold and 
any other part of the premises “shall 
not be made without the consent of the 

Licensing Justices assembled 

“And the Licensing Justices may, 
before giving their consent, require 
plans of the proposed alterations to be 
deposited with their clerk at such times 
as they may determine. 

“And, if any such alteration is made 
without such consent as aforesaid, a 
Court of Summary Jurisdiction may 
by order declare the licence to be 
forfeited or direct that the premises 
be restored to their original condition’ 
(that is, without wing or billiard-room). 

Assuming the worst, then—which is 
the only safe thing to assume in these 
affairs—that you have feebly allowed 
your club to pass under the same juris- 
diction and code as the pub, that is the 
sort of trouble your innocent new wing 
and billiard-room are going to lead you 
into. It will then be a matter of luck 
what kind of Licensing Bench you 
happen to be under. You may be 
lucky and hit a good sensible one. But 
if you are very unlucky you may be 
refused permission to make your 
alterations, not because the Justices 
object to billiards but because they 
object to increasing the “drinking 
area.” 

And it’s no use opening your inno- 
cent eyes and saying, “Such crazy 
things could never happen to my almost 
monastic club!’’ They are happening 
every day to respectable “licensed 
premises ’’—only you don’t hear about 
them. And very few words in an Act 
of P. could make them happen to you 
So keep your eyes open, birdie. 

Besides, even a billiard-table may be 
an embarrassing thing to have about, 
even when unaccompanied by “refresh- 
ments.” Not only must billiards not 
be played on licensed premises on 
Sunday, Christmas Day or any Fast- or 
Thanksgiving-Day (even by the land- 
lord or a member of his family), but 
the billiard-room must be kept closed 

| on those days, so that it cannot even 
be used for meditation or reading or 
| knitting. 
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Anxious Mother (to competitor in Ladies’ Race)...“ Do BE CAREFUL, DEAK, AND 
DON'T GO TOO FAST.” 


This, again, is nothing tome. I don’t 
play billiards, or knit. Nor do I play 
poker or bridge for money stakes. You 
can safely do that now at the club to a 
mild and harmless extent; but you must 
not do it on “licensed premises.” And 
once you are under the Justices, with 
the police able to pop in when they will 
in order to detect or prevent a breach 
of the law, you will do it with impunity 
no more, for your Committee will be 
nervous, whether the policeman calls 
or not 

Turn to politics again. The club, 
brother, is one of our great organs of 
political liberty. Any body of men, 
whatever their religion, politics or 
favourite game, can form and run a 
club to-day without asking anyone's 
permission, provided that they obey 
the regulations and conduct it properly. 








This is good; and those who mis- 
behave themselves in the many pos- 
sible ways can be dealt with un ler 
the existing laws. (It is no doubt a 
tedious and trying business for the 
police, but that is what the police 
are for.) But if in a panic we depart 
from this good system and give to the 
Justices the right to say, in their 
“discretion,” that the A’s may form a 
club but not the B’s, what an opening 
we make for political oppression, or at 
least for the suspicion of it! It is no 
use telling me that all the Justices can 
always be trusted to use their “ dis- 
cretion” with perfect equity and pro- 
priety, as Parliament intends. . 

“Some”—“many ’’—perhaps “most” 
—yes; but we know, alas! that all of 


them do not do that even now. We | 


need not blame them unduly, for they 








j 











Redes ek das does earareeee: 











pear ne ee sprar ne sons eli) 
ne a a TTS ay RT A a 


PUN 


CH, = The Laide Charivari 








NN 


ae 


> 
~*~ 





SA —_ 





Ly 


Y 

wy hy 
Wy 

ttl 4 

iy th od 
; AY, 


f 





[April 24, 1935 





“HAVE A LITTLE PATIENCE. 1 TELL you I’m sure I ONCE JOINED A CLUB SOMEWHERE ROUND HERE. I CAN'T 
REMEMBER ITS NAME BUT I SEEM TO RECALL ONE WENT DOWNSTAIRS TO IT.” 








ure human, like the rest of us; and no 
doubt, if we were given an opportunity 
not only to air but to enforce our pet 
theories in a semi-judicial capacity, we 
should find it hard to resist the temp- 
tation. The thing to do is to avoid 
creating the temptation. 

Therefore, British bird, while there 
is time, observe the net which is spread 
in your sight. I do not say that all these 
evils will come together or immediately. 
No, the enemy is too cunning for that. 
He will begin with something simple, 
something to which, but for this 
powerful article, you would see no 
objection—the registration of the Art 
and Drama Club by the Justices, the 
acimission of an annual policeman, and 
so forth. But that first step will be 
fatal, for you will never be able to turn 
back, and they will lead you gently 
and logically on into the ultimate 
morass. 

But perhaps, after all, you will not 
mind, Perhaps it doesn’t matter. 
Perhaps nothing matters. As you will. 
Only don’t say we didn’t warn you. 

A. P. H. 


A Tax on Crossing. 





“Has it ever occurred to you,” said 
Briggs as we were strolling up Regent 
Street, “that Mr. Horg-BeE.isna is 
tackling his problem from entirely the 
wrong angle ?”’ 

I did not trouble to reply. Whenever 
Briggs propounds a question of this 
description he has already made up his 
mind to answer it himself, and it is 
a sheer waste of time trying to forestall 
him. 

“His mistake,” said Briggs, “lies in 
concentrating his energies on the rela- 
tively unimportant sideline of teach- 
ing the pedestrian how to cross a road. 
It has never dawned on him that it 
is not ‘how’ or ‘where’ a pedestrian 
crosses a road that matters, but ‘why.’ ” 

“Why does a chicken cross the road ?” 
I muttered absently. 

“Precisely,” Briggs pounced. “To 
get to the other side. And now can 
you tell me why that particular joke is 
so funny?” 

“It isn’t—particularly.” 





“It is; frightfully funny. I roar with 
laughter every time I remember it.” 
He paused to roar. ‘‘What makes it 
humorous,” he resumed, “is that it 
credits the chicken with reasoning power, 
It draws up a mental picture of an in- 
tellectual chicken who has reasoned 
the matter out and decided that the 
other side offers attractions superior to 
that of the side on which it happens to 
be. While in actual practice of course 
the chicken merely ambles across be- 
cause it has nothing better to do. Just 
like all these people.” With a gesture 
of supreme contempt he pointed to the 
masses of pedestrians seething across 
the safety lanes. “How many of these 
chickens do you suppose have got @ 
really good reason for wanting to get 
to the other side?” 

“T’ve no idea.” 

“Naturally,” said Briggs. ‘Well, 
personally I estimate it at no higher 
than twenty per cent. The remainder 
are merely crossing to gaze into a shop- 
window or to get into the sun or to get 
out of it, or possibly even for the sheer 
fun of the thing.” 
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Briggs is a barrister, so I decided to 
answer him in his own language. 

“And what is your evidence for 
making such an assertion?” 

“The evidence of observation,” said 
Briggs. “The matter is easily proved. 
Take yourself as an example of the 
average pedestrian.” 

“T’m not.” 

“You are. How many times a day 
do you cross a road?” 


I reflected. “About fifteen to 


| twenty.” 


“And how many of these crossings 


| are superfluous ?” 


“None,” I said indignantly. 

“Are you positive ?” 

* Certain.” 

“In that case,” said Briggs, “if you 


| were forced to pay to the State the sum 
| of one penny every time you crossed 
a road your walking would cost you 


from one-and-threepence to one-and- 
eightpence a day.” He paused. “Or 
perhaps you would find that you could 
manage to eliminate a few of them?” 

To humour him I considered the 
matter more seriously and ran rapidly 
through my everyday movements. The 
result was astonishing. 

“A few,” I admitted. 

“How many?” 

“Oh, about ten.” 

“And there,” said Briggs trium- 
phantly, “you have Mr. BetisHa’s 
solution. Impose a penny tax on every 
road crossed and the number of people 
crossing them would be automatically 
reduced by sixty-six per cent. And 
just think how that would simplify the 
traffic problem!” 

The suggested remedy was so pre- 
posterous that I sought for a flaw to 
squash it at once. To my annoyance 
I failed to find one. Briggs went on 
with increasing enthusiasm. 

“Of course,” he said, ‘‘this tax will 
not be applied to affect the genuine 
crosser; for instance, the man whose 
tube station is opposite his place of 
business. Such a person would have a 
season ticket issued for his particular 
crossing gratis. What we are really 
aiming at is the cross-road hog, the 
man who nips across the road to get 
a packet of cigarettes when there is an 
equally good tobacconist a few paces 
along on the same side, or the woman 
who goes shopping down Regent Street 
and keeps on crossing it instead of 
going right down one side and up the 
other.” 

He stopped for breath, and I took 
the opportunity to ask him how he 
proposed that such a tax should be 
collected. 

“ But easily,” said Briggs. ‘‘ Crossing 
would only be legal on the safety lines, 
and it will be a simple matter to have 
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“AND 7#I8s WAS TO HAVE BEEN AN ASCENT TO THE STRATOSPHERE!” 














a collector stationed at each end. 
Further, every collector would have 
the power to turn back any customer 
whose reason for wanting to cross he 
considered frivolous or insufficient.” 

“But wouldn’t that mean that you 
would sometimes find yourself com- 
pelled to stick to one side even if you 
decided that you preferred the other?” 

“It would,” Briggs agreed. “But 
you ought to decide that when you 
start 

“But supposing you changed your 
mind ?”’ 

“T can see no good reason for such 
a change,” said Briggs. “‘ What is there 
to make the other side appear suddenly 
more desirable? Can it be anything to 


compare in importance with the eas- 
ing of the traffic problem? Even if it 
occasionally involves a minor discom- 
fort the good of the individual must be 
sunk for the good of the community. 
Personal considerations———” He broke 
off abruptly and, seizing me by the arm. 
literally dragged me off the pavement. 





‘My tailor,” he explained as we 
emerged breathless on the other side. 
“Another moment and he'd have seen 
me. 

I looked at him. “‘The good of the 
community ” | began. 

But Briggs no longer seemed in- 
terested. 
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“I’M JEST GOIN’ TO WASH ME ‘AIR, 'M, SO If THERE SHOULD COME A RING—I'M HOUT.” 








Palma. 





How many nations in the days of yore, 
Envying her sunshine and fertility, 

Have loosed the crimson pageantry of war 
On this grey town beside a turquoise sea! 
And still they flock in hordes from distant 

ports, 
Excited foreigners with lusty lungs, 
Who storm the quiet of these ancient courts 
And loose the babel of a score of tongues. 


For here are things they’ve never seen as yet— 
Or, if they have, in quite a different form: 

A constable who smokes a cigarette 
Clad in a topee and a “ British warm,” 

Donkeys as mild and tractable as lambs, 
Mountains of oranges, a man astride 

The hinder portion of his mule, and trams 


Which fill the narrow streets from side to side. 


Here may the tripper have his daily fill 
Of history, and all the guides can tell 

By word or hand; and here may lovers thrill 
To walk alone through fields of asphodel; 
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And, ere the siren calls them all aboard, 
Maybe a few will find the time to gaze 
Where almond-bloom and olive-tree afford 
A pastel study in pale pinks and greys. 


And every morning when it’s time to rise 
I look sheer down on a transparent sea 
Which takes its colour from the cloudless skies 
And adds the mirrored semblance of a quay, 
Where every tower and spire may find its pair 
Down in the harbour ‘neath the glistening hulls— 
And in the fulness of my heart I share 
My “little breakfast’? with the swooping gulls. 
J. M.S. 








Progress. 

‘The French girls, in the past, have generally been considerably 
better players than ours, but coaching and practice have greatly 
improved the English women, and there was nothing ladylike about 
this match. Fouls and other offences against the rules wer 
numerous.”— Report of Ice Hockey Match, 


“Sir John stopped at Hanover on the way back to refuel. He 
stopped again at Amsterdam for lunch.”—News Report. 


He seems to have done himself pretty well. 





“I did not come here by the hair of my head and hang up my 
hat. I came here at the top of the poll.” 
Local Councillor's Speech. 
We fail to see the difference. 
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Monsieur Paul Narrates. 


L—The Diet. 
“Lr anything,” said Monsieur Pau! 

“could be more distasteful than caviar 
| is to the general it is surely a diet 
of rice-pudding to a gourmet. For to 
limit a gourmet to rice-pudding is to 
deprive him of his chief means of self 
expression. It is like limiting a violinist 
to endless repetitions of the ‘Melody 
in F’ or compelling a painter to confine 
his art to whitewashing the hen-house 
The news that my friend Menagche has 
been placed upon a rigorous diet there 
| fore occasions as much dismay among 

his friends as if they had heard that he 

had been suddenly [ 

bereaved. They ap- 
| proach him with the 

gentle sympathy due 
| to one a is in 
| mourning and secretly 
they admire the for- 
titude with which he 
| bears an affliction of 
such gravity. Men- | 
asche himself appears | 
outwardly resigned, | 
and consoles himself | 
| with the hope that | 
his health -will soon 
improve enough to | 
render such drastic | 
treatment unneces- | 
sary 

“But inwardly he 
| is appalled at the 
endless procession of 
milk - puddings, and | 
by the end of the | 
second month the | 
austerity of his life | 
| has begun to render | 
| him desperate. Find. | 
| ing his doctor deaf | 
| to his entreaties that | 
| the rigour of the diet | 

should be somewhat relaxed, he 

thinks seriously of terminating his 

existence by an overdose of pdté de fow 
| gras. But the contemplation of thi» 
| Tash act puts an idea into his head 

His doctor is, after all, not the only 
| doctor in the world. He decides to 
| take a second opinion. He chooses 
| the second doctor with care—a man 
| sufficiently elderly to inspire confidence 
| and yet noted for prescribing remedies 
| not strictly catenin. 

This Doctor B listens to Menasche’s 

| account of his malady and its treatment 

and examines him carefully. ‘Your 

case,’ he says finally, ‘is one of debility 

aggravated by insufficient nourish 

ment. The diet imposed by Doctor A 

is grossly misdirected. Go, eat what 

you like, and I will give you a tonic 
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“In his delight Menasche is much 
inclined to put into immediate practice 
the recommendations of Doctor B, 
but he thinks it would be only fair 
first to inform Doctor A. Doctor A 
turns pale with horror, and when he 
has recovered the power of speech he 
admonishes Menasche most solemnly, 
describing the advice of Doctor B as 
not only lunatic but murderous. The 
doctors are both men of eminence in 
their profession, and Menasche weighs 
their contradictory opinions in his 
mind. ‘To follow the advice of Doctor A 
certainly seems the safest plan, but, 
on the other hand, to condemn himself, 
perhaps unnecessarily, to a life of un- 
relieved rice-pudding appears to him 


DEDNESS FOR YOU, 


foolish He wavers 
for several days, but the threat of his 
cook to relinquish his position if the 
diet is to continue turns the scales in 
favour of Doctor B 

tv wav of celebrating the occasion 
he invites both doctors to dine with 
him, but without informing either of 
his impending revolt When the two 
have arrived Menasche explains his 
You are about to assist 
gentlemen,’ he at an experi 
ment which should prove of unusual 
interest to you both lL am, to put 
the briefly, about to partake 
of an expensive and luxurious repast, 
and Doctor A maintains that 
the consequences of such an indulgence 
will prove immediately fatal, Doctor B 
asserts that the results will be harmless 


both ignoble and 


intentions 


SA VS 


matter 


while 


Jack!” 


and even beneficial. It will be interest- 

ing to see which of you is right.’ 

“ Doctor A springs angrily to his feet. 
This is an outrage!’ he cries. ‘I cannot 
by any means consent to connive at 
suicide.’ 

“* An excellent plan,’ murmurs Doo- 
tor B with an uneasy smile, ‘ but I find 
myself most reluctant to assist at the 
discomfiture of an eminent colleague.’ 

“*Have no misgivings, gentlemen,’ 
says Menasche smoothly; ‘the pro 
ceedings will be entirely private and 
the responsibility exclusively mine 
And as t intend to eat in any case, why 
should you deprive yourselves of an 
excellent dinner to no purpose t’ 

“As Menasche's chef is known to be 
| without a peer this | 
largument is not lost 

upon the doctors, who | 
finally agree to waive 
their objections while 
making it clear that, 
as the proposed @X- 
periment is of an un 
scientific nature, they 
do so contrary to 
their judgment and 
| under protest Men- 
asche rubs his hands 
|* Excellent!’ he says 
with satisfaction. 
‘And now permit me 
to describe the menu 
To begin with | have 
ordered hors | 
@aeuvre which includes | 
the finest pink caviar | 
and a special pdté de 
fore gras. The soup | 
will be Bortach, and 
will be followed by a 
| lobster 7'hermidor, a 
vol au vent garnished 
with truffles and 
mushrooms, calf's 
head vinaigrette, and 
a trifle. For wines I 
have selected a medium Barsac, Chateau 

Gruaud Larose of the vintage of 1929 

and Veuve Clicquot.’ 

* Doctor A listens to this recital with 
the greatest dismay. ‘Caviar, foie gras 
lobster, truffles!’ he cries. ‘Why, the 
words alone—the very thought of such 
dishes as these is enough to do you 
irreparable harm. Most solemnly I 
adjure you to abstain!’ 

“Even Doctor B looks grave. ‘A 
severe test indeed,’ he says, shaking 
his head dubioualy. 

“<The more credit to you, my dear 
doctor,’ says Menasche jovially, ‘if I 
should survive; and a most ample 
justification for you,’ he adds, turning 
to Doctor A, ‘if I should not. I forgot 
to mention,’ he proceeds, as he leads | 
the way to the dining-rocm, ‘that 


an 
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_in order that everything shall run 

| smoothly, whatever the event, I have 

not only ordered an ambulance but 
reserved a box at the Opera.’ 


“It would be gratifying to be able to 
report, said Monsieur Paul after a 
pause, “either that Menasche’s heroic 
revolt ended in an honourable death or 
that he proceeded to the Opera in a 
blaze of glory. Unfortunately a strict 
regard for the truth deprives me of 
a conclusion so apt and dramatic. 
Menasche, as I said, leads his guests 
to the dining-room, but no sooner are 
they seated at the table than it becomes 
apparent that all is not well. The 
butler beckons Menasche mysteriously 
apart and whispers in his ear, and the 
guests watch their host's expression 
change from mild vexation to irritable 
astonishment and from irritable aston- 
ishment to utter consternation. It is 
evident that some culinary disaster of 
the first magnitude has occurred, and 
the doctors resign themselves to hear- 
ing that the lobster Thermidor has been 
scorched. Menasche approaches the 
table, and, after standing for a moment 
opening and shutting his mouth with- 
out being able to utter a word, he aston- 





ishes the doctors by bursting suddenly 


into hysterical laughter. 

““Gentlemen,’ he explains at last in 
a trembling voice, ‘it appears that in 
wishing to do you honour I have done 
you an insupportable injury. When 
I conceived the idea of this dinner I 
recalled that by a happy coincidence 
the Feast of St. Luke was approaching. 
“What could be more appropriate,” I 
thought to myself, “than Luke’s Day 
as a date on which to entertain two 
members of the Saint’s own profession ? ”’ 
So I said to my chef, “ Let the celebra- 
tion take place upon St. Luke’s Day.” ’ 

“Menasche pauses and continues 
more calmly. ‘“‘My chef is a very 
precise man. Instead of imprudently 
relying on his memory, as I did, he 
ascertained the date from the calendar. 
And I am now informed that St. Luke’s 
Day is not, as I had supposed, to-day, 
but oceurs in a week's time. Gentle- 
men, I apologise. But as we cannot 
make caviar out of remorse or vol au 
vent out of vain regrets, | am com. 
pelled to commend to your appetites 
a third share in the simple repast which 
is all that has been prepared for me 
this evening. Henri! leine in the rice- 
pudding.’ ” f 
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Treasures. 

‘Tur following extract from The Md 
bourne Argus of February 19th, 2035, 
throws an interesting sidelight on the 
extension of the policy of exporting 
art treasures for the delectation of the 
Dominions :— 


“Yet another batch of buildings will 
arrive next week on the air-fi ’ 
Bluebird and will be exhibited a 
Flemington Racecourse early next 
month. The present shipment com 
prises some of the choicest speciment 
of Victorian architecture, and We 
fervently hope that these gems of a 
Golden Age will inspire our you 
architects to break away from 
soul-destroying twenty-first century 
style of design that has made modern 
cities look like collections of 4 
hen-houses. 

“Included in the present shi 
is that delicate symposium of : 
was best in Victorian architecture, 
Albert Memorial. Although the bar- 
barians of the last century co 
the Albert Memorial to be rather over 
elaborate, its beauty can be 
appreciated now that the ¢ 
senibien “ —$— 
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anti- Victorian prejudice have been dis- 
persed, and we have no doubt that 
citizens of Melbourne will gather round 
this exhibit in ecstasy. 

“Another exhibit of exceptional 


| interest is a complete railway-station, 
| lent by courtesy of the L.N.O.P. Rail- 


} 
| way. 


hile perhaps lacking some of the 
architectural grandeur of the Albert 
Memorial, it is equally remarkable, 
having been erected as long ago as 1893 
and being still in use when it was dis- 
mantled for shipment to Melbourne 
It is claimed that hardly a brick has 
been added since it was originally 
erected, and, though it is held by some 
experts that the waiting-room was 
painted early in the twentieth century, 
those who are competent to speak hold 
that the few traces of paint still to be 
seen on the walls are the original 1893 
vintage. After exhibition in Melbourne 
the station will be returned to England 
and re-erected on its original site. It 
will be remembered that the L.N.O.P 
Railway is the only railway in the 


world still using steam locomotives 


‘ Another exhibit, of somewhat later 
date, is a George V. suburban house 
circa, 1935. The ingenuity of the 
architects of the period in combining 
so many different architectural schools 
in a single small building should spur 
our slothful 2035 architects to new 


| efforts. The architect of 1935 knew the 


instability of the human mind and 
catered for it. A man who found him- 


| self living in a Tudor house might quit« 


| for something Georgian. 


easily wish that he had chosen a Queen 
Anne design. If he removed to a 
Queen Anne house he might before 
long change his mind again and seek 
In a 1935 
suburban house he could never feel 


dissatisfied, having a bit of everything 


“In the brief space at our disposal 
we cannot possibly mention all the 


| priceless treasures that the generosity 


of England has sent for our education 


| and enjoyment, but it is impossible 


to conclude without referring to what 


| many will consider the piéce de résistance 
| of the collection—the Houses of Parlia- 


| ment from Westminster. 


We under 
stand that the greater part of the 


| facade has been eaten by seagulls 
| during the voyage, but the interior is 


undamaged, and citizens of Melbourne 


| will have the opportunity of standing 


in the actual building which onc 
reverberated to the eloquence of 
GLADSTONE and Disrak.t, the wit of 
generations of CuurcHILLS and the 
orotund exuberance of generations of 
Maxtons and MoGoverns.” 








The Old School Retaliates. 


“Epsrem ror Coventry.” 
Local Pape 
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BREAKING THE SPEED-LAW? 
or rr!” 


Wry, 


HEAVENS ABOVE, MAN, I'M A SUPPORTER 








The Ruling Passion. 


Suggested by an article in The Observer 


in which Mr. St. Joun Ervine maintains 
that the stuff of all art is spun from our 
passions, and that not authors and 
but folk-lorista, choir- 
masters and campanologists are all capable 
of intensive hatred and uncharitableneas, | 


only 


pocts economusta, 


CAN hate be good? Yes, Jounson rules, 

If heaped on rogues and Whigs and 
fools: 

But Ervine lately has essayed 

To prove the saw. “Two of a trade,” 

Is applic able to the strife 

In every walk of modern life. 

Hatred is not confined to cleries 

But stirs our poets to hysterics. 

When critic meets another critic 

The atmosphere becomes mephitic. 


Folklorists, armed with pipe and tabor, 
Delight their colleagues to belabour, 
And every class, once it is conscious, 
Becomes as merciless as Ponrivs. 


Myself, though I may cast aspersions 
Upon my numerous pet aversions, 
Mine is a mitigated passion 
Mainly inspired by food or fashion— 
Parsnips, cold pork, sex-ridden tales, 
Plucked eyebrows and pink finger-nails, | 
I never long when I see red 
To run amok and “strike him dead,” 
Remembering how Hymns of Hate 
Recoil upon the singer’s pate 
And, though I love old Jomnson (Sam), 
Prefer the attitude of Lams, 
Distrusting Drypen’s deadly phrase: 
“Men carn most hate who win most 
praise.” C. LG, 
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to give their professional services for alter his opinion, and | couldn't 





| 

| At the Revue. nothing. She would hardly, it is back on what J'd said. I was in ani. | 
| n : ave pointed out, ask a surgeon, say, to form, you see. It looked like being an 

Cuar.ot’s CHAR-A-Banc! perform an operation free on the impasse, until Mr. TILLEY remembered 

(VAUDEVILLE). strength of an invitation to a party. an old nursery-rhyme about a bat and 


___ Tursnewentertainmentof M.ANDRE But nothing is said about writers. a piece of bacon, To settle the question 
| Cuarvor’s is as remarkable for what ~—= Pwo other “composite” items de- he went off and bought a rasher, but 
| it leaves out as for what it includes. .orve mention—a so-called “Shake- when he got back the countryman had 
| spearean Revue” in which Mr. Reat- 
NALD GARDINER as Hamlet, Mr. Jack 
Ciewes as the King and Miss Esir 
RANDOLPH as Ophelia give excellent 
imitations of Jack BucHANAN, JACK 
Hutsert and Miss Gwen Farrar 
respectively; and “Coloured Clown,” 
a fantasy in masks devised by HEDLEY 
Briaes. 

But of course it is the individual 
appearances of Mr. Jonn Truiey, Mr. 
REGINALD GARDINER and Miss ELsir 
Ranpo.rH which really matter. Miss 
Exste RANDOLPH is too experienced 
and accomplished a revue-artist to be 
anything but a success, and I shall 
only say that here she is as good as 
ever, which is quite good enough for 
me. For Mr. Joun Trivey I can find 
no excuse. He appears in a scout-hat, 
a khaki jacket, khaki trousers cut off 
just below the knee and (unless my 
memory fails me) a pair of black socks, 
In this equipment he talks the most 
complete and contemptible rubbish 
about Woodcraft and Knotting. And 
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ELSIE OF ELSINORE. 
Miss Erste Ranpowpu as Ophelia. 


A STOUT SCOUT. 
Mr. Jonn Trttey—Scoulmaster, 


There are no lavishly-expensive spec- 
| tacular scenes, no Red-Hot Rhythm 

Boys to crash their cymbals and blow 

up their trumpets in praise of the 

new moon, no anatomically-improbable 

dancing and (almost incredibly) no 
| vulgarity—at least nothing offensive 
enough to bring a blush to the cheek of 
even Mr. Punch’s Representative. In- 
stead there is a quiet and rather casual 
air about the whole revue which I found 
very refreshing and attractive. 

Some of the sketches are not wildly 
original, The importunity of insurance- 
agents, the errors in stagecraft of 
Amateur Dramatic Societies and the 
conversational inconsequences of Eng- 
lish-French Primers are subjects that I 
should say, at a rough guess, have been 
dealt with before. But none is really 


gone. So there he was again. “One 
feels so ridiculous, you know, stand- 
ing in an open field with one’s hat in 
one hand and a piece of bacon in the 
other.” 

Let anyone who thinks this kind of 
drivel is not funny go to the Vaudeville 
and discover his mistake for himself. 

I have kept Mr. REGINALD GARDINER 
until the end because he provides, 
maugre Mr. Trtiey, the noblest item 
on the programme. Somewhere behind 
or underneath the scenes what I took 
to be a radiogram plays a piece of 
orchestral music, cok Mr. GARDINER, 
standing on a rostrum and facing the 
audience, conducts it. That is all that 
oceurs. But I laughed as it has not been 
my lot to laugh for many a day. I 


don’t want to exaggerate, I won't ve 





peer vr pat least have an effective 4... Z| that I laughed until my sides 

: : ; because it is not my sides but my front 
“ rey ” ‘LAU - ee a : . «as ail 
oy ’ Revolting Types” The Acrobats, EP acct gf eon which I find painful on these occasions, 
| The Gypsies and Dame Nature come on 1 King . . Mr. Jack Crewns. nor that I wrenched the arms off myseat 
| j i i A Hamlet . . . Mr. Reorwatp Garpiver _ weingge ‘ : 

| in turn and sing their protests against 


' t in my agony, because, besides 

| the way they .are harried by the he is extraordinarily funny. 1 don’t cunigiimentnay, 4 seat was too strong 
intelligentsia, who .want to paint, know how it is done at all. One of his for me. But I must and will say that 
write about or enthuse over them ; and adventures concerns an old country- I laughed until the tears ran 
‘Singing for their Suppers: pillories man near Brighton, to whom he pointed my tic. 
the Society hostess who irvites artists outa bird. The countryman said it was ‘And others were laughing too. 
to her parties and then expects them a bat. “So there we were. He wouldn’t H. F. 
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The Story of 
Foolish Philip. 


Philip, when he walked to school, 
Bore in mind his mother’s rule 
“When you wish to cross the street 
Please be cautious and discreet. 
In your purpose do not weaken 
Look for the Belisha beacon 
Which with cheerful orange face 
Smiles at every crossing-place 

In between those studs of steel 
You may safely set your heel, 
While the traffic’s raging tick 
Stands respectfully aside ; 

For all drivers must take caré 

Not to kill pedestrians there.’ 


i atniematinne tans eat hla 


All went well, until one day 
Philip spied across the way 

In the window of a shop 

A delicious lollipop. 

Straightway from his greedy head 
All his mother’s warnings fled: 
Out he dashed with smile seraphic 
Right into the thickest traffic 


What a dreadful scene it makes! 

Skidding wheels and squealing 
brakes, 

Hooting horns and tinging bells 

Women’s shrieks and drivers 
yells... 

Vain, alas! the noise and fuss 

Philip lay beneath a bus. 


Foolish boy! He was not dead, 
But with sore and bandaged head 
Ten long weeks he spent in bed. 
And his mother made him say 
Four-and-twenty times a day: 

“I should not have had this pam 
If I'd used a traffic lane.” JAN 
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Soprano Hater. “Don't? CUT HER OF¥—SHE SHEMS TO BE IN AGONY—KUEP HER AT IT.” 








Birds Ashore and Birds 
Aforeshore. 


The Drummer, 
(Common Snipe.) 


| WHERE Spring came to Summer 


"Twas the fine road to tread, 
And I heard the Little Drummer 
Overhead and I said 
That among the musie-bringers 
The Drum would most be missed, 


Since, where all the birds are singers, 


He is instrumentalist. 


He tumbles from blue heaven— 
Rataplan, Rataplan— 
And, from Darnaway to Devon, 
Tells a man, as he can, 
That the fair road's before us, 
That there's cloud, wind and sun, 
That there’s song-birds for chorus 
And an orchestra of one. 
The Skylark, oh, the Skylark 
He sings, as does become, - 

But along the moorland mile, hark! 
There’s the hum of the Drum. 
Oh, the green wood ’s full of voices 

That sing for very joy, 
But not a one rejoices 
Like the lonely Drummer Boy! 





More music in his tail is 
Than in all the throats that are 
Not the Greek nightingale is 
On a par as a star 
With the brown wild Drummer 
Who, where cloud-trails run, 
Plays in Summer 
An orchestra of one 


So when Summer's all a-coming 
And the roads run far away 
You'll hear the Drummer drumming 
Morn 0’ May and you'll say 
That among her music-bringers 
How the Drummer he’d be missed, 
Since, where all the birds are singers, 
He’s her instrumentalist. P.R.C 


As Others Hear Us. 
The Unselfish Hostess, 


* Do take that chair, dear—it’s the 
only really comfortable one in the 
room, 

“But what about you?” 

“Oh, I’m quite all right, really | 
am. You see, I'm used to it. I'm just 
going to get you a cushion.” 

“Please don’t bother.” 

“It’s no bother at all, Wait a minute 








Sees ——————————— SS a 


there's a nicer one in the next room; 
I'll just get it-——” 

‘No, no—please——” 

Yes, really, | like it. 1 dove running 
about and waiting on _ I'm 
quite funny like that. There! That’s 
better.” 

“Thank you so much. Now, do tell 
me all your news.” 

‘No, no; I want to hear yours. But 
you'd like a fire-screen——” 

“No, thanks,” 

“Sure? It’s no trouble, [ can move 
that big one in from the dining-room 
ina minute. It isn’t nearly so heavy a 
it looks.” ‘ 

Honestly, I don’t want a screen. 

‘Just exactly as you like, dear. It's 
30 nice to have you here at last. 
me, do you still like peppermints? I 
remember you always used to like my 
home-made peppermint-creams, 

“Of course Pho! How kind of you 
to 

“T said, ‘Never mind whether I’ve 
got time or not, I must make some : 
my peppermint-creams for Elizabeth. 
I’m afraid I didn’t get to bed till long 
after twelve last night.” 

“Oh, dear: what a shame!” 
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“No, no; | was up at seven just the 
same—or a little bit earlier really, 
because I was determined to have 
enty of spare time while you were 
m It meant just a little reorganis 
ing, that was all,” 

“T know how busy you must be.’ 

TI suppose I am, really. There al- 
ways seems to be something to do for 
somebody, But then, as I always say, 
what are we here for except to help 
one another ¢”’ 

I’m sure you do a great deal. 

“Ah, well, I’m afraid I’m one of 
those silly people who like working for 





| others. Now, look here—I'm just going 


to pop into the next room and bring 
you that sereen, Yes, really 

‘Please —” 

“It’s all right; it’s quite all right 

‘Let me——” 

‘I can manage. Yes, really, 1 can 
do it better by myself; I know just 
how to Was that your foot, dear ! 
I’m so dreadfully sorry. I hope it 
didn't hurt you. There! Isn't that 
better, keeping the fire off your face?’ 

“Well, thank you-——” 

‘Now, tell me all about yourself 
Or wait one second; I’m just going to 
give you that footstool. It’s one | 
always use myself, It makes all the 
difference,” 

Please, please keep it.” 

“No, no; I’d rather you had it. | 
know how miserably uncomfortabl 
one can be without it. Now, I want you 
to tell me just what you would lik 
to do to-morrow, I've kept the day 
entirely free.” 

‘ How very kind of you! 
about your own plans?” 


But what 


“No, dear; don’t give them a 
thought. I said only this morning 


| ‘Now, whatever happens, I'm going 


to sacrifice everything while Elizabeth 's 


| here; I can make up for lost time 
somehow, afterwards.’ ” 


“I'd so much rather you didn’t 
bother about me. I can be quite happy 
with a book,” 

“My dear, what an idea! I shouldn't 


| dream of it. Now do, do be perfectly 


honest. Isn't there somewhere you 'd 
like to go or someone you'd like to see 
while you're in the neighbourhood ' 

“T should very much like to have a 
look at Stonehenge, if that’s at all 
possible. It isn’t very far away, is it!’ 

“Quite near, Of course you shall 
Now, let me see how we can possibly 
manage it. I could put off seeing the 
District Nurse in the morning, and try 
to get through my letters by eleven 
and if we had lunch half-an-hour later 
than—-— No, no; that won't do, It’s 
Cook's afternoon out. Still, | daresa, 
I could———” 

“No, no; please don’t think of i 
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Really, I don’t care; it isn’t at all 
important.” 

“But. dear, of course it is! I know 
it can be done somehow, if I think it 
out. It’s only just that the car—— 
But perhaps I could hire the village 
car 

“No, no, no! 

“Or | daresay we could manage it 
in the afternoon. I'm not really sup- 
posed to be out late this time of year 
because of my wretched throat, but I 
daresay it wouldn't hurt me for once 
l could risk it 

“| shouldn't dream of letting you, 
I don’t really want to see Stonehenge 
at all, I can’t think what made me 
say I did. I should hate it.” 

“That screen isn't really shielding 
I'll just move it. It doesn’t matter 
about me. I never mind getting my 
face score hed So long an you ‘re all 
right. Now, we simply muat find out 
how to get you to Stonehenge, if that s 
what you've set your heart on.” 

| haven't, really and traly.” 


you 


“Yes, dear, you have; and I'm 
determined to get you there by hook or 
by crook, even if it means sacrificing 
an entire day. I'd half thought we 
might go and—— But it doesn't 
matter,” 

“Oh, what?” 

“Nothing, dear-—-nothing at all 
Just a little scheme of my own, Don't 
give it a thought.” 

“But I'd so much rather you told 
me,” 

“No, no; it doesn’t matter, I can 
probably manage it some other way; 
and if I can’t what does it matter! I 
want you to enjoy yourself, That's 
what you're here for.” KE. M. D. 


Bad News for the Gongsters. 
“Wanteo—A Post ny a 15 Yuans’ ox 
porionced respectable Bengalee motor driver 
holding a double-barrelied British Lodia gun 
licence,"’—Adet. in Indian Paper. 





* [rresponsible youths are believed to have 
been reaponsible,”—~Report of Theft. 
Still, you can’t arrest them for that. 
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Our Boys’ Page. 
| From Your Crony, the Editor. 


Dear Crontes,—Another bumper 

number this week! An enthusiastic 

_erony from Nether Wallop wrote to 
' me a few days ago as follows:— 


“ Dear Uncie Gussy (how did he 
know my name, I wonder ?),—The 
page gets more and more top-hole 
each week. Good egg! How do you 
do it? Keep it up! t of luck and 
cheery-pip, old horse! 

Yours sincerely, 
Bioces Minor.” 


| Well, BI Minor, I sometimes 
_ wonder myself how we doit. But then, 
_ you see, the whole staff here—my- 
self, sub-editors, writers, compositors, 


| printers, publishers, clerks typists 
_are all just one happy family bent 
_ only on giving all our young cronies 


something specially scrumptious to 
read, 

It means hard work for us all, but 
we never think of that. No trouble is 
too great to ensure that the stories and 
features that we present to you each 
week are red-hot and sizzling with 
interest and excitement. So write to 
me and tell me how much you appreci- 
ate our efforts. You can’t think what 
a difference it makes to know that 
cronies all over the world are reading 
and enjoying this page. We do not 
seek mere worldly success; we aim 
rather at the satisfaction that comes 


| of knowing that we are spreading 
_ pleasure and happiness amongst our 


readers. 

By-the-by, next week’s number is 
even bigger and brighter than ever! 
So order it at once from your news- 
agent and avoid the disappointment 
of those fatal words “Sold out!” 


How to Make a MopeL AEROPLANE 
FROM YOUR FatuHeER’s OLD Cicar- 
Boxes. 

Next time your father is about to 
throw away an old cigar-box ask him 
to give it to you instead. If you are too 
impatient to wait for this a new one 
can be used, but be careful to empty 
out the cigars first, please! ; 

Cut the box into narrow strips, 





Be onsewrnngpe 3 5y’,” by 242". Now you 
ill require some strips of fine silk of 


. 


| corresponding size, but with about ,4,” 
_ extra allowed for overlap. (One of your 


mother’s or sister’s discarded evening 
frocks might do.) Carefully gum the 
silk on the wooden strips with a 
— knife (father’s old cut-throat 
_ might serve the purpose) uall 
trim the finished ‘shears 1 saggerrn 
| fuselage, ailerons, tail, propeller, etc., 





ete. When these are quite dry and 
set, assemble carefully into complete 
aeroplanes and paint in appropriate 
colours. 

There is no limit to the range of 
attractive and realistic models that 
can thus be made in a few minutes. 


(Next week I shall tell you how to make 
a powerful motor for your model aero- 
plane out of old shoe-laces and discarded 
brandy-flasks.) 


Pray Up, You FEtiows! 
By the “Ref.” 

Some cronies seem to think that | 
wasn't being serious when I said last 
week :— 

“It doesn’t matter whether you are 
playing for your school or for the 
Junior Dormitory Third X1., you 
must go all cut from the kick-off to the 
final whistle.” 


I have dished these words up again 
this week because I want you all to 
realise that I’ve never said anything in 
my life that I meant more sincerely. 
Don’t start off a game in the spirit, 
“Oh, this is only a rag; nobody takes 
it seriously.” Remember, all those 
chaps who are covering themselves with 
honour and glory in the school matches 
were once playing in “Junior Dorms” 
and “Under-14 Puntabouts.” 

So when you're tempted to slack 
off or fool about never forget those 
staunch fellows who always went all 
out from start to finish, even in the 
most seemingly unimportant games, 
and who are now earning in the plaudits 
of the crowd and the envy of their 
cronies their just reward. 

I might go on to point out that what 
I have just said applies equally well 
to that strenuous game called “ Life.” 
But it’s not my job to point morals, 
and I’m afraid I might be treading 
on Crony Pennywhistle’s corns, whose 
excellent “Chat” appears below. 

That’s all to-day, boys, from your 
heartily sincere crony, 

THe “Rer.” 


Tmis Week’s Litre Car. 

By the Rev. Ambrose Pennywhistle. 

Well, boys, as you know, the last 
thing I want to do is to preach at you. 
But it has come to my ears that many 
cronies are adopting what can only 
be termed a deplorably lax attitude 
towards the very serious business of 
“cribbing.” 

I have here a letter from a crony 
that has given me very considerable 
pain. It runs:— 


“Dear Rev. PENNYwuIsTLe,— 
Why shouldn't I crib? All the other 
chaps do. If I don’t I shall be bottom 
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of the form and get walloped by 
Pa, besides being called a ‘smug’ 
the other chaps. 

Yours, ee 


5 


ONE OF THE Boys.” 4 
To “One of the Boys” I have this E 


to say: Are not all the wi ‘ 
from his dear father and all the ae 
from his class-mates easier to endure 
than the knowledge that he has done, 
and continues to do, something that he 
knows to be wrong ? at 

I leave “One of the Boys” to answer 
this question, confident as to what that | 
answer will be. 

Good-bye till next week, my dear 
cronies. PENNYWHISTLE. 


Our Magnificent Serial. 
For THE Honour or St. BrEeswax’s; 
or, Tony Toprtne Sees rr THroven. 
The Story so far :— 


Tony Toppine, the popular six-form 
hero of St. Beeswax’s and Captain of 
the Soccer XI.,%8 hated by his jealous 
rival, 

VAVASOUR SNEERING, a flashy, sallow 
youth, addicted to smoking cigarettes 
behind the fives-courts and holding 
“bottle-parties”’ in his study. He ts, 
however, a favourite with the Head- 
master, 

Aveustus BLenkrnsorp, B.A., M.A, 
who cannot forget that Vavasour’s 
father is the Earl of Sneering-cum- 
Sneering. 

In order to get Tony into trouble Sneering 
has “removed” a magnificent silver 
cup for which St. Beeswax’s are to 
compete at football with their old rivals, 
Bloodleigh College, and placed it ® 
Tony's locker. Tony is hauled up 
before the Headmaster to explain how 
the cup comes to be in his possession. 


(Now read on.) 


Tony Topping, his true steely blue 
eyes flashing their message of 
indignation, faced the Head. 

“Am I to understand, Sir, that I am 
being accused of stealing the Hog- 
martin Cup?” 

The Headmaster, confoundet ay 
Tony’s steady unflinching gaze, shi 
uncomfortably. a 

“My dear Topping,” he said, “the 
cup is found in your locker in what 
can only be described as the most 
suspicious circumstances. I can deduce 
only one thing therefrom. You have 
borne a good character here as yet, but 
I feel that I can do no less than 
that you make a public apology before 
the whole school.” : 

Tony’s answer rang out like a pistol- 
shot: “I refuse!” ae 

The Headmaster adjusted his pinee- 


ee 
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“TI say! I say! My CAR’S BROKEN DOWN; 


AND FETCHING ONE?” 








| nez and stared coldly at the boy who 
dared to defy him. 
“In that case, Topping, you will not 
be permitted to play in the match 
| against Bloodleigh on Saturday.” 
Tony’s face was a study in dismay. 


“But—but, Sir,” he stammered, 
“the other chaps are relying on me— 
“None the less, Topping, since you 
| persist in your defiant attitude you will 
| not play on Saturday. Sneering shall 
| captain the team!” 
“Sneering!” exclaimed Tony in 
horror ; ““ but he’s never played football 
| in his life.” 
| ‘That is of no consequence,” replied 
| the Headmaster brusquely; “he is an 
| excellent fellow and he leads the side 
| against Bloodleigh.” 

In Tony’s voice as he heard and 
answered this shattering decision were 
mingled defiance and despair. “Very 
well, Sir. But I suppose you realise 
that you are sacrificing the honour of 
St. Beeswax’s?”’ 

(Read next week how Vavasour Sneer- 
ing is “kidnapped” by Topping’s pals 
and how Tony, coming on the field in 
the last minute, scores the winning goal 


against Bloodleigh.) 
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| MUST GET A MECHANIC. 


The Three Pennies. 


Youna Podgy McSumph was watch- 
ing me intently as I placed the pound- 
note in the little envelope. “Now, 
Podgy I said, and I’m afraid I 
detected a trace of satisfaction in my 
do you know what that money 

It’s for charity. Some poor 


voice, 
is for’ 
people - 

“Whit’s charity!” asked Podgy. 

“Well, supposing you were rich 
and 

“I’ve got three pennies at hame,” 
intimated Podgy, “and I’m savin’ 
them up.” 

“Well, supposing I told you I was 
starving, and you gave me one of your 
pennies to buy food—that would be 
charity.” 

“But I couldn't give ye one o’ my 
pennies because I’m savin’ them up.” 

“Yes, but you would give me one if 
I was starving.” 

“T would not,” retorted Podgy 
promptly. ‘‘My three pennies is just 
for mysel’ for savin’ up . 

Realising that the case called for 
more elaborate treatment, I sat down 





WoULD YOU MIND p4s#ixe TO THE NEXT VILLAGE 


I said, ‘shall I tell you a story?” 

“Ay,” agreed Podgy eagerly. 
“Whit’s it to be aboot?” 

“It’s to be about—about a ship.” 

“Hurrah!” 

“One afternoon a beautiful white | 
ship arrived in the bay, and word came 
ashore that it had called for Podgy 
McSumph.” 

‘An’ am I to sail awa’ in the white 
ship?” 

“Immediately he came aboard the 
crew held a meeting, and Podgy 
McSumph was appointed captain of 
the ship.” 

“Wi a captain’s bunnet an’ brass | 
buttons?” gasped Podgy. 

‘As the splendid vessel put out to | 
sea Captain Podgy McSumph stood | 
upon the bridge with his gold-braided 
captain’s bonnet and his brass 
buttons.” 

‘An’ my lang troosers had stripes 
doon them.” 

“Some weeks later a strange island 
was sighted, which seemed to glitter 
in the bright light of the sun.” 

“Is it just to be a story aboot a 
pantomime?” gasped Podgy in alarm. 
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Pugilist, waking up. “So | cvorsr?” 


Second. “ Yus! But pon’’ worry. 














THK OTHER BLOKE'S BIN BEATEN TWICE SINCE.” 








“Not at all. This was a real island 
in the—in the South Seas.” 

‘An’ was there real monkeys on it ?”’ 

“Have patience, now. Through his 
telescope the captain saw swarms of 
monkeys running about on the beach. 
Sword in hand, he dashed ashore, 
chased the monkeys away and made 
the amazing discovery that the island 
was full of diamonds.” 

“But did I no’ catch a wee monkey 
to take hame wi’ me?” 

‘When he returned to the ship with 
the lovely little monkey which he had 
captured, Captain Podgy McSumph 
was followed by the members of his 
crew, carrying diamonds worth mil- 
lions and millions of pounds.” 

“An’ the wee monkey's name's to 
be Paddy.” 

Having thus become the richest 
man in the whole world zs 

is I've got my three pennies as 
weet, 

“our gallant hero again set sail, 
and presently he came to another 
island, on which he discovered a 
beautiful princess.” 

“But she wasn’t beautifuller than 
St. Bernard dogs or cows,” mentioning 
his two favourite animals. 








“Oh, yes, she was. But the poor 
princess was starving for want of food. 
She was lying helplessly on her back, 
unable to 

‘**Had she a sore back ¢”’ 

“Yes, I believe she had.” 

‘Weel, maybe it was the measles she 
was gettin’. My back was sore when I 
was gettin’ them.” 

“The princess told Captain Podgy 
McSumph that she had no money to 
buy food with because she had lost all 
her money in a—in an earthquake.” 

“No, it was a volcano,” corrected 
Podgy; “‘an’ she dropped her money 
doon the hole.” 

“IT mean a voleano. And the heart 
of the bold captain was touched by 
the pitiful plight of the princess. He 
returned to the ship. And what was it 
he brought back with him /”’ 

“My wee monkey.” 

“And what else?” 

“Was it the diamonds ¢”’ 

“Captain Podgy McSumph brought 
back all his diamonds and laid them 
at the feet of the princess so that she 
might buy food with them.” 

“At her feet? But ye said she 
couldn’t rise aff her back?” 

“The princess, who was now able to 


Such as spelling. 


sit up, thanked the captain with tears 
in her eyes.” 

“An’ I gave her my wee monkey as 
weel,” cried Podgy in a burst of 
generosity. 

“Why, so you did!” I exclaimed, 
delighted that the parable seemed to 
have served its purpose so well, “And, 
now, you see, Podgy, that if you act 
ally came across anyone who was 
starving you would at once give 
them 

“Ay,” said Podgy, * because I could 
easy catch another wee monkey. Aa 
I don’t want diamonds very much, I 
just want to keeponsavin’ up my 
pennies,” 





Mixed Fruits on the Tree of Metaphor. 
“The only people who were going to ¢ 

the plums from this apple tree were 

members of the legal profession.” 


Report of Speech in Northern Ireland. 


Royal Plagiarism Unmasked. 
“It was said of Cardinal Wolsey that he 
was an unconscionable time a-dying. _ 


West Indian Daily. 


“At a younger age the only homework 
given should be of a repititive nature, 
Educational Hint, 
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Our Booking-Office. 
(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned 
Clerks.) 











Nash of Regent Street. 

For its exhilarating blend of the 
| human and the professional, its genial 
| and discerning portraiture of a char- 
| acter and a period, Mr. Joun Summer- 
| son's biography of Grorar IV.’s pug- 
| nosed, unscrupulous and romantic little 
| architect strikes me as a model of what 

such enterprises should be. It describes 
| how the obscure John Nash (ALLEN AND 
| Unwin, 10/6) used an inherited wind 
fall to commence speculative builder 
| and transform a corner of Bloomsbury 
| from brick to stucco; how he became 
bankrupt and fled to Wales; how he 
remodelled a gaol or two—his plans 
being found “affected”’ by contempor 
aries—and how he proceeded, vid castles 
and cottages ornés, to a conservatory 
for the Prince ReeEnt. Followed a 
| marriage whichitselfexhibited elements 
of speculation (both for Nasu and for 
a censorious public), and wealthy Mr: 
Nasu is forging strongly ahead towards 
Regent’s Park, Brighton Pavilion and 
Buckingham Palace. The second of 
London's great town-planners, he found 
| the seventeenth-century muddle left by 
the Great Fire and improvised some 
useful and original reconstruction. A 
charming old water-colour of the Quad- 
rant’s portici—one of the best of many 
idmirable illustrations—exhibits the 
age of urbane leisure for which he so 
shrewdly and successfully catered 











A Hungarian G.O.M. 
Awakened at the age of two-and-a 
| half years to fly with his parents from 
| Vienna during the Revolution of 1848, 
the infant ALBERT Apponyi exclaimed 
angrily, “Silly revolution! One can’t 
even sleep in peace!’’ The Memoirs of 
Count A pponyt (HEINEMANN, 16/-)show 
him to have remained faithful to his 
early profession of Conservative faith 
throughout a long life of eighty-seven === 
| years. Born when METTERNICH was still the Prime Minister 
_ of Europe, Count Apponyt lived to talk with the Duce and 
| President CooLip@k and to be received in audience at the 
Vatican in November, 1932, by the third Prvs whom he had 
known upon the Papal throne. As the friend of WAGNER 
| and Liszt he witnessed an amazing and entertaining scene 
| at the Villa Wahnfried when WaGNER in his nightshirt came 
“thundering’’ downstairs and, with emotion,’ 
flung himself upon Liszt’s neck to thank him for a wonderful 
performance of BEETHOVEN’s Hammerklavier sonata. These 


STOP 


ONLY LAST WEEK 


é sobbing 


charming and thoughtful memoirs, in which polities find little 


mention, reveal their author to have been a good European 
as well as a great Hungarian parliamentarian and orator 


One Who Served India. 
_ One of the most fateful chapters in the history of England 
in India is superbly unrolled by Mr. A. Mervyn Davies in 
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THAT DAM GONG OUTSIDE MY CABIN, I WAS FINED A FIVER 
FOR DOING OVER THIRTY, AND IT REMINDS ME.” 





his Warren Hastings (NICHOLSON AND Watson, 25/-). The 
famous trial that dragged on in the House of Lords through 
a hundred-and-forty-two sittings in seven weary years 
here falls into due proportion as a last desperate attempt at 
moral assassination in a romance of hatred where sly and 
bitter Paitie Francis, probable author of the scurrilous 
Letters of Junius, is “featured” in immeasurable villainy, 
with CLAVERING and Burke and even Prrr as his dupes or 
his accomplices. Warren Hastines himself appears here 
more saint than schemer, more pacifier than warrior, 
unlimitedly self-reliant, and decisive yet wise guardian 
and constant lover more than grandiose proconsul. Mr. 
Davies, sighing for what might have been if his hero could 
have been left free from fractious and malignant opposition, 
sees him mainly as the founder of a beneficent Indian Civil 
Service and the pioneer of the school of thought that would 
strengthen the best of what is Indian rather than plunge 





25 








it 
a) | 
i 











476 





is perhaps at last complete. 
Mammon and Minerva. 





their like from r 
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into over-hasty Westernisation. In this long but never- 
flagging narrative the vindication of WARREN Hastinas 


Let no one intere :ted in literaturs, society and the rela- 
tions between them be deterred by a rather cumbrous title 
or by the announcement that the book which it covers is 
primarily addressed to university extension students and 
ing Money. Morals and Manners as 
Revealed in Modern Literature (NICHOLSON AND WATSON, 
4/6); for Dr. H. V. Routu is erudite but never professorial 
nor often ponderous, and he pursues his theme in a very 
stimulating fashion. What he has set out to analyse is the 











[April 24, 1995 
diabolically clever book. There is no thin writi in it, for 
the simple reason that a satirist, a poet and fp 
competing for every page. 

Foundations of Delight. 

While contemplating Mr. Martin ArmstRoN@’s excellent 
anthology, The Major Pleasures of Life (Goutanct, 7/6), 
have found myself time after time blaming him for not inelad. 
ing this or that delight—for instance, horses and ships—only 
to realise that to do so would have taken him outside 
commission. But there is a certain incongruity in his list 
and in its order: ‘‘ Books and Writers,” “Art and Artists.” 
“Love,” “Music and Musicians,” ‘“ Architecture,” “Gop. 
templation,” “Food,” *‘ Drink,” and ‘Nature and the 





reaction of the writing man, — 
be he poet or novelist,moralist | jj) j 
or philosopher, to the Indus- i sae: a Sh 
trial Revolution and its con- 

sequences—the mechanisation 

of life and the growing rift be- 
tween the possessors and the 
dispossessed—and also to the 
spiritual unrest which followed 
on the loss of the older values. 
The writer, he argues, is not 
only the critic of society but 
the special custodian of the 
humanities and of the sacro- 
sanctity of the individual soul, 
and these were put in jeop- 
ardy by the way things went 
in the nineteenth century and, 
if with modifications, are go- 
ing still. Hence the paradox 
that in an age of unexampk d 
prosperity, self-sufficiency and 
apparent security all the car- 
dinal books were protests 
against or commentaries on 
“presen. discontents.” Dr. 
RoutH supports his thesis 
with many discriminating and 
lucidly presented illustra- 
tions, irom CaRLYLEand Nrew- 
MAN to GaALSwortHy, WELLS 
and Snaw. 


Where There’s a Will 
There's a Way. 

Not since Juan in America 
has Mr. Eric Linkuater had |__ 
a theme so clearly to his liking as that of Ripeness /s All 
(Care, 7/6), in which satire and light comedy are magnifi- 
cently blended into a rich and rollicking novel. Major John 
Gander, bachelor and toffee-manufacturer, leaving the picture 
at the beginning, left also £70,000 net and a will which did 
honour to Sir Francts Bacon’s observation that children 
mitigate the remembrance of death, for he bequeathed 
the money to whicheyer of his father’s progeny had pro- 





such @ testament upon a fairly normal English family can 
well be imagined, and full justice is done to it. Of the six 
starters, one, George, had long been lost sight of in the 
distance of Empire, and was presumed a bachelor, only 
two were married, and only one of these already had a child. 
As Jane said, it put a premium on twins; but no reader will 
 wgeloe: ! were: be the —— disclose—the climax to 
the many delightful surprises which Mr. LivkLarer keeps 
shaking out of his sleeve. This is a really funny a 
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“| WANT THE BEST THAT CREDIT CAN BUY.” 


say that what he does not know about the development 
of “‘soccer” during these decades is not worth knowing. 


agreement with his point of view. To quote only ome 
instance: he is opposed to the bonus system. 
means,” he says, “pay professionals well for good service, 
but let there be no payment or offer of bonus in advanee 
for a win or a draw.” Rather unnecessarily he compares 
Vivian Woopwarp with G. O. Smrrx, and considers th 
Woopwarp was the better player. It is an opinion wh 
some old “soccer” players, however great their admiration 
of Woopwarp, will be unable to endorse. 


duced the most of these within five years. The impact of 


~~~) Simple Life.” He has forgotten 
sleep, and sometimes takes a 
strange view of pleasure; for 
instance, as an illustration of 
his last theme, “ Blow, blow, 
iii thou winter wind,” seems an 
i odd sefection. His task, how. 
1 ever, must have been 

difficult, and it is easy to 
imagine how often he must 
have chased and captured a 
lovely pleasure, all hung with 
quotations, only to have it 
snatched from him and put 
firmly into the minor ea , 
As for his quotations 

selves, they are a delight— 
varied, unhackneyed (particu. 
larly in the section devoted 
to Music), and so many that 
'as a bedside book The Major 
Pleasures of Life should be 4 
major pleasure for a lifetime, 


\ He 








Association. 

No one more thoroughly 
qualified to write the historyot 
“soccer” than Sir FREDERICK 
WALL can be imagined, and 
Fifty Years of Football (Cas- 
SELL, 5/-) gives enthusiasts for 
the game everything they 
have aright to expect. Sixty 
years have passed since Sit 
FREDERICK became ho’ 
secretary of the Wan 
—_ —_—___— Rangers; twenty years later 
he received his appointment as Secretary of the F 
Association. An amazing record, and it is only the trath t 








In reading his book I have found myself frequently m@ 
o y 








Forgotten Masterpieces of Music. 


“Wimborne SEweRace OverturEs.”—Hants Paper. 
Pa een 
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The wolf is said to be dying out in of what to do with illiterates. [If is 


Charivaria. Russia. It is possible they find it diffi- evident that they cannot all become 
sansa cult to keep the Bolshevist from the writers of popular songs. 
Wuat commonplace experience of door. ee #* 
to-day, we are invited to imagine, * 


would have most astonished the man- “What can you call a man who shuts 


A motorist complains that he 





in-the-street of the 
Coronation Year? 
Finding the pubs 
closed at 3 P.M. ly ts 










country for the 
Jubilee. The evi- ; 
dence of a desire 
to preserve the 
domestic character 
of the occasion is 
appreciated by 
British crooks. 

* & 

= 


Several M.P.’s 
are celebrating the 
silver jubilee of 
their representa- 
tion of their pre-| ~ + whi 
sent constituen- SY 5 
cies. One or two of ? 
their constituents} | ~ ‘! f 


: . Lo) ae ba 
are celebrating it ~ Sha 
very quietly at att 
home. » » rt Fe 

* ED 8 ve 
A fast bowler | A Saas 


who is a school- 
master by profes- 


time to find his 
form. No doubt 
the form waits 


## “Wat pores ‘JUBILEE’ MEAN, MumMMIE? ” 
“Wireless has 
succeeded in bring- 
ing people closer 


WHOLE TWENTY-FIVE YEARS.” 
“Ou, BUT THAT’S NOT TRUE. I SAW THEM WALKING ABOUT 





most probably. i Hi I 
| mat ys oe 
oe | iy} | ‘ : ‘ ‘al £, ia \\ { 
tf i | > s <d \ j ~ 
The model who il Bat Sh ew He 4 Cs 
posed for a famous ees ||) rz Bevn 
picture in 1910 ET NR fH) Wy 
_ when she was six- CHIPSTEAD } 
teen is now, we JUBILEE i if bs a > 
se a See CELEBRATIONS i | | ye ey a 
And so she shou AY 6% 1 | bate | 
agai Sass | | | | | eee a 
* ents | GheeS Stews | 
Efforts are being <a | | | | 
_ made to preventin- —nesboanee El | Hie | 
| ternational crooks mene fl || 
| from coming to this a aR | 
j 


“Way, THat Tae Kinc anp QUEEN HAVE BEEN ON THEIR THRONES FOR A 


AT EASTBOURNE.” 


couldn't find a 
policeman when he 
Specially wanted 
one recently. He’ 
should have left 
his car unattended | 
for a couple of 


seconds. 


* 


Children aresaid 
to be bigger and 
heavier than 
were before a 
War. On the other 
hand the proces. 
sions they have to 
be held up to see 
are shorter. 


= & 
% 


“The very fat 
prosperous-looking |. 
man should be 
avoided,” advises 
a pleasure-cruise 
official. He should 
certainly be given 
a wide berth. 


* 


A writer states 
that a man’s views 
change with the 
developmentof his 
knowledge. And 
also with the de- 
velopment of his 
suburb. 


* 


Herr Hrrierhas 
demanded an ab- 
solutely free hand, 
Otherwise, poor 
fellow, how could 
he give the Nagi 
salute / 


We are told that 
the best thing for 
insomnia is tosleep 
on the edge of the 
bed, and we believe 








together,” says a scientist. So have his eyes at the deliberate suffering 
the Underground railway-trains. going on all around him?” demands 


ee a writer. Well, he might be an 
* after-dinner speaker. 
_ Avwelfare worker has been wondering e % 
_ what happened to those who could not * 


_ afford to go away for Easter. We In the opinion of a Harvard lecturer 
| surmise that quite a lot o* them went. America will have to face the problem 


it. One is practically certain to drop 


off. 


love of Mike. 


* & 
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A Professor of Phonetics complains 
that brilliant university men 
broadcast English prose intel . 
Not even, as he neatly puts It, 10F 
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“ AH, THEY was JUBILEE CELEBRATIONS, THEY WAS. 


EVERYBODY FAIR TUMBLIN’ OVER THEIRSELVES TO STAND ME PINTS.” 








Forty Years 


Come forward, Muse, proclaim 

The soul-inspiring name 

Of Jubilee, and, while we’re on that same 
Singing our Gloria, 

Recall with me the day 

(Now pretty nearly forty years away) 

When self and little friends aspired to play 
The Diamond Jubilee of QuEEN VicToRIA. 


May was the stately QUEEN, 

Bill to advantage seen 

As Prince or Waxks, York fell to Archie Green 
(Or was it Gibbons ?); 

I—greedy little swab— 

Being the eldest, grabbed the he-man’s job: 

I was the coachman—yea, so help me bob! 
Perched on a chair-back, I controlled the ribbons. 


Ere yet our cortége swung 

The cheering crowds among 

Who lined Pall Mall, Bill (who was very young) 
Was fain to doff his 





Back. 


Regalia, May was mute, 

Archie rebelled, but—selfish little brute— 

I made them go the whole processional route, 
Knowing I held the really jammy office. 


Well, Bill is in Bombay, 

Burma has swallowed May, 

As for young Gibbons (Green ?), I cannot say 
Is he alive or 

Dead ; but it looks as though, 

When the day dawns on this year’s regal show, 

Of all who played their parts so long ago 
I'll be the sole participant survivor. 


And when I take my stand, 

My best hat in my hand, 

And hear the approaching clamours of the band, 
I am decided, 

Neglecting dukes and thanes, 

To watch with special sympathetic pains 

The gorgeous gentleman who holds the reins— 


Hoping he gets the kick from it that I did. H.B. 
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A Recollection. 





Ir was, I think, announced only just 
before the Jubilee of ‘87 that Her 
Masesty’s Guard of Honour would be 
furnished by Her military cadets. I 
was then in the chrysalis stage of 


| snookerdom; in the common tongue, 


1 was a last-joined cadet at The Shop 
Think of it. The QUEEN was almost a 
legendary figure, mysterious from the 
invisibility in which She was shrouded. 
Particularly She was the object of our 
personal loyalty, to whom our future 
service was to be devoted, and there 
we were, young, green, enthusiastic, 
with the uniform still fresh on us, chosen 
as Her Guard at a culminating splen- 
dour of Her reign. Not only should we 
see the QUEEN in Her pride—many of 
Her subjects could do that—but, as 
Her soldiers, we should present arms 
to the QuEEN. Think of the glory of it, 
the romance. 


I remember the march to the Palace, 
and the audible remarks of the crowd 
on our youthful appearance. I remem- 
ber that Sandhurst had an unfair 
advantage. They faced the Palace, 
we had our backs to it, and, with the 
noise of the bands, the curve gravely 
hampered the precision of our salute. 
I remember the thrill of the come and 
go past us before the procession was 
due to start, and I remember how, 
true to custom, the sun came out just 
in the nick of time to do HER Masesty 
honour. It is an historic fact that that 
very autocratic lady could command 
the weather. It was always fine for the 
QuEEN. The procession began. There 
were carriages bearing the great ones 
of the land. There was the Escort of 
Princes, with the Crown Prince of 
GERMANY a magnificent figure. Then— 


| then—that thrilling word of command, 


‘Royal Salute—Present Arms,” and 
the QUEEN came. 


An old, little lady, with very white 
hair, very blue eyes, and, if I remem- 


| ber rightly, a red face; austere, in 


scrutable, and utterly immobile, she 


| Suggested as She was borne past, a 


figure of the impassive Buddha. (I 


| have seen some in India which were 


curiously like Her.) The carriage went 


| Slowly by to its triumph, and for us 
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“I pipy’r FALL OVERBOARD—I somureo—l SET ME TROUSERS ON Fine!” 











that part of the celebration was over. 
But we were there for the return from 
the Abbey. Again the carriages, again 
the Escort of Princes, and again the 
Queen. But what a transformation. 
Something had amused HER MaJeEsty. 
She was laughing, and a more spark- 
ling, delightful, and fascinating old 
lady I have never seen. It was a most 
extraordinary change. One might 
revere the QuEEN who went forth; one 
fell in love with the QuEEN who 
returned. 


It was a wonderful occasion for a 


boy, much as I should have resented 
that term at the time, and I am still 
thrilled by the memory. “Royal 
Salute - 











Another Budget Revelation. 


“It is a matter for regret that events should 
have taken such a course particularly in 
regard to a Budget which was largely con- 
ditioned by financial circumstances.” 

From a Periodical. 





“Grand Hotel Jubilee Ball . . £61 0 0 
Governor-General’s fun .. . £30 0 0.” 
From a List of Subscriptions, 
We hope it was worth it. 





















mappAegneatp manasa speanyen te 








Y 


~ 











482 


PUNCH Silver Jubilee Number 











May 1, 1935 


Wt a ii ‘i 
| wet |! ta 
Mi He 
lp be b ify. 
i h nh 


ri 


, 
4 


Wi 


at ites | 
lib Hl 








PoaucHariG > 


“WELL, ALL YOU CAN SAY IS, MAYBE 'E’S LIKE MOST 'USBANDS—A BLESSING IN DISGUISE.” 











The Georges. 


Looxine into the history of that 
friendly race, the Georges, I find that 
the first of all, and possibly caps my 
was very properly Grorce of Cappa- 
docia, the patron saint of England. 
Before him were no Georges ; after him 
there have been many and they are 
increasing. His story, not too clear, 
may be divided into the natural and 
supernatural parts. The natural part 
makes him under DiocLeTian a soldier 
of rank, who, when that Emperor's 
anti-Christian propaganda became too 
active, reasoned with him, was de- 





| nounced and executed on April 23, 303 


—hence St. George’s Day. So much for 
fact, or what has emerged as fact after 
so many years. 

To the same Grorae is credited the 
slaughter of the dragon and the rescue 
of the Princess, and if you doubt it you 
have but to look at the pound-note for 
the design of the encounter and glorious 
consummation, twice over, or, if you 
are lucky enough to possess one, at the 

| design on our pound or ten- shillin 
piece sterling, while all over Sagland 


there are noble representations of the 
conflict, notably at Maidstone; and in 
Venice a whole church is dedicated to 
St. GkorGE, with his story in paint by 
CARPACCIO. 

As for London churches, there are 
seven dedicated to St. GzeorGE, while 
she has George Streets innumerable 
(not to mention the Assistant-Licenser 
of Plays), and the famous Chapel at 
Windsor is a place of pilgrimage for all 
the world. Having in the body done 
so much, St. GEorGE passed on to his 
spiritual empire and in 1089 at Antioch 
came to the aid of the Crusaders under 
Ropert, son of Wii1aM THE Con- 
QUEROR, against the Saracens, so that he 
was named Protector, and he continued 
to be so helpful to England that in 1222 
the Council of Oxford ordained that 
the day of his death should be a 
National Festival, and in the fourteenth 
century, under Epwarp III., he was 
named for England and the Garter, 
and ever since has England been for 
St. Georce, St. Georce and Merrie 
England. 

Why the greatest English writer 
chose, in 1564, St. George’s Day for his 
own birthday is not known; nor why 





he so strangely overlooked George in 
favour of William; but surely it was 
a marvel that on that auspicious day 
he made his appearance, and that it 
was again on St. George’s Day, 1616, 
that he withdrew from life. 

The earliest George in that Temple 
of British Fame, The Dictionary of 
National Biography, which was founded 
by a George—Grorce Smita—is 
GEORGE THE First, and after that t 
interminably troop. I can think, as 
write, of hundreds, with the five kings 
at the top and various princes, 
then illustrious Georgians in every walk 
of life: such as, to name only a few, 
Grorce Eiot, GEORGE 
GEORGE MEREDITH, Grorce Moors, 
Georce, Lord Byron, Lord Grores 
Sancer, Lord Grorce GORDON, 
Grorce Aveustus Sara, GeorcE R. 
Sms, George CRUIKSHANK, GEORGE 
Gissinc, GrorcE STEPHENSON, the 


inventor of railways, GrorGE ARLISS | 
(whom the Duke of WELLINGTON grows | 
more like every day), Luoyp GEORGE, ) 
who can cure our ills, GzorGE CLAU- | 
son, the poet of England, oo“ 
TREV ELYAN, the lover of Engle 
TEORGE BERNARD SHAW, who Oe 


a - 





Borrow, | 
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| all, and Georce Rosey, who reconciles 

| SHAKESPEARE and the Halls. 

| Many countries have had _ their 

| Georges too. France had its Grorcus 
CLEMENCEAU and GkrorGEs Car- 
PENTIER and GEORGE Sanp, South 
Africa its GrorGe Grey, India its 
GrorGE Curzon, Australia its GEorGE 
Harris, and Egypt its Grorcr 
Lioy pb, while America had its Georer 
Wasutneton, who has given his name 
in perpetuity to every servant on 
the cars—and, as all travellers know, 
they are the best men in America with 
whom foreigners come in contact. In 
fact, George is ever our friend. “I 
always,” said an experienced student 
of mankind and a constant dweller in 
hotels, “call the waiter George and the 
chambermaid Lucy, and they do all I 
need.” America has also its HENRY 
GEORGE and GEORGE GERSHWIN and 
GEORGE ADE. 

And we have several Georges on 
Punch. It was a Punch man, W. M 
THACKERAY, who wrote the criticism 
of our present Kina GErorGE’s pre- 
decessors. There is GkEorcE Morrow 
on the “ Table,” and Grorace BELCHER 
and GEorGrE STAMPA are regular con- 
tributors. In fact what paper or 
what business can flourish without a 
GEORGE somewhere on the premises? 
Vivat, GEORGE! Bb. V. 1. 























A Jubilee Salute. 
[Among recent arrivals in England, Miss 
Txaumnoo Cuetty, the Indian violinist, and 
Mr. XeNopHON Bawaskas, of the South 


African cricket team, have aroused excep- 
tional interest in the Press. ]} 





| 

<2 Y 
Cena eny— 

Amip the splendid muster Ssciccaitlaaahictascarsiel 


a Of stars from o'er the sea THE GREAT ADVENTURE. 
I'wo of outstanding lustre 











Adorn our Jubilee; —— 
And by the grace and glamour Compared with her, YEHUDI, As agile as a Basque, as 

That to their names belong Young MENUHIN, must yield, Boxorra at his best, 
Imperatively clamour And even Punch and Judy Is XENOPHON BALASKAS, 

For honorific song. Can hardly hold the field; Our Greco-British guest. 

While GiLpEert’s celebrated 

And here, while duly heeding Clonglocketty McClan O priceless pair, converging 

The maxim, Place aux dames, Can only now be rated From Africa and Ind 
I use no special pleading Amongst the “‘also ran.” And in our midst emerging, 

For proffering the palm, Sped by the southern wind 
With bouquets and confetti Yorkshire MacavLay’s glory Although my pen be petty 

Of rare and radiant sheen, Outshines his namesake’s Lays, I raise my hat to you, 
To charming ToumBoo Cuerry, While Lronet’s flannelled story O XeNopPHON and Cuertty, 

The Indian fiddler-queen. sedims great ALFRED'S bays; Twin bolts from out the blue! 

To-day our jubilation C. L. G. 

For, down from old TartTrn! A nobler note takes on 

Who wrote “‘The Devil’s Trill,” From the reincarnation Progress in the Provinces. 
And peerless PAGANINI, Of classic XENOPHON. “Crry Trottay Buses Move.” 

Renowned for fiendish skill, Provincial Paper Headline. 
None of these sons of wonder From the Humber to the Hooghly, NS 

Inherited a name From Rio to Cape Race, ey 4 that imposing bile of buildings behind 
So potent by its thunder None spins the artful googly the Law Courts. —Lontion Bvening — 
To fill the trump of Fame. With more deceptive pace ; Surely rather a jaundiced view! 
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the Lower Bursted 
find myself in something of a difficulty. 
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Silver Speech. 
Asxep to reply for the Guests at the Annual Dinner of 
ical Society next Monday, I 


I blame the Secretary for this. Not for asking me to 
speak—that, since every other guest had already been 
ipproached and refused the office, is understandable—but 
for hitting on May 6th of all days for this lugubrious 
function. One would have thought there were so many 
more suitable, not to say more enjoyable ways of spending 

| that particular evening. Even archeologists, one supposed, 
would be out and about on Jubilee Night. It is not as if 
Lower Bursted were proving unequal to the task of provid- 
ing entertainments worthy of the occasion. rey th from 
Already our plans for making this the greatest day in the 
history of the a far advanced. The Féte (with 
Fireworks) in the grounds is expected to attract 
a record crowd. Dancing will continue up to a late hour 
in the Parish Hall. The statue of old Sir William Floop 
in the market-square is to be floodlit. In fact there will be 
innocent fun a frolic to suit all tastes—except apparently 
that of the Archwological Society, who, instead of join- 

ing in, propose to huddle together in an upper room at 

“Phe George’’ and listen to me replying for the Guests. A 
shameful business. 

Meanwhile the question of what I am going to say 
remains unsettled. 

Clearly—and herein lies what I may call the gravamen 
of my charge against the Secretary—no man, whatever 
the occasion, can rise up to address his fellow-men and 
women next Monday evening without being prepared to 
drag in the Jubilee somehow. The omission would be too 
glaring. “Mr. Tonks,” The Bursted Advertiser would say 
next morning, ‘who appeared forgetful of the fact that this 
was Jubilee Night, replied for the Guests.” But it is not 
going to be easy. 

My first idea, naturally, was to plump practically straight 
for the British Empire. ‘Ladies and Gentlemen—great 
pleasure—on behalf of all the guests—archeology—ancient 
civilisations—better understanding of our own—highest 
manifestation in B.E.—not unmindful on this night of 
nights”’—and then tell them all about it for a quarter-of- 
an-hour. 

On reflection, however, two objections present themselves. 
In the first place, rather too much is known about the 

| Empire just at present. So copious has been the flood of 
_ information poured out in recent weeks in Supplements 
and other Jubilee literature that even the burghers of 
Lower Bursted can hardly have been left altogether un- 
| touched by its influence. I should have to be careful, I 
_ mean, about my facts; and any after-dinner speaker will 
tell you what a handicap that can be. The second and more 
serious objection is that, as I come third on the list of 
| speakers, the subject will in all probability have been dealt 
| with twice already. 

“Twenty-Five Years of Archeology” looks attractive 
at first glance as the theme of a brief address and has just 
the right Jubilee favour. But I am not quite sure whether 
| it means anything. I rather doubt whether archologists 
_ take cognizance of anything less than an won. And 
_ “Twenty-Five Years of the Lower Bursted Archxological 
_ Society” is out of the question. Partly because the thought 
_ is so appalling and partly because the Society was not 
_ founded until 1928. 

Personal reminiscences will provide a way out for many 

who find themselves in a like predicament with myself. 
Up and down the country men in white waistcoats will be 





manceuvring themselves into a position in which they can 
say, ‘Twenty-five years! A quarter-of-a-century! It seemg 
a long time in some ways—and yet in others how short! 
Why, I remember, almost as if it were yesterday . . .” 
And for me, you might suppose this would be the su ly 
simple solution. I have only to say, “I am afraid I cannot 
see as far back into the past as you archeologists”— 
(laughter)—‘‘but I can go back to 1910”—(applause)— 
and there Lam. 

But the infernal thing about it is I can’t go back to 1910. 
At least I can, but not to much effect so far as reminiscences 
are concerned. That many amusing incidents happened in 
my presence and that many good things were said by 
me in that year I have no reason to doubt, but as I was not 
at the time of an age (being not quite three) to realise 
the value of such things, they have been irretrievably lost. 
A bolder man might sweep aside any such consideration 
as irrelevant and invent some perfectly scrumptious story 
about a hansom-cab or tell with gusto of the occasion on 
which he found the Hon. Charlie Withers (now the Earl of 
Shottermill) asleep in his bath with a top-hat on. But 
for myself, I could not do it. I have not the—how shall 
I say ‘—the verve. 

It is usually open to one who replies for the Guests to 
indulge in a few playful personalities about the individuals 
he has the honour to represent. But as I look down the list 
of guests who are to be present on this occasion it becomes 
increasingly obvious that that idea too is born moribund. 
There seems to be nothing whatever—except possibly 
from the stand-point of an archzwologist—to be said about 
them. Certainly nothing Jubilistic. Old Dr. Flinch, for 
instance, who would be a Member and not a Guest if only 
he could remember to pay his subscription—how can one 
link him up with the fortunes of the realm? And Mrs. 
Crumbles? And the two Miss Hawkins? Or Canon Parkin- 
son for that matter, who is said to be so’ narrow-minded 
that his ears bang together? Nothing very Imperial about 
him. A hopeless bunch. 

So there it is. Try as I will I can find no solution of the 
difficulty, and sometimes, in my darker hours, I fear that 
the subject of my address will remain undecided up to the 
very moment when I rise to speak next Monday evening. 
The further possibility that it may still be undecided when 
I sit down again is one upon which I do not care to dwell. 
H. F. E. 








A Preamble. 


Wirth my Amarilda Anna is there any to compare ! 

[ could clamour of the glamour of my Anna’s amber 
hair. 

When alarums clang I clamber to her ambidextrous arms 

And find an ample amulet in Amarilda’s charms. 

Like little lambs we gambol as lambs only gambol can— 

Oh, how I love to ramble with my Amarilda Ann! 


Ann used to dwell in Camberwell, but when the knot was 
tied 
We went to live at Amberley, not far from Ambleside; 
There Annie had a family which annually grew, 
And wherever Anna ambled they perambulated too. 
Life ’s a gamble and a scramble, yet how carefully you ban 
From my path each clinging bramble, dearest A 
Ann! 








What Our English Diplomats Have To Put Up With. 

“It was stated that Marshal Pilsudski, whom Mr. Eden sa¥ 
yesterday afternoon, had put his food down with military precision 
on any compromise proposals.”—Indian Paper. 
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“HAROLD, I BELIEVE THEY’RE COMING! PUT YOUR TIE STRAIGHT.” 
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The Word War. 


vil. 
ia | The Government—Singular or plural ? 
ta I rH#ank you, warriors all. But first, 
as is proper, I must thank a member of 
His Majesty's Gov. for an interesting 
ini and helpful comment on the problem 
' named above. 
“IT could not say,” he writes, 
| “whether there is any official ruling 
on the subject, but when I went to the 
_ Foreign Office in —— it was drummed 
_ into me that ‘His Majesty's Govern- 
| ment’ was plural, but the Government 
of every other country was singular. 
| I do not know if this was office custom 
or one of Lord Curzon’s edicts, but it 
was a very intelligible arrangement as 


in any given sentence one could at once 
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at 10 p.m. while Mr. Even leaves Berlin 
to-morrow for Moscow.” 


“ Anticipate.” 

Many warriors attack those who say 
“anticipate’’ when they mean no more 
than “expect.” The warriors are right, 
and will receive medals. If there be 
any brutes who do not admit that the 
act is wrongful, let them consider these 
two sentences and say whether they 
mean the same thing, or no.— 


“John and Jane did not expect to be 
married” 
and 

“John and Jane never anticipated 
marriage.” 


Oh, Horby ! 


As I expected, many citizens have 








spot the nationality of 
t * Government referred 
en to.” 
Septic Verbs.“ Motivate.” 
A warrior in the United 
States sends me a very 
rare example of “ moti- 
vate,” which breeds, he 
says, not only in the film- 
world but among “social 
workers,” One of these 
is said to have told a 
public meeting how she 
had spent a long time 
persuading one of the 
“ under - privileged ”’ to 
go to hospital to have 
an operation. It was a 
difficult task, but finally — 
“the case became motivated to hospital- 
ization.” 
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T'o loan. 


At least twenty warriors have thrust 
| their spears into the verb “to loan.” 
This misbegotten upstart must die. For 
if “to loan,” why not “to gift” (as in 

| “I will gift you a thick ear’’)? 





| “While.” 

Another comrade sends me some nice 
‘omg of while-work—‘while”’’ used 
| for “and” or “but” or almost any 
conjunction, ¢.g.:— 


| “The Curate read the First Lesson 


ea ih tS ae eh 






atti 






while the Rector read the Second’’— 
a horrible scene. Or, worse still :— 


“The Dean read the Lessons while 
_ the Bishop preached the sermon.” 













| And recently on the wireless, says 
the comrade, it was announced that— 


“Sir Joun Srmon left by aeroplane 


















“| saaLL WALK AS FAR AS BRIGHTON WITH YoU IF 
You sHuT uP!” 





sadly assailed a recent letter of our more 
or less admired Mr. Hore-Brisua on 
the leader-page of The Times, I record 
reluctantly that in that august place 
he wrote, “It will help no end to instil 
the right spirit.” 

Oh, Horsy, how could you? 

Nevertheless, hail, Horpy! and I do 
not believe that you wrote that letter 
for publication. 

Or maybe you were naughtily pro- 
voking my warriors, as I did the other 
day, suddenly letting fall the ex- 
= “pretty lousy” in a solemn 
ecture on the careful choice of words. 
A base trick; and I apologize to all 
those who have sent me solemn re- 

roaches. Yes, | know that “pretty 
ousy”’ is not found in Jane AusTEN 
or Sir Water Scorrt, and I shall never 
use the phrase in a letter to The T'imes. 
But I fear that, if we are not careful, 
some Cabinet Minister will. 


Dictators. 
A warrior who signs herself modestly 
“Typist” sends me a charming and 


thing right herself.) 


lL cHOOSE—SO 


well-written (also well-typed) assault 
upon the barbarities of “people in 
offices who dictate letters.” 

Nearly all of these, she tells me, say 
that they are “pre »” when 
mean “ willing,” to do things, alt 
the proposal has only just been put to 
them and they could not have been 
“prepared” for it. She gives no ex. 
amples ; but we can all see how irritating. 
it must be to an intelligent young lady 
to hear her employer say that he is 
“prepared ”’ to visit the United States 
when she knows very well that he has 
not even begun to pack. And it is 
worse if he says that he is ‘not pre. 
pared”’ to go to the States, for that 
may merely mean that he is not 
ready, and nobody knows whether he 
is willing or not. (However, I gather 
that the comrade puts this sort of 
~) | Then she says, “ Why 
do they always say, ‘ En- 
closed please find’?” 
This question has agit- 
ated me also. * Enclosed 
— look for’ would 
ye sensible, though (tif 
—while) ugly; for then 
there would be some 
point in the “ please,” 
and the words would 
cover the possibility that 
the thing has not been 
enclosed (which nearly 
always happens in my 
correspondence). Butno 
amount of “pleases” 
can make anyone “ find” 

anything, for finding is 
| a hard fact, which hap- 
pens or not. To say, “ Enclosed please 
find a bun” is like saying “ Please 





arrive in Spain’ when you mean, 
“Please go to Spain.” Is that quite 
clear? If not, don’t worry. For in 


any case “T enclose a bun” or ‘A bun 
is enclosed”’ is surely a better way of 
expressing it. 

“hen he says, “They sprinkle ‘in 
respect of’ and ‘in connection with’ all 
over everything, when neither phrase 
means anything whatever.” One man 
she has a with “will talk about 
‘our client’s claim in connection with 
the rent in respect of the premises,’ 
instead of ‘our client’s claim for the 
rent of the premises.’” The same outlaw 
will never use one verb if he can 
in three. “He says, ‘Are you pre 
to agree to accept?’ or ‘We % ! 
endeavour to arrange to obtain. 
Once he went further and dictated, 
‘ Efforts are being made to endeavour | 
to arrange to obtain.” Grand! 
Tremble, then, all odious dictators 
and bow to “Typist,” who will 
the Blue Star of our Order. 
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T'ranspire. 


A Chester comrade makes a reluctant 


| stab at Sir Georce Rankin for the 
| following outrage in an official report : 


Head Warder P. says that he did 


not see what transpired in D Hall.” 


Transpired”’! O Gosh! O Golly! 
The subject of the report was some 


| disorder at a convict prison. The 
| meanings of “‘transpire,” according to 


The Shorter Oxford E.D., are “ (1) To 


| emit or cause to pass in the state of 


vapour through the walls or surface of 
the body. (2) To emit vapour or per 
fume. To give off moisture 
through the skin . . . (3) To pass out 
as vapour through pores, to exhale 

to escape by evaporation. (4) (fig.) To 
escape from secrecy to notice . 

I cannot believe that the mutinous 
convicts in D Hall did any of these 
things, unless it was to 
evaporation,” 

I am happy to be able, for once, to 
applaud the bravery of the Dictionary 
named, which concludes its remarks 
upon “transpire’’ thus: 


escape by 


“ € 6 Misused for: To occur, happen 
orig. U.S. 1804.” 

Whatever (I have, by the way, been 
attacked for saying “whatever’’ by a 


very high person—but I have no time 
for that now)—whatever may have 
been said by some thoughtless, faceti- 
ous or intoxicated person on the 
American Continent in 1804, we will 
not, brothers, have “transpire” in the 
occur, happen.” Shoot it. 


sense of 


Note on Le ricographe rs. 


I acknowledge with thanks a very 
friendly letter from a distinguished 
member of this tribe. He says that one 
must not bite them or call them feeble ; 
for they are “historians merely’ and 
are no longer “in a position to play the 
Jounson and purge the language: I 
only wish we could! . . . Ifa word has 
reached the degree of usage within the 
scope of our particular dictionary, in it 
must go, however much we may loathe 
if 

Yes, darling lexicog., but it can go 
in with a black mark against it, surely 

as our friend “transpire” (to happen, 
occur) ’’ was seen to go in just now. If 
that can get an official “ misused,” 
cannot, for example, the verb “to 
sabotage’’ be condemned likewise? 
Of that felonious and insanitary beast 
the same dictionary says feebly-—yes, 
I repeat, feebly: 


‘Hence Sa’botage v. trans. to wreck 
or damage by s: also fig.” 


Let the next edition say firmly 


“* Hence—a misuse, fig., journalistic 
political, bestial—Sa'botage v. trans 
ete.” 


And if such conduct is not within the 
scope of the dictionaries which men are 
writing now, let some virile lexicog 
rise up and make a dictionary with a 
different scope (on the lines of Mr. 
Fow.er’s Modern English Usage), 
tackling the hard problems to which I 
and my gallant warriors are modestly 
and maybe unskilfully addressing our- 
selves to-day. And let it be called 
simply, A Good English Dictionary. 

A. P. H, 








Our Adaptable Advertisers. 

“ Wanted—Boy or Girl for delivery of 
papers, one hour daily; old age pensioner 
would do.”—Local Advt. 

8.0-——A Flue Recital, by Edith Penville.” 

Wireless Programme, 
We doubt if she can improve on our 
own performances 





“ Primroses abounded, especially in the 

valley of the Medway. 

A primrose by a river's brim 

A yellow primrose was to him 

And it was nothing more.’” 

Goamper, Daily Paper. 

Except, perhaps, a little padding for 
a gossip column. 
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_ there wasn’t a job 
_ of work doing. So 
| for a bit Joe was 


| hadn’t got no sort 





PUNCH Silver Jubilee Number 


ene 


May 1, 1935 





Tails You Lose. 
A Tall Story. 


Once there was a prime young 
sailorman, Joe Betts by name, and he 
fell overboard from an East Indiaman 
somewhere in the South Atlantic 
Ocean. It served him right too, in a 





manner of speak- 
ing; one thing, he 


of business to be 
where he was, 
which was at the 
jib-boomend, hav- 
ing gone there to 
be out of the way 
of a job of work, 
and, what’s more, 
being there, he 
ought to have had 
enough sense to 
hold on good and 
proper, Anyway, 
inte the drink he 
went, and nobody 
missed him till the 
watch went below. 
And the crowd 
said, *‘ Poor Joe!” 
and the mate said, 
“Good riddance,” 
and that was that. 

But all the while 
Joe Betts was hav- 
ing the time of his 
life. Davy Jones, 
as you've maybe 
heard, is a family 
man with a lot of 
daughters, and 
Davy’s youngest 
girl took a regular 
fancy to this Joe, 
who was a nice- 
looking young chap 
and as pleasant a 
fellow as you'd 
wish to meet when 


suited fine. 

But aftera time, 
whether it was the 
fish diet or what, | 





" a 
but mind you're back in time for mouse looking out ofa pound of oakum, 


tea.” 

So up he went, and the first ship he 
sighted he hollered out and got taken on 
board, and away he went to England. 

You may fancy he’d had enough of 
going to sea for a bit, so after he'd 
blowed pretty nearly all the cash he'd 
got he took a small hook-block in his 





Joe started to feel homesick; and he 


_ dreamed every night about quarts of 
| ale with froth on the top until he 
| couldn’t bear it any longer. 


So at last he says to his young lady, 


| very artful-like, “I’d like just to go 


up yonder and have a look at the ships, 


_ for,” says he, “it’d do my heart good, 


it would, to see some big brute of a 
mate fetch some poor bloke as wasn’t 


| me a crack with a belaying-pin.” 


“Very well,” says she, “you go— 


hand and he started to walk into the 
country. And he walked and he 
walked, and every now and then he'd 
stop at a pub. And after a bit some- 
body 'd be sure to say, “ That’s a funny 
idea, that is, carrying a hook-block 
about the country with you.” And 
Joe he’d drink up his drink and fetch 
a sort of sigh and walk on a bit further. 

Well, at last he came to a pub, and 
he sat down as usual, and an old chap 
with whiskers all over his face, like a 








Ungrateful Novice (on landing his first trout), “THis MEANS QUITE TWO POUNDS 
MORE TO CART ABOUT.” 


was having a drink too. He looked at 
Joe and he looked at the block and he 
looked at them both at once, and then 
he said, “ Young man,” says he, “eg. 
cuse the liberty, but that’s a funny 
sort of an article you've a-got there 
What might be the use of un?” 
“That ‘ll do,” says Joe. “I reckon 
I’m out o’ smello’ 
the sea at last. I'l] 
settle down here.” 
And being, as 
I’ve told you, a 
taking sort ofchap. 
it wasn't long be- 
fore he got fixed 
up to be married 
to a farmer's 
daughter in those 
parts. The banns 
were up and the 
wedding-breakfast 
was ordered. She'd 
a nice bit of money 
to her name, and 
if she was a bit 
sharp in theelbow, 
as the saying goes, 
well, you can’t 
have everything, 
can you, now! 
All this time 
poor Miss Jones 
had been vs 
and watching an 
lashing her tail be- 
cause her faney 
man hadn't come 
home to his tea. 
She kept asking 
all the sailormen 
that came along if 
they'd heard any- 
thing of him, and 
at last one turned 
up that told her he 
was living ashore 
and going to be 
married to @ 
farmer's daughter 
at a place called 
Nately Scures, in 
Hampshire. 
“Oh, he is, 8 
he?” says she. 
4 * We'll see aban 
that,” says she; and she gives one 
swish of her tail and off she goes till 
she gets to London river. The first 
thing she met was a porpoise, and she 
asked him if he could direct her t0 
Nately Scures, in Hampshire. 
“Sorry, Miss, I can’t,” says he; “T'm 
a stranger here myself. I should ask 
the whitebait. They're Londoners. 
So she asked the whitebait, but all 
they said was, “Sorry, Miss, we re 
strangers ourselves.” 
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And so it went on until she got as 
far as Marsh Lock, and there she fell 
in with a big roach who was able to 
put her in the right way. Into Saint 
Vatrick’s Stream she went, and up the 
Loddon until there wasn’t enough 
water to float her; and then she took 


| to the land. 





Along she went, flop—wiggle—flop 
—wiggle—till at last she came to a 
church, one of the smallest little 


churches ever you saw, and she sat 
herself down on a tombstone and pulled 
out her comb and started putting her 
hair to rights. And just then what 
should she see but a wedding- procession 
coming up the church path, and her old 


sweetheart, Joe Betts, in the middle of 


it, in his best shore-going rig. 

Joe stopped as if he’d been shot 
when he clapped eyes on her and went 
as white as a sheet. “Oh,” says he, 
silly-like—‘‘oh! Is it you?” 

“Yes,” says she—" yes, it is me, Joe 
Betts. That’s just the sort of soft 
question you would ask. And now may 
/ ask when you're a-coming home to 
tea?” 

Joe got all hot behind his ears at 
that. He took off his hat and scratched 
his head a bit. 

Well,” he says— 
this way——” 

Just then who should come up the 
path but the farmer’s daughter, with 
her bridesmaids all following after 

She stopped too, and she looked at 
Miss Jones, and she up with her nose 
and she said, ‘Dear me, what a smell 
of fish! Who is this young person 
may I hask, Joseph ?”’ 

Joe turned his hat this way and that 
in his hands, and, says he, “She's a 
& young woman, my dear, as was once 
very good to me 

“Ho!” says the farmer’s daughter, 
“she is, is she? P’er’aps you'd like to 
marry her, then? Pray do, only mind 
the cat don’t take her one fine day by 
mistake for a piece of fish. Really 
Joseph, I’m surprised at you! To 


“well, you see, it’s 





| think you should so demean yourself 
| as to pay attention to a creature with 


| 


| the fishmonger.” 


a tail!” 

“Avast, avast now!” says Joe at 
that, for now he saw Miss Jones again 
he couldn’t help thinking how pretty 
she was and what a lot better-tempered 
a girl she was than the farmer's daugh 
ter for all her money. “Avast!” says 
he; “there ain’t no call to be personal, 
my love. Circumstances alters cases 
says he, ‘‘and if you was at the bottom 
of the sea instead of here maybe you'd 
look uncommon funny without a tail.’ 

“Then marry the creature, do,” says 
the farmer's daughter, “and when 
you 're tired of her you can sell her to 
And with that she 
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“WHAT DO rou DO IF 30ME 
Busy?” 

“Just GO ON PAINTING,” 
dounces off own. ‘the path with her 
bridesmaids after her, and there weren't 
no wedding after all, not that day. 

There stood Joe, looking very glum. 
He didn’t just know what to do. He 
knew it was all up with the farmer's 
daughter. He didn’t want to go and 
live at the bottom of the sea with Miss 
Jones; and yet he could see it would 
give rise to a lot of talk if he married a 
lady with a fish’s tail, for all it was 
a very pretty one indeed, all shining 
gold-and-green like the sea at sunrise. 

‘The very idea!” says Miss Jones-— 

the very idea! Comparing me—me— 
with a creature with a couple of great 
clumsy legs and no tail. If that’s your 
Betts, I’m finished with 





taste, Joe 





ASS COMES IN AND INTERRUPTS YOU 











WHEN YOU 'RE 





you!” “And with these words she 
flipped off the tombstone and off she 
went, flop—wiggle—flop—wiggle—till 
she came to the River Loddon, and she 
didn’t stop till she got right home to 
Davy Jones's Locker. 

As for Joe Betts, he had to go and 
look for another ship. But you may be 
sure he took good care to hold on next 
time he went out to the jib-boom end. 

And they had a likeness of Miss 
Jones, tail and all, put up by the church 
door just to remind any young man 
that might be thinking of getting 
married that it’s as well to be off with 
the old love before you're on with the 
new. You can go and see it for yourself 
if you don’t believe me. C. F.S. 
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“ FANCY YOUR NEW BOY BEING AN ACTOR. 
“WELL, HE'S NOT ACTUALLY ACTING YET, BUT HE'S GOT A VOICE-TRIAL 
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The Apostrophe. 





THINK, before we get mar- 
ried,” said the journalist, 
assuming an earnest look, 
“that you should know 
some of the circumstances 
of my past. For instance, 
I was a dramatic critic for 
a time.” 

“Was that very thrill- 
ing?’’ his betrothed in- 
quired. 

“No, not very. No, I 
shouldn’t have described it 
as thrilling at all, I had 
to give it up in the end 
because of an apostrophe.” 

“Why, was it important ?”’ 

The question roused the journalist 
to a paroxysm of affirmation. He sat 
_ up and slapped his knee so that he hurt 
his hand. 

__ “Yes,” he cried, “it was important! 

| 1 shall maintain it was to my dying 
day. I couldn’t exaggerate its import- 
ance if I tried.” 

ce Why try? ? ” 





The journalist leaned forward and 
stared at her anxiously. ‘How strong 
are you on grammar ?”’ he asked. 

“I manage,” replied the girl after 
some thought. 

“All the same, I wonder whether 
you'll understand the enormity. I 
don’t suppose grammar’s a—a living 
force in your life ?”’ 

“You haven't noticed anything that 
made you think that, surely ?”’ 

“No.” 

“T should hope not. 
all this got to do 
a postrophe KS 

‘It wasn’t mine,” the journalist said. 

“That’s just the point. It was a 
change ling. It was fathered on 
me. 

Her eyes rested on him hopefully. 

“This isn’t by any chance a story I 
ought not to listen to?” 

“ Of course it isn’t.’ 

“Oh. Oh, well, go ahead.” 

“You wouldn’t like something to 
drink first ?” 

Do you think I shall need it?” 

The journalist produced a handker- 
chief and ee it against his brow. 


But what has 
with your 





“T think I shall,” he said. “ But never 
mind that for the moment. Well, all this 
occurred when I had been a dramatic 
critic for some time. It was a busy 
period and I was seeing plays nearly 
every night.” 

“T still think that must have been 
rathe ar thrilling.” 

“You have a romantic disposition,” 
said the journalist sadly. ‘Even the 
trials of a life unfamiliar to you appear 
to be clothed in brilliance. However, 
from time to time I had to go to a play 
that proved to be all right, and of course 
I said so afterwards.” 

“I never can make out how you 
know,” said the girl. “I should die if 
I had to say exactly what | thought of 
anything the minute after I'd seen it.” 

The journalist coughed. 

“That,” he said, “is not — 
what one does. One simply thanks 
lucky stars if one can produce the right | 
number of words with a bearing of some. 
kind on the play. It doesn’t matter) 
what one says—much. At least, on my 
paper it didn’t.” 

‘But I thought you said you couldn't : 
exaggerate its importance if you——" | 

—— 
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“That was the importance of the 
apostrophe,” the journalist interrupted 

Oh, I see.” 

He proceeded: “One night I saw a 
play that I really felt justified in 
spreading myself about. So I put it 
all down—the excellence of its humour, 
its perfect construction, the superlative 
merit of its players.” 

“You really do get your collar into 
the most extraordinary wrinkles.” 

“Never mind my collar.” 

“You ought to wear one of those 
little golden pin affairs—I saw one in 
a shop as I was = 

The journalist threw himself back in 
his chair. “‘ As I thought,” he declared 
sternly, “grammar means nothing in 
your life at all—nothing at all.” 

“I don’t see why you should say 
that ‘ 

‘You're not a bit interested in that 
apostrophe.” 

‘Yes, | am, darling, murderously 
Do go on about it. I can hardly wait.” 

The journalist sulked for a few 
Then he scratched his neck 
and proceeded: ‘Well, of course they 








| quoted my notice; it was such a good 


one. They put bits of it on posters 
outside the theatre.” 
“TI know. Full of dots. Which 
| theatre was it ?”’ 
“It doesn’t matter.” 
“But I’m interested. I’m just 


showing you.” 

“T can see that,” the journalist said. 
‘But it doesn’t matter which theatre 
it was. It was just a theatre, with 
posters outside and bits of my notice 
on them. But they’d done a terrible 
thing.” 

“They had ?”’ 

“Yes. They'd put an apostrophe in 
one of my itses.” 

“One of your what?” 

“1’d used the word ‘its’—you know, 
in ‘its construction.” They'd put an 
apostrophe in that.” 

The girl looked horrified. ““Mydear!”’ 

“Yes,” said the journalist, a good 
deal pleased ; “that’s how I felt too. 


| There was the confounded thing in 
| dark blue paint, with my name under- 


neath as if I was responsible for it 

‘How dreadfully galling!”’ 

“IT thought so. I’m glad you agree 
after all. I went in to see the box- 
office man, but he said he had no 
authority to shift it. So I stuck a bit 
of stamp-paper over it myself and got 
rudely handled by the commissionaire 
I tried to explain, but he wouldn't 
listen.” 

“You tried to explain to 
commissionaire ?”’ she said, awed 

“Yes; so I gave up dramatic criti- 
cism. I decided it was too hazardous 
to the literary reputation.” 


the 
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LOOKING FOR A LETTER, MuM, THE 
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PROFESSOR WAS USING AS A BOOK-MARK | 











The girl reflected. At last she said: 
‘How big was it, the apostrophe ?”’ 

“How big? Oh, about that big,” 
said the journalist, measuring off the 
distance on his thumb. “ Yes, about as 
big as that.” 

‘‘ And you really thought it mattered 
so much ?”’ 

“Gosh! This is as bad as Keats 
and Fanny Brawne,” said the journal- 
ist in some despair, and he got ready 
to begin all over again. R. M. 


‘They missed the reference to the Lady 
Anne’s present habit of walking la tour san- 
guinaire en portant a tote sous le bras.” 

Evening Paper. 
But it may console them to know they 
only lost it by a head! 


It is said that a poet contemplates 
writing an epic about Northumberland. 
Hexhameters would be a not inappro- 
priate metre. 


eS. @ 


At a private view of a new film a 
managing director of a cinema and a 
publicity expert both wept like child- 
ren. They evidently thought the thing 
wouldn’t be a financial success. 


.2- 2 


A Frenchman claims to have in- 
vented a typewriter that works en- 
tirely without human aid. It will 
never be popular, however, until it 
can make afternoon tea as well. 
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“HYMEN 


HYMENZE!” 


July 6th, 1893, Peincess Mary, daughter of 
Francis Duke of Teck and Prircess Mary 
ADELAIDE the daughter of the Duke of Cam- 
BRIDGE; and on the accession of Kina Epwarp 


became Prince oF WALES 


VII. and QUEEN 
became eventual heir to the throne on the death 
of his elder brother, ALeert Victor, in 1891 
Created Duke of York in 1892, he married 
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(Rex Omnium Britanniarum) 





HIS is the Kine Ind still in the brake 
A, To whom we bring There are whispers awake, : 
The tribute of our tears and of our Ind who shall say what enemies swarm 
lauohter : On the hill passes? 


The slow increase 

From War to Peace 

The days of that dark overshadowing 
And the days after. 





ul if to our sight 
Lhere comes a liaht 
To him, the stedfast enardian, who hath striven 
Ind not despaired 





By banner flown §o calm he fared 
Ind trumpet tone Of the safety of his Peoples and their might, 
We tell the story of his years, yet knowing Our thanks be viven. 
What heart he hath 
Who set the path this is the KING 
In perilous places, and the night not done we bave ream OY Seg 
Ind no star showing. Round all the world and prayed Godspeed 
: , lo follow M 
Ridden by storm, lnd all these years, 


k:arth had no form, Part joy, part fears, 
And the trees of the forest were fallen Never the words had a false ring 
among the grasses, Vor the prayer seemed hollow. EVOB. 
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THE DELHI DURBAR 
12, 1911 


December 


¢ “HE KING'S visit to India on this occasion 

was the first paid to his Indian possession 
by an English King, and was greeted with much 
enthusiasm, His Maseetry was accompanied by 
Queen Many, and the Durbar was a great 
success: but the atmosphere of optimimm wa 


soon clouded by a recurrence of Nationalist 
discontent and the attempted assassination of 
Lord Hanpince in the eneuing year. There 
followed the uninterrupted growth of the 
movement for self-government, which the 
present India Bill ie designed to satiafy 


December 1h, fer 
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THE SALAMANDER BREED 


The Asquith Fish. “How pleasant to pass from the rude turbulence of the 
frying-pan into the general calm of the fire!” ‘ 


HE years 1911 and 1912 were disturbed 
by an unusual number of serious strikes 
by miners, railwaymen and dockers, but the 
Prime Minister did not gain much relief from 
his plunge into the seething pot of Irish politics 


Efforts to reconcile the conflicting claims of 
Redmonites, Carsonites and rival bodies of 
volunteers by a new Home Rule Bill proved 
ineffectual, and the measure was indefinitely 
postponed shortly before the outbreak of War. 


A pril 10, 1912 
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THE BOILING POINT 


HE Balkans fully justified their claim to 

share with Belgium the title of ‘the cock- 

pit of Europe” when in 1912 Serbia, Bulgaria, 
Montenegro and Greece attacked Turkey. 

The sequel of their victorious campaign was 





disastrous, for the Conference in London proved 
abortive, the League broke up, and Greece, 
Serbia and Roumania were soon involved in a 
struggle with Bulgaria, while Turkey regained 
Adrianople. 


October 2, 1912 
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THE BLESSINGS OF PEACE 


Hans and Jacques (together), “ And \ hear there 's more to come!” 


N 1913 the German Army Bill revealed the 
intention of the Katser’s Government toraise 
the peace strength of the army from 700,000 to 
nearly 900,000. France replied with a measure 


which increased her own peace establishment. It 
was felt at the time that competitive armaments 
were becoming an intolerable burden to these 
two nations. But this was twenty-two years ago. 


february 26, 1943 
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A SEA-CHANGE 


lory Chorus (to Winston) 


R. WINSTON CHURCHILL succeeded 


Mr. McKenna as First Lord of the 


Admiralty in 1911, and, Germany having failed 
to respond to our appeal for the reduction of 
Naval p mmes, promptly announced the 
intention of the British Government to outbuild 


* You've made me love you; I didn’t want to do it.” 


them systematically and continuously, As 
Mr. Cuurcur., had crossed the floor of the 
House in 1906, he was not popular with his old 
political associates, but won them over to a 
considerable extent by his policy of maintaining 
and increasing our Naval strength. 


Janmary 14, 1914 | 
| 
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“THERE’S MANY A SLIP .. .” 


I‘ April, 1014, the Home Rule Bill offered to 
Mr. Repmonp by Mr. Asqurrn, with safe 
guards for Ulster, was rejected by Carson and 
wrecked by the action of the Generals at the 


Curragh, who resigned rather than run the risk 
of fighting against Ulster. A conference sum- 
moned by the Kina failed on the eve of the War, 
and the Bill was indefinitely postponed. 


. 1pril 1, 194 
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BELGIUM! 


N Atiwust Zod 





Belgian territory 
fortresses of Lidge and Namur for theit opera 


Belgium would be treated as an enemy 








The King, who presided over the Council of 
Ministers, returned the answer that Belyinm 
would detend her neutrality with the sword 
and his resolve, communicated at onee to th 
British Government, brought Great Britain 
into the War 
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TO THE GLORY OF FRANCE 
Verdun, February—March, 1916. 


HE historic fortress of Verdun was the 


scene in 1916 of the supreme effort of 


Germany in the “war of attrition.” The losses 
between Feb and June were terrible 
460,000 casualties on the French and 280.000 


on the German side. But the effort failed. In 
October Douaumont, the most famous of the 
forts in the Verdun area, was recaptured by 
the French, and thenceforward the brunt of 
the Western offensive fell on the British armies. 


Marcel 
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THE LOST CHIEF 


Field-Marshal Earl Kitchener, Maker of Armies. 


PUNCH Silver Jubilee Number 


of 


( 


In Memory 














, 1935 





——_______-—~ 
May 1 














i ia hiE 8 SO I Ager. 





— so ek en sinsaleiseen rota sigs a 





35 























t ae as” oe 





504 PUNCH Silver Jubilee Number 








“SWOOPING FROM THE WEST” 


[It is the intention of our new Ally to assist us in the patrolling of the Atlantic} 


HE entry of the United States into the 

War in 1917 was a vital factor in deter- 
mining the result; but it was on land rather 
than on sea that the influence of our new Ally 
made itself conspicuously felt. 





Still, the pledge of the 





President was ful- 


filled by the despatch of a flotilla of twenty 
American destroyers which arrived in May to 
join in the vitally important anti-submarine 


campaign. 


April 18, 
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DRAKE’S WAY 


Zeebrug ye. 


{fo 


Admiral Drake 


ONE of the heroic achievements of the 

British Navy in the War surpasses the 
daring attack on Zeebrugge on the night of 
April 22-23, 1918. The plan conceived and 
directed by Admiral Sir Roger Keyes, then in 
command of the Dover Patrol, was to sink old 
cruisers, filled with concrete, so as to block the 
exits and prevent the use of the ports of Ostend 
and Zeebrugge as bases for the enemy’s sub- 
marines and destroyers. At Zeebrugge three 
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St. George’s Day, 1918. 


ldmiral Keyes). 
singed a King’s beard, and yours have singed a Kaiser’s moustaches.’ 

















Tradition holds. 


“ Bravo, Sir! My men 


cruisers were run in and blown up, blocking the 
exit of the Bruges Canal. An even more 
hazardous undertaking was the landing, under 
heavy fire, of a force of sailors and marines on 
the Mole, where much damage was done and 
the viaduct connecting it with the shore was 
blown up. 

Many gallant officers and men lost their lives, | 
but the main objects were attained, and for 
many weeks the exits were obstructed. 





May 1, 1918 
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OUR MAN 


With Mr, Punch’s grateful compliments to Field-Marshal Sir Douglas Haig. 


UT of the welter of controversy that 
still rages over the conduct of the 
War, nothing has come to light that can 
reverse the tribute here paid to the British 


Commander-in-Chief on behalf of those 
who served under him and to whose wel- 
fare he unsparingly devoted the remaining 
vears of his life 


\lovemmber 27, 19 
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THE WORLD’S DESIRE 


Peace (outside the 


t/lied Conterence Chamber). “1 know I shall have to wait for 


a while; but I do hope they won't talk too much,” 


HE Conference of Paris (January—June 

1919) was held to arrange the terms of 
Peace laid down by the Treaty of Versailles 
Representatives of the five great Allied Powers 
Great Britain, the United States, France, Italy 
and Japan, took part in the framing of the 


Treaty, which was governed in principle by 


President WiLson’s Fourteen Points and based 
on the Covenant of the League of Nations 
The Treaty dealt with the cession of territories 
by Germany, the surrender of her Colonies, 
the limitation of her armaments and the ques- 
tion of reparations. Germany received the 
terms in May, but did not sign till June. 
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January 15, 1919 
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N the spring of 1919, while the Conference set up by the Whites against the Soviet with 
a a wren, 8 Paris, Great Britain was stil! money, munitions and men, until the British 
at war wi ussia on the Archangel front. Forces evacuated their positions and Mur- 
here we supported the Provisional Government mansk came again into Bolshevik hands 
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THE PERIL WITHOUT 





April 2, 1919 


Fete 
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British Lion. “ir 
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CRAMPING HIS STYLE 


vetting a bit tired of this lady. After all, | awa lion and no: an ass.” 


April 9, 1919 
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November 5, 1919 


ve been reading lately, I did everything 


A SAVING GRACE 


Little Jobn Bull. “What did you do in the Great War, Daddy ¢” 


Big Jobn Bull. “ Well, to judge by what 1’ 


PUNCH Silver Jubilee Number 





wrong—except lose it.” 
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THE BEACON LIGHT 
ORD ROBERT CECIL took from the Nations better understood. The campaign 


_4 first a leading part in the campaign opened on the first anniversary of the sign- 


for making the objects of the League of ing of the Armistice. 


November 12, 
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MANNERS AND MODES 


The Spell of the Saxophone. 
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THE DEBTORS 


[* the “Balfour Note” of 1922, the British 
Government informed President Harpine 
that, as we had got to pay America, we wer 
reluctantly compelled to make claims upon 
our debtors, but would ask no more from 
them than was necessary for the satisfaction 
of our own creditor. 


It was the continued refusal of our European 
Allies to pay their inter-Allied debts that 
led to Mr. BaLDWrn’s mission to America and 
the much-discussed arrangement, defended as 
the best bargain possible at the time, which 
committed us to an obligation which we have 
since found ourselves incapable of fulfilling. 


August 9, 1922 
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THE EXCHANGE ASYLUM 
Rouble. “ What’s your name?” 


Mark. “ Mark.” 


Rouble. “ What are you doing ?”’ 


Mark. “ Falling.” 


Rouble, “ What’s your face value?” 


Mark. “ A shilling.” 


Rouble, “ What are you worth now ?” 
Mark. “Twenty million to the Pound.” 


Rouble. “ Come inside.” 


Franc (nervously), “\’m not feeling too sane myself.” 


BP. the plain person the fluctuations in the 
values of different currencies during the 
slump which followed the post-War boom were 
so extraordinary and incomprehensible as to 
inspire distrust in the sanity of all who profess 
to be experts in exchange. 
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These doubts, expressed in the accompany- 
ing cartoon, have not been dispelled by recent 
occurrences in the City, though we may console 
ourselves with the reflection that in England 
we are not likely to go mad, as Midas did, 
from a glut of gold. 





August 1f, 1923 | 
























































THE LATEST CAESAR 
“| do bestride the narrow world like a Colossus.” 
After Julius Caesar, Act 1., Scene 2. 


Sig. Mussolini (a bit above himself). 


September 12,1923 | 

















cetenpreamnarite 











ara nner — 























PUNCH Silver Jubilee Number 





is 









Fit 7/ ° 
pes shh a sgiewr 






RK, WILLETT, a builder and designer of 
houses, had for many years persistently 

and cogently urged the adoption of his system of 
“daylight saving,” but met with little support 
and much hostile criticism. But the War, which 
brought many evils in its train, secured us the 
boon of the prompt acceptance and enforcement 


THE: BEST: OF ALLWAYS -TO: LENGTHEN OVR-DAYS 
1S ‘TO: BORROW - AN: HOVR - FROM:THE « NIGHT 


of a scheme which, though opposed by many 
farmers and regarded as impious by some 
Irishmen for substituting ‘Government time 
for God's time,” has worked smoothly and 
efficiently for nearly twenty years. He will be re- 
membered with gratitude and regret as he died 
a year before “daylight saving’ was introduced. 
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Go the Memory of the Queen Mother. 











' 
i 
4 
UEBEN ALEXANDRA, Tennyson's © Sea hold upon the affections of the British people 
Kings’ daughter from over the Sea,” won by her gentleness and goodness, and “ Alexandra ! 
all hearts by her beauty and grace when Day” will long remain to remind us of her 
she came to England as a bride in March, 1863 active interest in the care of the sick and the 
Throughout her long life she retained her training of nurses, 
November 25, 1925 : 











"PUNCH Silver Jubilee Sandie 


KN f/, 
NC iy >, fe 





May 1, 1935 


UNDER WHICH FLAG? 


Joba Bull. “ One of these two flags has got to come down 


HE General Strike, which lasted from 

May 2nd till May 12th, 1926 (the date on 
which this Cartoon appeared) grew out of the 
crisis in the coal inde stry and the refusal of 
the miners to accept the findings of the Samuel 
Commission. The T.U.C. were convinced 
that the General Strike would enable them 
to achieve the aim expressed in Mr. Coox’s 
famous war-cry: “Not a cent off the pay, 
not a minute off the day.” This recourse to 


“direct action” completely failed from the very 
outset 


and it won’t be mine.” 


They were unable to suppress the newspapers ; 
voluntary effort proved adequate to the emerg- 
ency ; and the wireless, controlled by the Govern- 
ment, provided a complete antidote to alarmist 
rumours, Both sides behaved with moderation ; 
strikers fraternised and played games with the 
police; but, though the strike was called off, 
there was a good deal of sporadic unrest for 
some months, The cost of the struggle ran into 
millions, but for nine years there has been no 
indication of any desire on the part of organised 
labour to repeat the experiment. 











May 12, 1920 
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THE NEW FAVOURITE 
Film Stars also Run 
| 
T was suggested by The Times, when it was unfounded, The infinite capacity of the 
raised greyhound-racing to the dignity of British people for enjoying both Sport and 
treatment in a leading article, that this sport Art has proved equal to the double stran 
“may even prove a serious rival to the upon its attention and the double toll upon i 
cinema Hence this cartoon tut the fear ita purse i 


August 24, 1927 
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THE JUDGMENT OF GLADYS 


’ | ‘HE extension of woman suffrage to those 

between the of twenty-one and 
thirty, vulgarly known as the “Flappers’ Vote,” 
secured to them a majority of the electorate. 
It might have been thought that gratitude 
to Mr. BaLpwrn, who was responsible for the 
measure, would have given him a great ad- 








vantage over his opponents at the General 
Election of 1929, the first at which women were 
in a position to exert their full strength. The 
Cartoon exhibits all three leaders equally ardent 
in their advances, but in the issue it was not 
Mr. BaLpwrn but Mr. MacDonaLp who was 
the successful suitor. 


Mareb 21, 1928 
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HE long strain of the War and his un 
remitting devotion to the service of his 
country were responsible for the Krna’s serious 
ilIness at the close of 1928. The nation had come 
tw realise how much it owed to one of whom 
it has been truly said that he was not “a symbol 
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A NATION’S VIGIL 


but a very human being,” and the anxiety with 
which the course of his illness was followed 
was not confined to the crowds who read 
the bulletins at Buckingham Palace, but was 
shared by all the great English-speaking 
family of which he was the head. 


December 19, 1924 
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THE DAWN OF A DOUBT 


Britannia (as Mrs. Micawher). “1 am almost beginning to think that the day is 
not very far distant when it may become necessary for me-—though with extreme 


reluctance—to desert Mr. Micawber.” 


HE doubt expressed by Britannia in the 
autumn of 1930—the last year of the old 
Free Trade system—became a certainty in 
1932, when the Temple of Cobdenism was 
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: 
shattered by the Import Duties Act, sponsored 
by Mr. Waurer Runeoman, the President of 
the Board of Trade, himself a life-long Free 

Trader. 


September 10, 1939 
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HER PROTECTOR 


R. SNOWDEN’S refusal to yield an 

inch to the Trade Union group in the 
Cabinet on the question of national economy 
brought about a complete deadlock in the 
autumn of 1931. On August 24th Mr 
RAMSAY MacDonaLp tendered his resigna- 
tion to the Kina, but immediately resumed 
office with a commission to form a National 


Government, relying on the support of Con- 
servatives, Simonite Liberals, and a handful 
of Labour Members. His pledge to go to 
the country at the earliest possible oppor- 
tunity was fulfilled in the General Election 
held on October 27th which resulted in 
the return of the National Party with an 
overwhelming majority 


October 14, 1941 
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THE GOOD FAIRY AERIAL 


The World (after visiting the Exhibition at Olympia). “ Whatever else has happened 
to me, at least I’ve become ‘a place fit for hearers to live in.’” 





August 31, 1932 
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EUROPA IN THE DISARMAMENT WONDERLAND. 
“Some day,” said the Mock Turtle Dove at last with a deep sigh, “1 hope to 
be a Real Turtle Dove.” 
January 3, 1934 
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Maimed Rights. 


The Elepnan. Speaks. 

Tuere is word of a royal progression 

With bunting afloat in the streets — 
Where people who'd view the — 

Have paid through the nose for their seats, 
The march of a King through his city 

With princes of highest degree ; 
And no doubt it will be very pretty, 

But what about me! 


To the eye of the casual Briton 
I’m bulky and shabby and mild, 

A back for hie children to sit on 
Without undue risk to the child, 

A genial and ready consumer 
Of foods of a cereal kind, 

And, it’s possible, not without humour 

hen seen from behind. 


But observe me when regally furnished 
In trappings of silver and gold, 
Begemmed, with the metal parts burnished ; 
Behold me when patterned and scrolled 
In hues that the cunningest dyer 
Distils from the herbs of the East ;— 
And I think you'd remark, “ What a flyer; 
How gorgeous a beast.” 


For there's never a monarch or satrap 
But holds, for occasions of State, 

rhe noblest conveyance a rat-trap, 
I, only, am steed for the Great. 

The East may be changeless and hoary 
In certain respects, or may not, 

But in matters of glitter anc glory 

She does know what's what. 


But the flags, as I’ve said, will be flying; 

No doubt there'll be horses galore 
(An animal given to shying) 

And Coaches of State by the score ; 
But 1, that am first of all creatures, 

1, Ganpat, the bearer of kings, 
Should be one of the cipal features ; 

And that’s where it stings. 

Dum-Doum. 


Specimen Englisch Epistles for Nordic Students. 
(Made in Germany, ) 








\V.—Sommonsep! An EpistLe To THE MAGISTERS, DETAIL- 
ING THE WHEREFORE OF THE TRESPASS, IN RIPOSTE TO 
A SOMMONS. 


HoNnouRABLE Worsntprvuts,—I have this morning been 
in receipt of a good sommonsing from the arms of the law as 
« resultant of a slender accidental, which had being on or 
about some days ago, while I was being moved along by 
my schofeur in my motor vehicular. I consider it judicious 
to correspond with you so that you may apprehend the 
facts of the occurrence from my own lip. 

The accidental came off allright—I do not say that nay. 
Let me expose how it has befallen. The machine was 
scrambling along at a good round velociti, for I had been 
bidden into society and was somewhat behind the time. 
Well, I bechanced to throw my gaze through the window 
and there, whom did I eye but an ever such a nice girl, a 





_ hlondaine of the variety I particularly appreciate. My heart 


went pat-a-cake to see her, so well decorated was she with 
wetti features and so trimly habited in a plouse which 
canine her supremely. 

Now I am not one of these milords who disdain their 
schofeurs and prefer not to address them, except in requiring 
a destination, so I tug the schofeur among his ribs, hinking 
knowledgeabli at him, and said: “How handsome is the 
damsel!’’ Well, he served himself with a view of her and 
the next instanter a lampstick desisted us! 

At once I quitted the vehicular and closely eyed the lamp. 
stick, which I perceived was not too much injured, but only 
a little mea ky I was about to resume the limouzin when 
the konstabular marched up and clenched me as if I had 
been a felon of the deepest water! Oh my! I decried him 
volubly and bid him ungrasp me. 

Then, seeing that I was in haste and that the lampstick 
was easily curable, and considering my station, I proposed 
to him that nothing should be said about the accidental. 
‘Let the whole affair remain a secret between you, me and 
the lampstick,” I said. (Ho! Ho!) 

The konstabular burst out into a chain of regretful things 
to say and even when I told him who I was he refused to 
keep them to himself but continued to describe me. | 
looked at him askance, gave him my card and the name of 
the schofeur and gave orders that I should be taken away. 
It is of such cheeki behaviourism that I grumple 

The sommons is of course naturally addressed to the 
schofeur in person and I do not intend to see the inside of 
a police court, you may be sure! I must consider my place. 
But I have deep feelings about the affair, and now that I 
have related to you the just cause of the whole to-do I hope 
you will do the right thing and permit the schofeur to go 
scot free without a stain. You may tax me with the collapse 
of the lampstick when it comes to financing the restora- 
tion. I will gladly fork it up. 

As for the konstabular, he must be made to comprehend 
that he shall not mouth impolitenesses like that, especially 
to milords. Kindly inflict a significant chastisement and 
command him to beg my pardon in black and white. Then 
perhap I will oversee the whole matter and say no more 
on the subject. 

Your obedient servingman, 
Viscount Brown 








Lament for Disney. 


(Written on my return from a cruise to find that an exhibition 
of Mr. Warr Disney's original drawings had opened 
and closed in my absence.) 





Ou, yes, I have seen the Rock, 
ere the Redcoats fife on the hill 

(See Witrrtp Biunt in The Oxford Book, 
Though they stick to khaki still), 

And the Middle Sea—the whole of it, 

Malta and the Mole of it, 

Granada’s gardens, the docks of Marseilles, 

Algiers, where the ladies slink in veils, 

Scylla, Charybdis, Jerusalem, 

Cyprus, Rhodes and the rest of them— 

Pallas’s Athens, the violet-crowned, 

Delphi, where the word went round, 

Gaza’s dust and Lebanon's flowers, 

Saracen walls and Templars’ towers, 

The Golden Horn and the Trojan Shore, 

An extremely bloodless Civil War, 

Wardrooms and mosques, bazaars and ghettoes 

And acres and acres of Tintorettos 
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“We've PUT THE BLINKIN' ruRNITURE IN ‘Mon Reros’ insteap or ‘Canz Nova,'’ 
“TuHat'’s O.K UNSCREW THE NAME-PLATES AN’ CHANGE ‘EM RAHND,” 








(Beauties and humours all mixed up And Minnie Mouse so arch, 
Like a cocktail of dreams in a silver cup) And Pluto Dog so sly, 
But the last were in Venice, as you may guess And the Birds in the Spring, 
Whence home by the Orient Express, (nd Lullaby Land, 
With the usual fate of those who rang And Old Cole the King, 
Losing money on every exchange With his chuckle and his Band, 
4 of #: + Pi , And the Piper Pied, 
But I found at home they'd been showing Watt And the Rats that died, 
DISNEY ; And Father Noah’s Ark 
(I’ve Bottom’s authority for rhyming ‘Thisne And the pups beset by bees, 
It's not very relevant, | admit, And the fat fish who bark, 
But do give me marks for remembering it And the solemn ducks who sneeze— 
Though Thisne’s a name which sounds quite Greek So there's nothing I can do 
A second authority ’s far to seek) But, with hand upon my heart, 
Yes, I idled round the Parthenon To devote this word or two 
While the Leicester Galleries’ show was on — To the Master of his Art, 
And I've missed Mickey Mouse, And suggest our politicians very sensibly would act 
Mickey Mouse, , If they bound all the world in a Disngy Pact, 
Mickey Mouse, That, when they meet in conference, at Stresa or 
, And the cleverest of Pigs elsewhere, 
In his solid little house, They might gain much understanding and lose a lot 
And the other little Pigs, and the Bad Wolf too, of care, 
Blowing, blowing, blowing till his face went blue And assuage 
And the Eve before Christmas, All the troubles 
And Santa Claus’s Toys, Of even 
And the eager wondering smiles Dr. GORBBELS ; , ; 
Of the little girls and boys, If, before they sit down to discuss each other's faults, 
And the soldiers on the march, They should open the proceedings with a programme 
And the reindeer in the sky, of Wat's, J.C. 8. 
(eee - = 
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Postman’s Knock. 
A Philatelist’s Symphony. 





1 can trace the origin of the phe- 


' nomena, of course. LEarlier in the 


evening I had chuckled at a Disney 
Silly Symphony, and in the post- 


| supper-hour I had glanced idly at my 
son's stamp album, to which I con- 


tribute from time to time. ; 
The scene before me was a curious 
one. In the background were moun- 
‘ain-ranges that might have been from 
Canada or from New Zealand. Then 
there was a great stretch of water 
which had a look of a Maltese bay, the 
St. Lawrence river, a bay in Dominica, 
Lake Marion in Tasmania and Lake 
Wakatipu in New Zealand. I realised 
that I was looking at a composite 
scene, for . oviously geography never 


_ intended that Victoria Falls should 


cascade through palm - trees from 
Borneo, past a beautiful stairway from 
the Bahamas into the sea beside the 
wharf at St. Helena, round which were 
grouped several Mesopotamian ruins. 
Had I been able, I should certainly 
lave plucked a South African orange 
from one of the stately trees. 

The whole scene was alive with 
expectancy. In one corner a group of 
Canadian statesmen stood conferring. 
Overhead Australian aeroplanes hur- 
ried to and fro. Stately ships sailed 
the waters, while the foreground teemed 
with wild life. I saw a sailor from 
St. Kitts Nevis scan the seas with a 
telescope, and even as I looked he 


| motioned to a Montserrat lady at his 


_ side who commenced to play a harp. 


Immediately all was hushed. Across 
the waters came Barbados dolphins 


_ pulling a great shell in which was seated 


| QUEEN 


Vicroria dressed in black. 


_ A whisper ran through the crowd, “The 


Queen,” followed by another, “ Penny 
Black.” 

The QUEEN stepped ashore and 
gracefully mounted the Wembley Lion, 
which walked rather angularly, I 
thought. Her son and grandson 
escorted her to the accompaniment of 


_ wave upon wave of cheering. They 


Lowed their ways towards thrones set 
on @ large plain at the edge of the sea, 
and I saw other members of the Royal 
Family from Newfoundland and else- 


_ where grouping themselves round the 
| thrones. 


At once the ships on the sea formed 
themselves in some sort of order and 


_ passed in review before the Royal 
_ Family — Bermuda ships (correctl 
| rigged), three-masters from Briti 


| et Ae 
| Guiana and Mauritius, 


ips from 
m North 


Nauru, a war-canoe 


| Borneo, a ship with lobster-claw-like 


sails from Papua, a transport (complete 
with recruits) from Jamaica, a pontoon 
(with a donkey on board) from Iraq, 
and a Newfoundland steamer claiming 
(rather officiously, one thought) a 
record run to Nova Scotia. 

This pageant of maritime splendour 
could not help but evoke great ap- 
plause, though there were loud shouts 
of “Where is the Queen Mary? 
Where's 534?” In fact only a wireless 
message from the P.M.G. that he was 
considering the matter placated the 
unruly element. 

After the ships came the animals 
in alphabetical order. The Canadian 
Beaver with the Iraq Camel; the New- 
foundland Caribou with the North 
Borneo Crocodile; the Orange River 
Deer with two Indian Elephants (what 
a cheer!); the Australian Emu, flanked 
by Tanganyika and Nyassaland 
Giraffes; the Australian and Good 
Hope Sheep, followed by the Malay 
Tiger and the Newfoundland Seal. 

he birds came forward in a group, 
in which I noticed the Australian Swan 
and Woodpecker, the North Borneo 
Peacock, the New Zealand Jackdaw 
and (I think) a Stormy Petrel from 
Cook Islands. 

"Twas like the finale of a pantomime, 
each Colonial representative, as it were, 
paying homage to the Royal Family 
and thereafter standing to one side to 
cheer the others. 

Behind the birds came statesmen, 
explorers, aborigines, farmers and the 
like. A group of statesmen from 
Canada presented a confederation 
pageant, while Columbus (after apolo- 
gising for butting into a purely British 
affair) re-enacted the discovery of 
Jamaica. 

It is true that an Irish Hurley-player 
shouted ‘ Duties!’’ but a Canadian 
tractor-driver bore down on him_play- 
fully and he disappeared, and, if you 
excuse a pardonable unrolling of their 
maps by New Zealand and Newfound- 
land, the scene was an entirely charm- 
ing one. 

t was then that the two angels were 
observed hovering as if afraid to de- 
scend. One was from Barbados and 
bore a laurel-wreath. The other from 
New Zealand bore as a slogan the words 
“Peace and Progress.” : 

“Come down!” roared an Australian 
aborigine. 

“None of the boys about?” asked 
the Barbados angel. 

“What boys?” asked the aborigine. 

“HITLER or the rest of them?”’ said 
the angel anxiously. 

“No, Sir,” said the aborigine, 

“And there's no conscription or 
anything like that?” asked the angel 
with the laurels. 


‘* Bless your heart!”’ replied a Maori, 
“this is the British Empire.” 

So with a fluttering of wings the 
angels landed beside the Royal Family, 
and the one from Barbados was 
about to place the laurels on QurEn 
Vicrorta’s head when the Queen, 
with a gracious gesture, placed the 
laurels on the head of the Angel of 
Peace and Progress. 

With that such a tumultuous burst 
of cheering broke out that I had to get 
up to switch off the alarm. 





Birds Ashore and Birds 
Aforeshore. 


The Wild Ducklings. 


Wuere the mill-stream choked in 
chuckling’ 
In between the willow stems 
I saw a brood of ducklings 
Go swimming in the Thames; 
They swam behind their mother 
And they squattered in her wake, 
And they cheeped to one another— 
Little duck to little drake. 





And all the golden Spring cups 
Were goldener than gold— 
Buttercups and kingcups, 

Oh, kingeups manifold! 
And the mayfly hatched in hornpipes 

And the mill’s tails flashed in forks, 
And to little “‘fowlish” lorn pipes 

Bobbed the brood along like corks. 


As a “chuckie”’ stone goes dipping 
When it’s chucked to good avail, 
So each duckling went a-skipping 
For a weed or water-snail— 
Squattering one before another ; 
And said I to them: “ Life’s truth, 
But you’re just like any other— 
Making ‘ducksanddrakes’ of Youth!” | 





“Yet,” says I, ‘oh, pretty babies! 
May yours be the sporting chance, 
When November’s full of ‘maybe’s’ 

And of doubtful circumstance, 
Where the Passage Falcon harries, 
Where decoys are on the pond 
And across the estuaries 


Slinks the punt of Mr. Bond.” 


And the mill-stream, chuckle-chuck- 
ling, 
Slipped away between the stems, 
And away bobbed every duckling 
In the care of Father Thames. 
They bobbed behind their mother 
In a downy browny ruck, 
And they piped to one another— 
Little drake to little duck. — 


“ Shorter Address by Rev. ——, 3.30 to 6.30.” 
Charity Entertainment Programme. 


May we be spared his longer one! 
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SURE 


WE HAVEN'T WON A GAME YET, 
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The Call to Arms. 









OMETHING 

p has always 
told me that 
if there is one 
thing for 
which T am 
wholly un- 
fitted (and 
there is— 
and more 
than one, 
in fact) it is the mili- 
tary profession. And 
not only on account of the sex-bar, 
either. 

So in a way it seems a pity that 
assurance should now, as the poet has 
it, have been made doubly, if not trebl 
sure. Because one knew it so we 
already, and it would have been more 
useful if assurance had gone into action 
over some point that was slightly in 


doubt, such as the wearing or not of a 
little pill-box hat by one no longer in 
the first—or perhaps even the second— 
bloom of youth. 

These things, however, cannot be 
regulated by us—or we—poor finite 
mortals. 

Enough of these pensées fugitives, as 
they are sometimes called. The time 
has come to drop into dialogue. 

““Mummie, the Pony Club Meet was 
marvellous!” 

“What did you do?” 

“Oh, it was marvellous! 
bandit hunt!” 

“Do tell me all about it.” 

“Well, may I have a bull’s-eye, 
please? Wouldn’t you like one? Are 
you sure you wouldn’t? Well, we got 
there, and the Colonel was there, and 
he sort of told us things, like not 
kicking other people’s horses and 
shutting gates and things, and then a 
man rushed out of the house shooting 
a revolver like mad, only it wasn’t a 





We had a 








real one, at least the bullets didn’t kill 
anybody that I could see, and said 
there’d been a robbery and _ three 
bandits had escaped wearing pink 
coats—of course they were red really 
only they were hunting-coats—and we 
must pursue them. Mummie, d’ you 
mind if I spit out the next bit of this 
bull’s-eye ?” 

“I don’t think——” 

“It’s all right, Mummie, I can go on 
telling you while she’s spitting out the 
bull’s-eye. Well, we tore along like 
mad, and first they divided us all up 
into groups by our ages and we had 
armlets on and we saw them crawling 
into a wood. So the Colonel told us 
to stop, and he used his parade-ground 
voice, and it was marvellous!” 

“Yes, wasn’t it? And he told us to 
search the wood, and we did, and a man 
was tied up to a tree and the knots 
were frightful. And it was frightfully 
funny, because there were about 
twenty of us all clawing at him like | 








—, 
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mad to get the ropes undone, and he 
got sort of pulled in every direction at 
once.” 

“Oh, yes; and two girls who were 
Guides or something wanted to do 
first-aid on him in case the bandits had 
wounded him, and he got fearfully 
pummelled. But he told us which way 
the bandits had gone.” 

“Yes, he was marvellous, wasn’t 
he? We left him in a ditch, and there 
were masses of stinging-nettles in it; 
but he didn’t seem to mind much.” 

“Oh, he was too out of breath to say 
anything. At least, I think he was, but 
anyway nobody listened—we were all 
rushing off after the bandits.” 

“The Colonel was marvellous. He 
seemed to know just where to look for 
them, and we saw them galloping 
simply like mad into some park or 
something.” 

“It was exactly like Mickey Mouse or 
Bulldog Drummond or something.” 

“Yes, and we got them into a corner, 
and they had to surrender and get off 
their horses.” 

“The ones that I was wearing the 
armlet of caught the biggest one, 
Mummie. Two boys held on to his legs 
and some of the others got him down, 


| and I sat on his head, Mummie—truly 


I did. I stayed there simply ages.” 
“Oh, our one aha frightfully ; 
we had to strangle him practically 
before we really got him down. And 
the third one broke away altogether, 
but a frightfully quick boy tripped him 
up and he tumbled into a whole lot of 
brambles and things, and then abso- 
lutely all of us fell on him and pre- 


| tended to tear him to pieces. It was so 


lovely!” 

What followed was mainly repe- 
titive. 

Then Charles came in. 

His opening gambit was one that is 
not unfamiliar in the home-circle. 

“When / was a youngster we never 
had this kind of thing. They must 
have taken any amount of trouble 
getting up this show. It was mag- 
nificently organised.” 

“Who was responsible?” 

“The Colonel and the Major.” 

“ And who were the bandits, and the 
man who was found tied to the tree?” 
I inquired, my mind a singular jumble 
of ropes, clutching children, stinging- 
nettles, and the extraordinarily sub- 
stantial form of my youngest planted 
“for simply ages” on a recumbent 
head. 

“Oh, those were just gunners,” said 
Charles negligently, “sent out by the 
Colonel.” 

“Just gunners,” I said. “I see.” 

The British Army for ever! 

E. M. D. 








“"ERE’S ONE OF THOSE TRAFFIC-CONTROL AUTO-THINGUMMIES THAT OUGHT 
TO MAKE THE ROADS A BIT SAFER FOR THE LIKES OF Us.” 








The Honest Victualler and the 
Querulous Housewife. 
A Fable. 





An Honest Victualler was putting up 
his Shutters for the Day when a Queru- 
lous Housewife came up to him Rudely, 
voicing her Grievance in Uncompro- 
mising tones: “The Eggs that you sold 
me seem Rather queer, both in Be- 
haviour and Appearance, for on the 
One hand when Boiled they go off 
Bang in the Pot, and on the Other, 
when Broken for Cooking, the very 
Sight of them Prejudices the Stomac 
against the resulting Dish. I think I 
have made a Very Doubtful Bargain, 


and Not a few would say that to sell 
these Eggs as being Straight From the 
Farm is within Measurable distance of 
Misrepresentation.” 

The Honest Victualler, Cut to the 
Quick though he was by this Imputa- 
tion against his Good Faith, succeeded 
in answering the Good Woman in a 
Bland voice that cloaked his inward 
Choler. 

“It is True,” he said, “that the Eggs 
were sold as being Straight From The 
Farm. But before you Accuse me of 
Misrepresentation, did you ask me. 
Pray, how Far Away was the Farm?” 

Moral: An All-embracing Curiosity 
is an Essential Part of the Kaui ment 
of the Seeker after the Ultimate Truth. 
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and the unknown manuscripts of 


Not unnaturally this abrupt change 


most of London’s culinary experts. 
His reaction has taken the form of an 


eh? And now you say anyone can 
make a dish like VaTeL who wants to, 


| Open Literature. of front has caused the liveliest spenes oe sm end toend = thinks that 
. With to“ The S the gourmets to whom Belon- makes him cognoscente, he has been 
| (We nen me cctian's cokes had formerly made the caught bending! Why do you come 
greatest appeal. Particularly has it into my restaurant and smack your 
Tue painful affair of Herr KREISLER shocked Mr. Edward Prufrock, fore- lips over my food if I can no cook well, 


Vivatpr, Couperin and other classic 
composers whose output he has en- 
riched with compositions of his own 
has distracted public attention from 
another and still graver case of an 
artist imposing his own works upon 
the publie in the guise of transcrip- 
tions from the masterpieces of dead 
authors. For many years past an in- 
creasingly large band of gourmets had 
been finding their way to an obscure 
little restaurant in Soho, the presiding 
genius of which was one Belonzoletto. 
| That Belonzoletto was a good chef goes 
| without saying. It was too 
among the cognoscenti that his cellars 
provided an incomparable range of fine 
wines and liqueurs. But what rendered 
his establishment so peculiarly attrac- 
tive to those who sella demmmaboen on 
eating and drinking with discrimina- 
tion was the unique historical interest 
of his dishes. e would-be diner, 
studying his menu, could take his 
_ choice between a filet de sole cooked 
according to a lost recipe of EscorFreR 
and a turbotin based on an unpublished 
manuscript of BriuLat-Savartn. The 
great name of VaTeL added lustre to 
the filet de veau, a particularly mouth- 
watering poulet en was 
vouched to be in the authentic style of 
Carine, and so on down the list. The 
wine-list was no less alluring. The 
Tokay came direct from the Imperial 
cellars of Vienna, the burgundies and 
clarets from ducal chéteauzx, the sherries 
had only been diverted to Soho from 
the palace of a grandee in Seville by 
the Spanish revolution. All was redo- 
lent of history and tradition. Belon- 
zoletto flourished —a and con- 
noisseurs savoured at once the pleasures 
of gastronomy and antiquarianism. 

At a blow all this “ey ho changed. 
| Belonzoletto, grown us, has 
migrated to the West End, where his 
smart new restaurant is crowded 
nightly by those to whom dining is 
only feeding and drinking the mere 
absorption of a glass of wine. And 
_ simultaneously he has flung off the 
mask. The names of Car&ne and 
ESCOFFIER ap no more on his 
menus. The pot tec the poulet and all 
the other dishes which had made him 
famous are revealed as the unaided 
creations of Belonzoletto himself; while 
on every bottle of wine a printed label 
impudently asserts that its contents 


have been specially selected for the 
2estaurant Helonacletto, London. 


open letter to,the offender, and this, 
with Belonzoletto’s reply and Mr. Pru- 
frock’s rejoinder, I am now privileged 
to reproduce. 


Mr. Prufrock to Signor Belonzoletto. 


Str,—The impudent fraud which 
you have perpetrated upon the gas- 
tronomic world demands and must 
receive a full explanation. I am given 
to understand that the excuse which 
7 put forward for this di ful 

oax is that, while honestly desirous 
of enriching the resources of gour- 
mandise, you were too modest at first 
to announce your own authorship and 
preferred to foist your wretched con- 
coctions upon the public under names 
which would secure them a sympathetic 
reception ; and that now, when, thanks 
to the good offices of the epicures whom 
you have so cruelly misled, the name 
of Belonzoletto is tolerably well known 
as that of an adroit confectioner of 
foodstuffs and sauces, you are content 
to take the credit which they have 
earned you. This may be good enough 
for the gullible public who demand 
no more than that their palates should 
be agreeably tickled with this flavour 
or that, but it is not good enough for 
me or for anyone who approaches the 
art of the kitchen thoughtfully, scien- 
tifically and, I do not hesitate to add, 
historically. You may object that a 
poulet en casserole is an end in itself 
and the name of Carine a mere 
unessential decoration. I reply that to 
anybody who takes his food seriously 
(as few chefs nowadays seem capable 
of doing), the name of Car&Nz is every- 
thing. With the resources of the 
modern cuisine any competent frying- 
pan-handler could put together a dish 
which would pass muster anywhere as 
an authentic production of Cartne, 
VATEL or any other period master 
you may care to name. I have written 
(as I invariably do) with the utmost 
moderation, but I must demand a reply. 

Yours truly, 
Epwarp Prurrock. 


Signor Belonzoletto to Mr. Prufrock. 


Stenore,—So you do not like me, 
eh? You like my dishes, yes, while you 
think they are Escorrter or Varst, 
but when you find they are only poor 
Belonzoletto they turn bad all at once, 
isnot it? Ha, ha! I laugh! The great 


E bene, 1 lend you my kitchen, I lend 
you my frying-pan, and if you can 
make so much as an omelette aux fines 
herbes which my little dog will think is 
a VaTEL, then I eat my little dog, 
without sauce! 

GIROLAMO BELONZOLETTO. 


Mr. Prufrock to Signor Belonzoletto. 


Srr,—The impertinent manner in 
which you have evaded the question at 
issue compels me to speak plainly. I 
have not, for many years, smacked my 
lips or performed any other acrobatics 
of smpossiatien in your establishment, 
for the excellent reason that, as is well 
known to most followers of matters 
culinary in this country, an unfortu- 
nate gastric affection constrains me to 
dine off a glass of water and two 
digestive biscuits. Nor do I intend to 
try conclusions with a frying-pan and 
your little dog. It must be manifest to 
anyone with a modicum of intelli- 
gence that your dog will have been 
instructed beforehand that Mr. Pru- 
frock and not VATEL is in the kitchen, 
and will not be deceived. I, being a 
mere critic and not a mpered 
animal, was not so instructed and was 
deceived. It is by now abundantly clear 
that you are deaf to the dictates either 
of honour or reason, and I will pro- 
long this distasteful correspondence no 
further, only adding that in my con- 
sidered judgment, and writing as I do 
under the severest self-restraint and 
with the highest standards of polemic 
courtesy always before my eyes, a diet 
of bread-and-water for twelve calendar 
months is the very least you deserve. 

Yours truly, 
Epwarp PRUFROCK. 


There for the moment the matter 
rests. I can only add that if anybody 
wants to give me dinner I shall plump 
for Belonzoletto’s. But you must book 
your table early. 





Commercial Candour. 


“CAN YOU AFFORD TO BE LET DOWN 
NOW-A-DAYS? 
THEN DEAL wit THE —— Emporium.” 
Advt. Leaflet. 





“We are rapidly approaching the period 
when nudity with certain sections of our 
populotion will become a popular trait.” 

Newspaper Article. 


But there’s no need to rub it in. 
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THE RIVAL LOYALISTS. 
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Letters to the Secretary of a 
Golf Club. 





XXII. 


From Ralph Viney, Captain Roughover 
Golf Club, Roughover, 


8th January, 1935. 
Dear WuEtk,—lI have been wonder- 
ing why you have done — about 
the Official Handbook for the Club, but 
as I remember you were dead against 
the venture when it was discussed at 
the October Monthly Meeting I presume 
you are hoping that I have forgotten 
about it. 

Now, Whelk, I have just been talking 
to several members of the Committee, 
and I can assure you that unless you 
put the matter in hand immediately 
there will be trouble, as it is most 
essential you have the booklet ready in 
vood time for summer holiday inquiries 
and to send to travel agencies, clubs, 
hotels, etc., ete. 

Regarding the financial side, I don’t 
think you will have any difficulty, for 
the printing and other expenses should 
not, | imagine, cost more than fifty to 
sixty pounds, and I am sure you can 
get advertisements from firms the Club 
deals with to cover that. 

Make the thing as interesting as you 
can. You will find a lot of suitable 
material in the Minute Books; but if 
you want to do the job thoroughly I 
should circularise all members, telling 
them what you are about and inviting 
them to send in any notes regarding 
General Records, Historical Associa- 
tions, Biography (short Who’s Who of 
our golfing and other celebrities), Anti- 
quarian Relies, Flora and Fauna of 
the Links, and so on. 

The Handbook should include a lot 
of photographs, local views, etc. 


ours — 
. VINEyY. 


P.S.—I1 think you might send a copy 
to every Club member on publication. 


From Alexander Spool, Photographer, 


Roughover. 
16th January, 1935. 

Dear Sir,—I was h that you 
are to bring out an Official book 
about the Club. Now, Sir, I was think- 
_ ing it would be a ing to have a 
_ picture included of the stu gannet 
_ that was killed by Lord Charles Fore 
with the old gutty ball in 1892, and I 
| would be glad to oblige. 
| Also, Sir, I have a nice selection of 

local views which I would let you have 


_ plus iit, cheap. 
aithfully yours. 
A. Spoot. 


From the Honourable Norah Spoon, 
Roughover 


Friday, \8th January, 1935. 

Dear Mr. Wae.k,—In reply to your 
circular I have much pleasure in send- 
ing you herewith a pen-and-ink draw- 
ing of my grandfather, the Club’s first 
Captain. It was done in 1883 by a man 

-named Whittleslot, who died of drink 
six weeks later. 

My grandfather was always known 
to his contemporaries as ‘Gentle 
Annie”---why, I have never been able 
to find out. 

Yours sincerely, 
Nora Spoon. 


[ ENCLOSURE] 





From Lionel Nutmeg, Malayan Civil 
Service (Retd.), Old Bucks Cottage, 
Roughover. 

18/1/35. 
Dear Str,—Further to your circular 
asking for biographies of distinguished 
members of the Club, I now have much 


— in informing you that | shall - 


sending in details about myself 
towards the end of the week. 

If my contribution is found to be a 
little too long you could cut out the 
bit about the snake in my bathroom at 
Kuala Lumpur, although the incident 
is really quite an important event, for 
the method I adopted for capturing 
the brute is now the accepted way of 
os with these loathsome pests all 
over the Far East. 

Yours faithfully, 
L. Nurmea. 


From Geo. Humpitt, Caddie, Rough- 

over Golf Club. 

January. 

Mr. Wak, Stx,—About the gannet, 
If you is to put about it in the Book 
dont forget to mention it was my father 
Alf Humpitt that was cadding to Lord 
Charlie when he done it. 

Lord Charlie gave him } a sovereign 
when he done it which I should like the 
Rev. Cyril Brassie to know about, Him 


only giving me a threepenny bit over 
the goat. 
yours Obedient, 
Gro. Homprrt. 


From Miss Tulip Whinn, 51. Links 
Terrace, Rowghover. 
Friday, 18th January, 1935. 
Dear Mr. Secretary,—-I think the 
new Handbook a lovely idea and I am 
sending you a poem for inclusion. It is 
modelled on the Neo-Ricardo-William- 
son School of Thought, which I need 
hardly tell you is all the vogue just now. 
Yours sincerely, 
Tune Wary. 


{ ENCLOSURE] 


Rhapsody. 
Roughover Golf Links! 
You by the Haven, 

You that are dreaming. 
You that are waiting 
Sportsmen in plenty: 
Verdant your lovely turf, 
Verdant your lovely tees, 
Verdant your greens. 


Softly the seagull 

Calls me at sunrise, 
Leaping I hie me 

Out on the fairways, 
Bared are my elbows, 
Sunkissed my knuckles, 
Snipe-brown my ankles, 
Ah! how I bless thee, 
Roughover, loved one, 
As I go swinging 
Niblick and brassie, 
Mashie and Tron. 


So do I sing now 

Sweet and melodious 
(Mezzo-soprano) 

Down where the ragwort 
Clusters so coyly ; 

Down where the chickweed 
Nestles so sweetly ; 
Roughover! Roughover! 
Ah! how I love thee— 
Bunker and streamlet, 
Tee-box and guide-post ; 
No one shall love thee 
Even as I! Tuur WHINY. 


From William Peckpinn, of Peckpinn & 
Fugle, Main Street, Roughover. 
18/1/35. 
Deak Str,—I regret that I cannot 
take advertisement space in your new 
booklet, for, to be perfectly frank, 
Sir, when you only ordered 2 pints of 
linseed oil from me last year it is I 
think expecting rather much to hope 
for my support at this present juncture. 
Yours faithfully, 
W. PEcKPINN. 


From William Peckpinn (address as 
above). 
19/1/35. 
My pear Mr. WHELK,—I am ex- 
tremely sorry about the letter I wrote 
yesterday as I entirely overlooked the 


ee 
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A FAMILY MATTER. 


M.F.H. (on Children's day). “ Dipn’? THEY TEACH You aT THE Pony CLUB NOT TO JUMP OVER A LADY IN A DITCH?” 
Boy. “Ou, THAT WAS ONLY MY SISTER.” 








purchase by the Club on the 3rd July 
of one ewt. soft soap. 


I shall be glad to take one eighth of 


a page and now have pleasure in en- 
closing P. Order for 5/- together with 


| rough layout for adv. 


Hoping to be favoured with your 


| continued support, 





Yours sincerely, 
WILiiAM PECKPINN. 


From Admiral Sneyring-Stymie, C.B., 
The Bents, Roughover. 
19/1/35. 
Sir,—With regard to your circular, 


under heading “General Records”’ the 


following may be of interest for in- 
clusion in your booklet :— 


Record One.—On the 7th Septem- 
ber, 1929 (and well you should re- 
member the episode) a cow ate my 
golf-ball at the 14th hole. 

Record Two.—On the 3rd of Jan- 
uary, 1935, at 10 a.m., the clock in 
the Hall was actually correct with 
Greenwich Mean Time. 

Yours faithfully, 

CHARLES SNEYRING-STYMIE. 


P.S.—I know nothing about the 





flora or the fauna of the links except 
that there are two plantains on the 
2nd green and a dead rabbit beside the 
9th tee. 


From Ralph Viney, Captain Roughover 
Golf Club, Roughover. 
30th January, 1935. 
Dear Wuetk,—Thank you for my 
copy of the Official Handbook. I think 
it is very good indeed. You must have 
had a big job sifting the wheat from 
the chaff. 
I note all members have been sent 
one. I am sure they will be pleased. 
Congratulations. 
Yours sincerely, 
Rapa VINEY. 


From General Sir Armstrong Forcursue, 
K.B.E., CS1., The Bombay Duck 
Club, London, W. 


lst February, 1935. 

Srr,—I have just this very moment 
received the new Handbook forwarded 
to above address from “The Cedars,” 
but, by Heaven, Sir, you have not 
heard the end of this by a very long 
way, for, if you will turn to page 2, 
you will observe that my name has 


been spelt with two small f’s instead of 
one big one. 

Now, Sir, this is quite obviously no 
printer's error but a deliberate at- 
tempt on the part of yourself to con- 
found me with a most degenerate and 
distant line of my family—the ffor- 
cursues of Worcestershire. 

I demand, therefore, that the entire 
publication be withdrawn from circula- 
tion and destroyed forthwith. Penalty 
for your disobedience—Legal action. 

1 am returning by the first train to- 
morrow to see you about this, and in 
the meantime I insist that you tele- 
graph immediately to each member 
instructing them to send back his or 
her copy at the Club’s expense. 

Yours faithfully, 
ARMSTRONG FORCURSUE. 


PS. (Later).—There is no comma 
after “‘bents” on page 12. Gon 


“Later in the day the bride and bride- 
groom started on their wedding tour in the 
West of England, the bride travelling in a 
dusty pink frock and black coat and hat.” 

Provincicl News Item. 
We are sending the happy couple a 
clothes-brush. 
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“Srorp! WE WANT TO SEE YOUR ROWING-TEST CERTIFICATE! ” 








The Egg. 


* Eliza,” said Edith, ea into my 
study and derailing a train of thought 


_ probably worth a couple of guineas, 
| ‘has started laying again.” 


As Eliza had not laid anything for 
ten days this was quite an event, and 


_ lL asked if I could look at the egg to see 
| if it really were Eliza’s. 


It was then that Edith discovered 
she had lost it. 

“Just as I was bringing it into the 
house,” she said, ‘‘there was a ring at 


| the front-door bell, and I must have 


put the egg somewhere for safety.” 
‘Perhaps the person who called at 

the front-door stole it,” I said. 
Impossible,” said Edith. “It was 


_ the Vicar, and, though the man has his 


faults, lam sure he is not an egg-stealer. 
Most likely I slipped it inside a vase or 
something or put it ina drawer. Come 
and help me look for it.” 

I laid down my pen with a sigh. It 
seemed silly to make all that fuss about 
an egg, but I was sure Edith would go 
on talking about it until it was found, 
so I joined in the hunt. 


We looked in the drawers, in rose- 
bowls, in vases, but nowhere could we 
find a trace of Eliza’s egg. 

“Detectives,” I mused, “when mak- 
ing inquiries into mysterious disap- 

nces, usually begin by fixing the 

t time the deceased was seen alive. 
Are you sure you hid the egg before you 
opened the front-door to the Vicar? 

ou don’t think you could have had 
it in your hand when you were talking 
to him in the drawing-room ?”’ 

Edith looked thoughtful. “I don’t 
think so,” she said. ‘But we can 
easily find out by getting the Vicar on 
the phone and asking him. It is not 
nel to receive guests with an egg in 
one’s hand, and he would probably 
remember whether I had one or not.” 

I pointed out that it would cost a 
penny to ring up the Vicar—practically 
the value of the egg, but Edith said 
that it was not the value of the egg 
she was worrying about. She wanted 
to prove to me that there really had 
been an egg. 

“I shouldn’t like to think that my 
brain was giving way,” she said. ‘One 
lunatic in the family is enough.” 

“I’m sorry to trouble you,” I said 


when I got through to the Vicar, “ but 
do you happen to remember whether 
my wife had an egg in her hand when 
you called just now?” 

“T really can’t remember,” said the 
Vicar rather testily. ‘‘She may have 
had an egg in her hand or she may not 
have had an egg in her hand. I am 
inclined to think that if she had had 
an egg in her hand I should have 
noticed it, but I would not be prepared 
to swear in a court of law that she had 
or had not an egg in her hand.” 

I told Edith what the Vicar had said, 
and she said that the Vicar was an old 
fool. Her temper was worn very thin 
and my own was not much better, so 
I suggested that we forgot about the 
egg and went to the pictures. It was 
raining, so I took my mackintosh 
from the peg by the front-door and we 
set out. j 

“Two one-and-sixes,” I said opposite 
the pay-desk at the Gorgeous-Elite, 
and plunged my hand into the pocket 
of my mackintosh. My face paled as I 
drew out a handful of money, for my 
hand and the money were covered with 
a horrible sticky yellow substance. 

I had found Bivza’s egg. 
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“THAT'S THE SORT OF THING I WANT, ONLY SLIGHTLY SMALLER—IN FACT, I WANT ONE TO WEAR IN MY BUTTON-HOLE.” 








Our Booking-Office. 
(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 


The Lady of Hughenden. 

DisRaELI’S Mary ANNE has made an _ increasingly 
popular appearance in current studies of her husband; 
and if she was to inspire a biography all to herself it was 
perhaps inevitable that this should be of a rather gossipy 
character. Lady and Her Times (HUTCHINSON, 
18/-) has its solid merits. It handles the career of Dizzy’s 
‘devoted wife” as one of a contemporary galaxy, adducing 
the in some respects parallel lives of Mrs. GLapsToNnE and 
other political hostesses to prove how much more pull is 
exercised by a happy conjugal partnership than by any 
couple of individualists. But some of Mr. F. E. Bariy’s 
reconstruction strikes me as over-fanciful, his style errs 
on the colloquial side of ease, and he irritates by riding his 
own little hobbies—such as the casting of horoscopes to 
explain divergencies of, temperament and fortune—across 
the pleasant course of an otherwise convincing narrative. 
Un the other hand, he is his heroine’s sincere admirer, and 
as such finds it easy to convince us of the truth of her 
laughing innuendo: “Dizzy married me for my money; 
but if he had the chance again he would marry me for love.” 


Napoleon: Husband and Father. 
The Letters of Napoleon to Marie Louise (HutcuINson, 
10/6), long sought, almost despaired of, and lately as by a 





_ miracle recovered, add little, it may be, to our knowledge 


of the major facts of history. But they throw a new and 


| very fascinating light on the character of their author. 


Their terse still phrases, with the repetitions which would 
look mechanical were they not so patentiy sincere, reveal 
the Corsican Ogre not only as the proudest (as he was the 
unluckiest) of fathers but as a devoted, generous and most 
chivalrous husband to that child of the HapspuRGs whom 
he had married unseen and for policy’s sake. Their very 
reticences are eloquent, for, written during the disastrous 
retreat through the snows of Muscovy in those doubtful 
weeks which culminated at Leipzig, or when the Allied 
armies were closing in on Paris, there is hardly a word in 
them of the anxieties which that supreme realist must 
have been feeling. Always he is concerned to keep up his 
wife’s courage and to assure her of his affection; nor, 
however harried and hurried he might be, did he ever fail 
to find a moment of the day wherein to do so. The nearest 
he came to troubling her with affairs was when he besought 
her to use her influence on his behalf with her vacillating 
father ; and it is one of the great ironies of history that the 
one letter in which he told her anything vital of his plans 
should have fallen into the enemy’s hands, and so perhaps 
have changed the destinies of Europe. 





Said with Flowers. 

Even for one who has never set foot in Provence Lady 
ForTEscvur’s new book justifies its name; it brings to its 
readers not only Perfume from Provence (BLACKWOOD, 8/6), 
but flowers, sunshine, laughter and the acquaintance of 
a handful of delightful folk. It is made up of nine sketches 
in words by the author, and many in pen and ink by 
Mr. E. H. SHeparp—very charming these are—and tells 
of a little house on a Provengal hillside of happy employ- 
ments and amusements, local feast-days, the vintage, the 
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| Marr MarsHatz has far too absorbing 
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manners and customs of the neigh- 
bourhood, and wild adventures with a HIS A 
car. It is all recorded with joy in “gyi. ).- 





Seton Gorpon has made it 
Of the true stuff and sturdy 
And with pictures arrayed it 
By Cameron (Sir D.); 4 
Here are hero and villain % 
And claymore and dirk, ’ 
And Messrs. MACMILLAN “5 
Have published the work. 


lovely things and in funny ones, and = #774, 
the gayest humour of the kind which “% 
seems to prove that laughter and tears Ai 
are opposite sides of the same circle, LB, 
and that, as Mr. Punch knows well, is gs 
often humour at its best. Many who Yt 
are aware of all that Sir Joun ForrTsEs- “al 
cuE did for the British Army will be Ye, 
glad of the charming glimpses the book GY 
gives of the lighter moments of a great Val 
historian, a memorial as happy asthe —//s 
days that it describes. gy s 
Scotland Yet! Mr, 
Highways and Byways g ; 
In the West Highlands Mp 
Lead me on my ways {% 
To the hills and the islands; ae 
Here is the book for eh 
One’s forth-faring need, ns 
Here’s all that we'll look for 35 
North-westward of Tweed. a 


aS 


“4 


It lives in old legend 


¢i 

And ancient romances Ji 
Where on the sword’s edge end fo 
Life’s changes and chances; 2 : 

" r be 


It is Scotland for ever 


“+ 
« 





In rain and in sun, Ay 
The hills that change never, *f 
The rivers that run. *S, 


Afoot across Spain. 


Although his filibustering manner is my 
a little wearisome at the outset, Mr. coe 





a theme in hand to trouble about the 
maintenance of a picaresque style. 
Tramp-Royal in Spain (BLackwoop, 
6/-) allows for the modern manner of 


Me : (gilt 
surveyal which is not particularly in- es 


| terested in monuments and has the 


| finance of the journey acutely at heart. 


| from Orviedo to Gibraltar, is primarily 
| concerned, with men and women and 


“WE'VE ALL 
MIDGE.” 
“ VERY 


So our super-tramp, slogging it on foot 


FLATTERIN' OF YOU TO SAY so, Mrs. CRADDOCK. 
THEM OFF, YOU KNOW.” 















BEEN ADMIRIN’ THE DESIGN OF THE JUBILEE sTAMPS, Mr. GuM- 


WE JUST DASHED 








ways and means all of which are dis- 
tinctly more difficult than traditions of Spanish courtesy 


| and the abasement of the peseta would lead you to expect 


He is almost too sparing with the landscapes of “ cold-black 


| shadow and white-hot sunlight”’ which he can and does so 


graphically describe; but on the whole he contrives to tell 
both the intending and the frustrated explorer exactly 
what each would like to know. There is too much bull- 
fight; but, as he aptly remarks, what is a bull-fight or two 
compared with the highway carnage at home? And the 
only touch of the Inquisition he comes across is a “‘ gruesome 
encounter’’ on the well-policed frontier of Gibraltar. 


Ambition. 

Come and Get It (HEINEMANN, 8/6) is a spacious story, 
but, apart from one set-back, it runs smoothly and steadily 
to an admirable conclusion. To go back for a moment to 
Barney Glasgow's past history, after we have met him as a 
timber king in Wisconsin, is necessary, but I cannot help 
thinking that Miss Epna Ferrer interrupts the flow of 
her tale by giving it in too great detail. Otherwise all is 
easy and delightful sailing in this drama of the Glasgows. 
Barney, when over fifty and married for years to an 


LYS ROO LD MIO NE 
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uninspiring woman, falls in love with Lotta Lindbeck, a 
lovely girl of humble origin, and finds that the man whom 
she intends to marry is his son ie. 

scene between father and son follows, and soon afterwards 
Barney and his wife are rather conveniently drowned. 
Lotta marries Bernie, and at once begins to spread her 
wings. But Wisconsin society will have none of her, and 
so, accompanied by her delightful old mother, she is to be 
seen on parade in the fashionable resorts of Europe, and 
particularly in war-time London. This brief outline does 
small justice to the scope of a tale which both in character- 
isation and outlook is remarkable. 


Spring-Cleaning. 
in the earlier chapters of An Unframed Portrait (Nicuot- 
son AND Watson, 7/6) Madame ALBANES! deals so scathingly 
with her handsome youth, Ronald Clense, that the task of 
making him a self-respecting member of society is one that 
requires both skill and courage. If an attempt had been 





(Meruven, 2/6) Sir J. A. R. Marriort has given within the 
com of a hundred pages an admirably lucid summary 
of the Krna’s services to his country and the Empire. 
There are only five illustrations, but they are very well 
chosen, and the last, the remarkable photograph of the Kine 
at the microphone in his library at Sandringham, lends 
peculiar force to the memorable words in which he spoke, 
as the father of a great family, to a larger audience than 
had ever been addressed by one man in the history of the 
world, 

Photography dominates the two remaining volumes on 
our list. The King’s Reign (Metuven, 5/-) is described as 
“a commentary in prose and picture,” but Mr. Joun 
DrinKWATER is a poet, and, besides contributing a brief 
Prologue in verse to this “chronicle of English worth,” 
never lapses into pedestrianism in his comments on the 
illustrations, ranging from high ceremonial to homely 
domesticity, drawn from the British Movietone Film. 

Lastly we have Twenty-Five Years a King : the Book of 








made to change a te into a paragon it would have the Pathé Film (A. & C. Biack, 2/6), compiled by Sir 
been a failure, but iis : —™) AUSTEN CHAMBERLAIN. 
Madame ALBANES! is an 5 ay Some of the eighty-three 
adept story-teller, and, 4 fl He illustrations are con- 
although Ronald pulls V iii 4 * M Wig \ \% cerned with events and 
| himself together, he is . an achievements in which 
| not placed upon a ped- mM if Royalty plays no part, 
_ estal. His regeneration 4 but they all are appro- 
| is the main theme of a priate to the record of 


| tale which contains 
several well-drawn char- 

| acters, the most original 
of whom is the shrewd 
and eccentric Justin 
Collingford. Madame 
ALBANESI’S readers will 
findthatshehasretained| **-**-- - 
her form in this rather 
old-fashioned but sooth-|  *=-""~ 
ing narrative. Pee oe 


— . 
ant eae SiS oil QurEN, in one of her 
A Prince on his ae? welfare visits, looking 
Travels. _ . benevolently at some 
Novelists in the last “I was Tetuina Mars. Smite re I wap suit rae Pyramips | children who, “serenely 
few years have created| CERTAINLY WOULD NEVER HAVE MADE THEM THAT SHAPE.” unconscious of any 





so many little European 






the reign, and without 
attempting a connecting 
narrative Sir AUSTEN has 
sup dlied annotations 
which are invariably 
helpful. Nothingis more 
pleasing than the scene 
of the Princess Eviza- 
BeTn talking with Sir 
Harry Lauper, unless 
it be the picture of the 








honour, are only aware 





| states that the supply may conceivably exceed the demand. 
The important incidents, however, of Affair at the “Vere 
Arms” (Wann, Lock, 7/6) take near Cambridge, where 
Prince Otho of Brandenstein, in cee arrived ona visit of 
inspection, Noone will bein the least surprised when, in spite 
of many precautions, he is kidna ised, best A.R. and R. K. 
Weekes show originality when they endow the kidnapper- 
in-chief with a subtle sense of humour. Although this 
story runs for the most on familiar lines, its conclud- 
ing scenes must be awarded marks of distinction. 


Jubilee Books. 

Sir Pattie Gusps’ Book of the King’s Jubilee (Huromi- 
| 8oN, 3/6) covers a wider field than any of the other volumes 
| inspired by the occasion, being a record of “the Life and 
| Times of our King and Queen and their People, 1865 to 
| 1935,” and of the five hundred pages nearly one-third are 
devoted to the Krna’s early days, his cruises and visits to 
Canada and India, On the War period, Sir Pamir Gress 
has the advantage of his special knowledge as a correspon. 
dent at the Front, but his narrative throughout is sympa- 
thetic and animated, profusely illustrated, and enlivened 
by studies of the Kine as sportsman and landlord. 

€ In his Twenty-Five Years of the Reign of King George V. 








S 


that a very nice lady has come to see them.” 








On First Looking into Smith Minor’s 
Homer. 





Mucu have I suffered since I’ve been a beak, 
With paper pellets lodging in my hair 

And drawing-pins concealed in every chair 
And Early School each morning of the week. 
I knew Smith Minor, having failed in Greek, 
Was sulking like Patroclus over there, 

But never did I dream that he would dare 
Draw me with such unflattering technique. 


Then felt I like—I don’t know who to say; 
For half a minute I was seeing red 

And meant to have him beaten right away ; 
But here's a perfect stunner of the Head, 
And—he was pretty rude to me to-day. 


* * * * * * * 
I'll tear it out and have it framed instead. 
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Charivaria. 

Tue order of the Government of 
Mexico calling in all silver coins is said 
to have caused embarrassment to the 
many picturesque Mexicans who wear 
them as buttons. 





* % 
x 


A man sent to 
prison for stealing 
six serviette-rings 
was stated to be 
well-connected. 
Surprise is there- 
fore felt that he ewd 
made no effort to 
have the charge 
altered to one of 
stealing napkin- — 
rings. » » 

% 

Mr. H. L. Men- 
CKEN says that 
wherever English 
isspoken there you 
will find golf. Yes, 
but what English! an 


% oe 


Somebody has 
discovered that 
every important 
date and number 
in GLADSTONE'S 
life added up to 
five. This supports 
the tradition that 
he chewed each 
thirty- 


two times. 


% 


In view of the 
reported shortage 
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at the monthly meeting of the Mothers’ 

Union. It was hell in the schoolroom,” 

says a parish magazine, 

course, who was to take the Chair. 
% % 


% 


It is not easy, we are told, to under- 


train insects to perform in miniature 
plays. In that case, we suppose, a 


Deciding, of centipede would be a revue in itself? 


* * 
» 


‘Never sign a receipt until the thing 
in question has actually been received,” 
~~) saysa legal adviser 





— in a newspaper, 
J Another tricky 
legal point to re- 
member is neverto 


$4) i ( issue an 1.0.U. for 
2: I ‘abil | money which has 
~ not been loaned to 
= : you. » » 
1 1. x 
bss It is said that 
~ a good deal of 











street - betting is 
done under cover 
of darkness. Slips 
that pass in the 
night. » » 

. 


The two men 
who satin a New 
York office and 
talked to each 


other by telephon- 
ing round the world 
are considered to 
have set up a new 
record in circum- 
locution. 


* 
x 


Ramblers should 


now be tied up. 
Another effective 
plan is to hide 
their boots. 
” * 
* 
We read of a 
| Whitehall official 


who invents cross- 








of violets this year, 
ballad-singers are Eee yee word-puzzles, It 
requested to alter is believed that 
itto:** EveryOther| [-— erate a ee ee nee | 
Morn I Bring Thee many a sleepless | 
Violets,” sti evecienasscnintiisassisiicatileiibialistiiiidatada, waned idaa il afternoon, 
Pa “Teraweee— * 

Because his | “You REMEMBER, GENERAL, THAT MARVELLOUS SHOT OF YOURS YOU TOLD Us e: Leather -jack- 
bride’s brot Beri ABOUT? WELL, WAS IT CHERTAN YOU SAIb—or BEATAR?T” ets”’ have recently 
wouldn't lend him ea invaded Lord's, 


money, the bridegroom at a Maine 
(U.S.A.) wedding shot him. Still, it 
doesn't look as if he would have made 
much of a brother-in-law. 
* * 
* 

A novice at golf wants to know the 
best way to cure himself of topping th: 
ball. We should suggest turning it 
upside-down. * % 

% 
The Vicar was unable to be present 





vol (UXNXVIN 


stand the average boy's idea of heaven. 

Our suggestion is Crystal Palace and a 

catapult — 
Re 


We read of a married couple who 
embrace whenever they hear the 
cuckoo, because the bird was calling 
when they became engaged, They 
would have surprised SHAKESPEARE! 


* 


A Naturalist says it is possible to 





we read. It is hoped that they used 
the Players’ Entrance. 


* * 
ye 


A schoolmaster says that there is 
nothing like a good caning to make 
inattentive boys sit up. Or stand up 
even. * * 
* 

A Welsh correspondent asks if we 
know of a better place than Lianrwst, 
We find it hard to say, 
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Jubilation. 
“| rHovant of it in London yesterday,” Pamela informed 
me, 

I winced. I had reason to dread Pamela’s thinking of 
things in London. ' 

“You hire a flood-lighting lamp,” she continued. “As 
a matter of fact I have hired one, and the man’s bringing 
it to-morrow. We'll decorate the drawing-room with flags 
and crinkly paper.” 

The streets of London had clearly gone to Pamela’s head. 
| reminded her that a Jubilee bonfire had already been laid 
in the village. 

“T know,” she said, “but our party will come first. 
Eight o’clock—drinks and sandwiches. Then we'll flood- 
light the lily-pond and go down to the village afterwards. 
| invited the Harpers this morning and they are frightfully 
bucked. So are the Merediths; and the Vicar says he'll go 
halves in the lamp if he can have it for the church on Tues- 
day. I've asked the Frasers as well, and they're bringing 
a newly-married couple they’ve got staying for the week- 
end. It will be a really good party.” 

I felt and looked slightly dazed. 

“T want you to fix up the fountain,” Pamela said 
brightly. 

| started. “Do you mean to tell me,” I asked sternly, 
“that you have hired a fountain as well as a floodlight?”’ 

‘No. I worked it out coming down in the train. You can 
prop up the hose with rocks and things in the middle of the 
lily-pond. It will look perfectly sweet.” 

‘Few things,” I agreed, “look sweeter than a flood-lit 
hosepipe propped up with rocks and things in the middle of 
a lily-pond.” 

Pamela pointed out that, draped with green stuff and 
creeper generally, the hose wouldn’t be seen. “It will 
enter the lily-pond on the far side,” she explained, ‘“‘and I 
shall herd everybody together on this side of the lawn. I 
haven't breathed a word to anyone except the Vicar, 
because it’s to be an absolute surprise. The hose is in the 
shed, and so are your waders.” 

{ went into the garden, extracted the hose and waders 
from their winter quarters, and assisted both to enter the 
lily-pond on the far side. The lily-pond does not contain a 
lily, but we are proud of it. 

* * * * * * * 

The Harpers, the Frasers, the newly-married couple 
staying with the Frasers, the Vicar, his wife and the Mere- 
diths agreed that the Jubilee party was a splendid idea. 
They admired Pamela’s flags and crinkly paper, ate Emily’s 
sandwiches and drank my cocktails. In due course they 
gladly consented to being surprised on the lawn. 

{ hurried into the garden, accompanied by the Vicar. 

| shall watch with interest the procedure,” he informed 
me as we went down the path. “I am anxious to avoid 
any hitch when we illuminate the Gothic porch to-morrow.” 
{ divulged the secret of the fountain and turned on the 


| water for the hose. 


| lamp.” 


“Most ingenious,” he commented as the fountain got 
under way—‘most! Now I suppose we proceed to the 


| switched on the lamp. The Vicar then tripped over the 


hose, and the newly-married couple staying with the 
Frasers, flying panic-stricken from the diverted stream of 
water, fell noisily into the iUluminated lily-pond. 

“So now we know why it’s called a flood-light,” remarked 
Edith Fraser when we had returned to the house. “Flood- 
light,” she repeated, in case we had missed the point. 

The Vicar hadn’t. “We should have had an ‘ark-lamp’ 
too,” he said. 

The Harpers, the Merediths, the Frasers, the Vicar’s wife, 
Pamela and I (but not the newly-married couple staying 
with the Frasers) laughed heartily. 








Building Speculations. 

[“ The effect of a lobster supper upon the poet or the artist can be 
lost in obscurity on the bookshelves or in the cellars of the picture- 
gallery, but for the architect it stands aloft to irritate or stimulate 
mankind for many generations.” —Sir Josiag Sramp.) 





Worn out by intellectual toil, 
A Greek feels faint. He thinks, “‘That’s funny; 
It can’t have been the olive-oil, 
It must have been the tunny.” 
Pulling himself together, he works on— 
And Athens presently achieves the Parthenon. 


A Pharaoh, floating down the Nile 
From a successful hunting-party 
At which he killed a crocodile, 
Consumes a somewhat hearty 
Luncheon of pomegranates and cold roast kid— 
And Egypt has to build another Pyramid. 


A midnight dish of devilled bones, 
Washed down by some pre-Christian fluid ; 
A dawn saluted by the groans 
Of a dyspeptic Druid— 
And lo! there rises over Salisbury Plain 
Stonehenge—a mystery man hassought tosolve in vain. 


Yes, it is true. The arch, the quoin, 
The buttress, the machicolation— 
Whether the stable wing should join 
The eastern elevation— 
These are determined not by the T-square 
But by the question how a person dined, and where. 


The masterpieces by which men 
Achieved their family escutcheons— 
The reputation of a WREN, 
The progress of a LuryENs— 
Are traceable to accidents of diet 
And sleep made horrible by dreams—or nice and quiet. 


And if by chance you wish to know 
The origin and rayson daytrer 
Of “Sunnyside” or “Mon Repos,” 
Call on the local caterer, 
Since he no doubt can shed a lot of light 
On what the speculative builder eats at night. 








Another “Mauretania” To Be Scrapped? 
“Good café chairs and tables; very cheap for cash; also a 
steamer.”—Evening Paper Advt. 





Sabotage in High Places. 

“In view of the enormous sum of money which will be required 
for the army, navy and air force the Ministry of Finance is said to 
be wrecking its brains to find a means to balance the Budget.” 

Report from Madras. 
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Hotel Gueat. “ l've BEEN RINGING FOR FIVE MINUTES.” 
Hulking Attendant. “I've REN SENT TO STOP YoU.” 











Monsieur Paul Narrates. 





Il.—The Nose of Apollo. 


Tne world around us,” said Mon- 
icur Paul, “has many unusual features, 
but among them must be included the 
nose of OttoSapriel. Rachel, withwhom 
Otto was in love, regarded this nose 
with despair. ‘What a handsome 
fellow you would be, Otto,’ she would 
often say with a sigh, ‘were it not for 
that fantastic nose of yours!’ She also 
used this nose as a convenient reason 
lor rejecting Otto’s persistent offers of 
marriage. ‘You must see for yourself,’ 
he would say, ‘that such an arrange- 
ment is quite impossible. Think of our 
feelings if the children should inherit 
it!’ To which Otto, who was a placid 
man, would reply, ‘Do not trouble 
yourself on that account, my darling. 
My nose assumed its present aspect as 
the result of an accident when I was 
a small boy. It comes, therefore, into 
‘he category of acquired characteristics, 
which are not, so I have read, 
on to the next generation.’ But Rachel 
was in no hurry to marry. It was more 
amusing to keep her Otto on tenter- 
hooks. ‘Even so,’ she would say dis- 
dainfully, ‘I cannot marry you. Am 
| to spend my life looking at such a 
nose ¢ 


“Otto, as I said, is a placid man, 
but one cannot go on proposing in- 
definitely, and at last even his patience 
is at an end. He goes to Rachel, 
determined to bring matters to a head. 

“*Come!’ he says with unwonted 
resolution, ‘I have been put off long 
enough. Either you promise to marry 
me or I will find another girl.’ 

“Rachel is filled with dismay. ‘Oh, 
Otto!’ she says, sobbing, ‘how can you 
be so cruel? Haven't I always said 
that I loved you except for your nose?’ 

“*My nose!’ cries Otto in exaspera- 
tion. ‘Always my nose! Can I change 
my nose to suit your caprices?’ 

“This question gives Rachel a new 
idea, ‘If you truly loved me,’ she says, 
still sobbing, ‘you would change it.’ 

“Otto is astounded. ‘Change it!’ 
he cries. ‘How can I change it? 
Heartless girl, do you mock me?’ 

““Of course you could change it,’ 
says Rachel. ‘I'm sure it’s often done. 
If you loved me you'd find a way to 
change it. Why don’t you go to a Salon 
de Beauté?’ 

“Otto revolves the idea in his mind. 
If a face can be lifted it seems logical 
to presume that a nose also may be 
altered. It is not an agreeable idea, 
but Rachel is very dear to him, ‘Enfin,’ 
he says at last, ‘I am d’accord. If you 





will marry me I agree to change the 


shape of my nose. But before I take 
a step which may well be irrevocable 
let us consider the matter carefully. 
What type of nose do you think would 
become me best?’ 

‘Rachel regards him critically. With 
a frown on her pretty face she ponders 
this question A sens She compares 
the dignity of an aquilime nose with the 
insouciance of a nose that is refroussé, 
the solemnity of a long nose with the 
gaiety of a pug. The diversity of con- 
ceivable noses makes her head swim, 
and the choice appears the more 
baffling in that, ee the selection of 
a new hat, it is restricted by no law of 
fashion. Disregarding as an unneces- 
sary complication the question as to 
how much the shape of a nose might be 
expected to affect the character of its 
owner, she examines Otto’s face purely 
from the plastic point of view, and at 
length something classic in the mould- 
ing of his chin suggests to her the idea 
of a Greek nose. She recalls the statue 
of Apollo Belvedere and considers 
those features, by no means unfavour- 
ably, from the matrimonial angle. 

“Otto receives her verdict with 
resignation. ‘Whatever you wish, my 
dear,’ he says, ‘shall be performed. I 
only suggest that the ideal at which 
you are aiming is rather high.’ 

“Not at all,’ Rachel replies. ‘Have 
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I not always said that except for your 
nose you were a handsome man !’ 


“I will spare you,” said Monsieur 
Paul, “‘the details of Otto's search for 
the nose of Apollo Belvedere. At the 
best it is a humiliation for a man to be 
compelled to enlist the services of the 
Salon de Beauté, and what profit is there 
in a nice discrimination between the 
astonished disdain with which he is 
received in one establishment, the 
polite incredulity in a second, or the 
aloof suspicion in a third! Suffice it 
to say that he eventually finds a 
practitioner who is both able and 
willing to make the experiment, and 
the operation is duly performed. It 
is, however, axiomatic that beauty is 
not to be attained without suffering, 
and before the new nose [~ 
emerges from its chrys- 
alis of plaster-of-Paris 
Otto has many times 
doubted whether even 
Rachel herself could be 
an adequate compensa- | 
tion for such dis-| 
comforts. | 

* But at last the great | 
day arrives when Otto is 
permitted to discard the 
last bandage and reveal 
the nose of Apollo to his 
looking-glass. At first 
he has some difficulty 
in recognising the classic 
reflection as his own, 
but as the nose grad- 
ually becomes more 
familiar and the em- | 
phasisof novelty is with. | 





| f it th | DARLING, WE'RE GOING TO SPRING-CLEAN YOUR STUDY 
drawn from it the other | WELL, PUT EVERYTHING BACK JUST WHERE IT 18. 
features resume their | ABLE TO LAY MY HAND ON A THING WHEN I WANT IT.” 


normal perspective and 

he sees that the face is indeed his own 
Otto gazes with increasing satisfaction. 
He hangs over his mirror like Narcissus 
over his pool and can hardly tear him- 
self away in order to display the 
miracle to Rachel. As he proceeds 
along the road he notes that the 
passers-by regard him with a flattering 
interest. He detects in the men stares 
of envious hostility and in the women 
glances which he construes as inspired 
by hopeless yearning. 

“Rachel herself, who has gone 
through agonies of doubt lest her choice 
should after all prove unbecoming, is 
astonished and delighted. ‘My be- 
loved!’ she cries, ‘who would have 
believed that such an improvement 
was possible! One would take you for 
Ramon Novarro!’ 

“Ramon Novarro! The name 
supplies the key to the thoughts which 
were already forming in his mind as 
he came along the read. A new vista 
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of matrimonial opportunity suddenly 
spreads itself gloriously before him. 
He looks at Rachel critically, Com- 
pared with the classic perfection of 
his own, her features seem unsym- 
metrical and insignificant. He is 
astonished that he ever found anything 
to admire in such disorder, ‘Come!’ 
he thinks to himself, ‘when there are 
sO many women in the world, am I 
to remain cravenly with the first? 
Shall I content myself with Rachel 
when I might be wooing MARLENE 
Dierricnu or the Garso herself?’ He 
hesitates for a moment and then with 
sudden resolution seizes his hat and 
makes for the door. 

Rachel stares at him in dismay. 
But, Otto,’ she falters, ‘what’s the 
matter? Where are you going?’ 





Otto pauses for a moment with his 
hand on the door-knob. ‘To Holly- 
wood!’ he replies magnificently.” 


“ Eureka.” 


Eprru and I spent our honeymoon at 
Munton-on-Sea, and every year since 
then we have religiously stayed there 
for a week in May to see if we could 
recapture the first fine careless rapture. 

“We will go to Munton this year 
as usual, of course,” I said to Edith. 
“But would you very much mind if 
we didn’t stay at ‘Kureka’! To be 
perfectly frank, Mrs. Gillwater has 
rather got on my nerves lately.” 

Mrs. Gillwater is the proprietress of 
the “ Kureka”’ hotel, or the landlady of 
the ‘Kureka” boarding-house, which- 
ever you prefer, She has few of the 
faults of the traditional seaside land- 
lady, being clean, generous and effici- 


| Like TO BE 


ent, but her personality and outlook 
on life rather stand in the way of the 
enjoyment of a care-free holiday. Most 
of her friends and relations appear to 
have died in tragic circumstances, and 
her conversation consists almost en- 
tirely of death-bed anecdotes, which, 
however cheery when told round the 
Christmas fire, are ill-suited for Munton- 
on-Sea in May. 

Her husband was drowned when 
fishing off the end of the pier (suicide, 
probably), and her favourite story is 
about the day when they carried his 
dripping body into the house and laid 
it on the sofa in the front-room. She 
describes the appearance of the corpse 
with a wealth of detail worthy of the 
late ARNOLD BENNETT, and points to a 
pale piece of the carpet ruined by the 
~~) dripping sea-water. She 
has another tale about 
a half-sister who was 
struck by lightning when 
lying in bed, and 
shrivelled to a cinder; 
and another about an 
uncle on her mother’s 
side who was stone-deaf 
and was walking along 
a railway cutting in 
| Australia with a scythe 
over his shoulder when 
a train came up behind 
and jerked the scythe | 
and cut his head clean off, 

“I think you are 
right,” said Edith. * Her 
gloom, if anything, in- 
creases with the years. 
We won't stay at ‘ Kur- 
eka,’ but at the place 
next-door to ‘Eureka,’ 
—I think it was called 

. J the ‘ Albion.’” 

So we wrote to the “Albion” for | 
rooms for the second week in May. 
The thought of another week of Mrs. | 
Gillwater had been hanging over me | 
like a cloud all the winter, and I was | 
glad that Edith had yielded so easily. 

Two days later the “ Albion” replied. 
The proprietress said that she would be 
delighted to see us again in her enlarged 
premises. Owing to the death of a 
second-cousin in a gas explosion (an 
extraordinarily tragic affair of which 
she would give us details when she saw 
us) she had been able to purchase the 
“Albion” and throw the “Albion” 
and the “ Eureka” together. The letter 
was signed “ L, Gillwater.” 

“Did you know about this!” I 
asked Edith accusingly. 

“Now I come to think of it,” she 
admitted, ‘I believe I did hear some- 
thing of the sort. 1 wonder what Mrs. 
Gillwater’s second-cousin looked like 
after the explosion!” 





now,” 
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At the Pictures. 


AmeERiIcaN MAKESHIFTS. 

Tue good film is ever the enemy of 
the inferior, and a long time will elapse, 
as | guessed, before the influence of 
Ruggles 4 Red Gap no r will be 
felt. And when it is generally 
it will institute disastrous comparisons 
again. Meanwhile we have had to 
endure the second-rate. 

One lesson which the past few days 
have prominently taught is that saad 
woduction is very necessary. Vv 
talented men, no doubt, are to be found 
in every studio: strange men with incred- 
ible American and Jewish and Balkan 
names—comparisons sometimes spilli 
over into the British nobility, for 
remember several “Earls” —men who 
can write and cut and light and photo- 
graph and do all the other mysterious 
things that the cinema has brought 
into daily life; but the real producers 
scem to be rare. Both the films which 
| have lately seen, Naughty Marietta, 
with Netson Eppy and JEANETTE 
MacDonaLp, and Mississippi, with 
Bine Crospy and W..C. Freips, seem 
to me to have been handicapped b 
their production, for in neither was 
sure of what was 4 ing. In 
Naughty Marietta (a silly title), al- 
though the King seemed to be Lovts 
XV. and the costumes were, more or 
less, of his period, the presence of a 
composer named Schuman was a 
crious confusion. There was also 
iitogether too much singing, and I 
will defy anyone to explain how the 
prospective French brides (among 
\ hom the high-born Parisian, Marietta, 
has, from other motives, concealed 
herself), who were, by royal command, 
to sail to Louisiana, and there settle 
and marry and become fruitful, were 
rescued from the pirates, and at what 
point shipboard became land. It 
would be amusing also to what 
language was being spoken and broken, 
and how Neison Eppy got his name 
of Captain Warrington. Idle questions, 
of course, since films are not reality ; 
but all the same a little credibility is 

not a bad thing. 
| If, however, one likes too much 
_ singing and is in the frame of mind to 
accept the improbable, one may find 
in Naughty Marietta a certain beguile- 
ment; but I repeat that since Marietta 
is anything but naughty—in the film- 
fan’s understanding of the word—but 
merely self-protective and gay, the 
title is unnecessarily and, i , fool- 
ishly misleading. 





In Mississippi, where there is just 
enough suggestion of Miss Epna 


Fersper—in the fact that the scene is 
a showboat and the principal song 
celebrates the river—to make one think 

tfully of her, a closer narrative has 
been attempted; but in the effort to 





CIGAR TO STARB’D. 
Commodore Jackson . . W. C, Freutps. 


give Brine Crossy the crooner enough 
to croon about, and, while yet retaining 
our sympathies, to make him a fighter, 
and in the effort to provide W.C. Fretps 
with opportunities to be comic, the film 
suffers. There was undoubtedly a story 





A SONG WITH A SCRATCHY 
REFRAIN. 


By one or Tae Caspr Kuws. 


there when Boorn TARKINGTON wrote 
it, but there was then no crooner or 
croon-public to placate. 

Brg Crossy, with the poor material 
given him, does what he can for his 
pathetically faithful audience; but 


W. C. Frevps simply perplexes them, 
for so incompetent is he, so given to 
drinking too much and falling over 
obstacles and inventing a heroic auto- 
biography, that we never belicve he 
could own a showboat at all or navi- 
gate this difficult waterway. And when 
he deals himself five aces in order to 
win a — of poker, our patience is at 
an end. Someone in authority in that 
fantastic realm, Filmland, should see 
to it that W. C. Frenps has parts 
worthy of him. 


The lamentable exploitation of the 
island of Bali continues, and before 
very long that tropical paradise will 
be known as the Miami or Brioni of 
the East Indies. The Marquis Henri 
DE LA Fatarse, who, I fancy, is 
associated with Hollywood, and Gas- 
ToN Giass have now made a Bali film 
called Legong, in which, after displaying 
all her steps and movements in native 
dances, Poutou, rejected by Nyong in 
favour of her half-sister, Sarak, leaps 
from a high bridge into the torrent 
and becomes the centre of elaborate 
but unconvincing obsequies. All this 
with very little on, in technicolour, 
Poor Bali! E. V. L. 








Descriptive Passage. 





Most people, I suppose, have idly 
noted upon the inside of the paper 
covers of new fiction a little paragraph 
about the novel itself, just as the bulk 
of the reading public knows that it is 
called “The blurb for the jacket.” 

What the public probably doesn’t 
know is that the author (poor wretch!) 
has had to write it himself. 

But there is one thing to be said in 
the blurb’s favour. It has got book- 
reviewers out of many a hole and round 
many a nasty corner, because they 
can copy it out verbatim if it concerns 
a book of which they have been able 
to make neither nor tail. 

For the author it is a delicate situa- 
tion. If he is naturally modest he is 
precluded from praising his own book, 
and if he takes the line of naive depre- 
cation he promptly falls foul of his 

ublisher. If, again, it is a first novel, 
“ can’t fill in with such remarks as 
“ By the author of Hammertoed Hugh,” 
or, “Another of the adventures of 
Rubberneck Pete,” nor can he hint at 
the eager anticipation of his public 
for his “latest’”’ work, because this will 
also clash with his modesty besides 
being a demonstrable lie. 

Let us then examine the possible 
avenues open to an author in describ- 
ing his novel upon the dust-jacket. To 
illustrate this, one cannot perhaps do 
better than select a classic. The lines 
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WHAT A DARLING 
‘His Gract 








open to the author (I have never found 
more) are six in number. 


THe RETROSPECTIVE- 
CONGRATULATORY. 

All those who laughed and cried over 
David Copperfield and The Old Curiosity 
Shop will hail with joy another vividly 
human story from the pen of this 
popular writer. In Nicholas Nickleby 
Mr. CuHarLes Dickens is at his very 
best. Once one has taken out this book 
one cannot send it back again. 


THE DEPRECATORY. 


The name of CaarLes DICKENS is 
unknown to the public at large 
though essays and articles from his pen 
have made their bow in such domestic 
publications as Household Words. In 
Nicholas Nickleby he has made an 
ambitious attempt to give us the lives 
and careers of at least nine families, all 
drawn from widely different strata of 
society. Whether he has succeeded or 
not the reader must determine. 


Tue Batp Résumé. 
The impoverished Nickleby family 


BABY! 
IS THREE MONTHS OF AGE.” 


How oLp 18 HE, Nursr?” 








turn, on the death of the father, a 
country clergyman, to the metropolis, 
where Kate finds employment in a 
modiste’s shop, and Nicholas drifts 
from schoolmastering in Yorkshire to 
the stage. How he found success in a 
City office and how he and Kate made, 
in the end, happy marriages, form the 
subject of Nicholas Nickleby (7/6 net). 


Tue INCIDENTAL. 


In this delightful novel of theatrical 
life the reader is offered many a peep 
behind the scene, and it is impossible 
to feel that one does not know—and 
know intimately—the gloomy tra- 
gedian and the airy Mr. Folair. Indeed 
the whole setting of Nicholas Nickleby 
reads like the truth, and Mr. Dickens 
is to be congratulated upon a very 
readable tale. 

THe QuErRy. 

What can an impulsive, ambitious 
and penniless young man do when faced 
with the implacable enmity of his rich, 
debauched and powerful uncle? With 
circumstances against him, friendless 
in London, how can he shield his help- 





less sister and his widowed mother, | 


one the prey of unscrupulous gamblers 
and villains, the other of a maniac 
who assaults her with uncooked vege- 
tables ? 

In Nicholas Nickleby the author, 
C. Dickens, solves these and other 


social questions in an attractive and | 


telling manner which will hold the 
attention of the reader from the first 
page to the last. 


Tue TANTALISING-MyYSTERIOUS. 


It is impossible in the following pages 
not to suspect Mr. CHaries DickENs 
of some sly digs at the eminent, and 
the publishers feel confident that 
Nicholas Nickleby will arouse a verit- 
able storm of speculation and asser- 
tion in a million homes as to the 
prototypes of Ralph Nickleby, Vincent 
Crummles and Sir Mulberry Hawk. 
And do we not all recognise Lord 
Frederick Verisopht 

These and similar questions should 
help to pass the long winter eveni 


in the most entertaining manner. Mr. 
DicKENS is certainly a “find.” 
RACHEL. 
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The Word War. 


Vill. 
* Personalize.” 


Yes, I say it again, lexicographer 
dear, you are feeble. A ae 
Bishop—writes to me wi 
mdiaeaiinn that he has been saked te 

personalize some petitions”! But what 
happens—or “transpires”? I turn to 
my enormous and expensive diction- 
ary and there I find the obscene and 


festering verb:— 


‘ PeRsONALIZE v. 1727. To render 
personal; to personify: to impersonate. 
Hence, Personalization.” 

Hence my foot! 

I do not care what they did in 1727, 
there can never be a good reason for 
using this foul verb now. Obviously 
it is not the same as “personify”’ or 
“impersonate,” and it ought not to be 
in any Christian dictionary. 

For, if “personalize,” why not 
“finalize”? Why not “slenderize” 
and “tenderize”? A warrior tells me 
that he has seen some prunes com- 
mended as being “tenderized by a 
special process.” Well, why not? If 
enough prune-purveyors go on saying 
‘tenderize” it will be im the next 
edition of all the dictionaries! Yes, and 
“normalize”’ too (to render normal), 
and “heneficialize’’ (to render bene- 
ficial), and “musicalize” (to render 
musical). O Gosh! O Bosh! O Timid 
Lexicographer! 

Yes, | know that we have man 
useful and respected verbs in “‘ize”’; 
and I know that it is easy and tem 
to take any word, add “ize” to it 
say that you have made a new verb. 
But the temptation should be resisted. 
For the examples I have given will 
show to what depths the habit may 
bring us, and the respected verbs of 
this kind are not so pretty that we 
want to see them increase a multiply. 
“Characterize,” for example—I may 
be alone in this, but I do detest 
“characterize.” Here and there, no 
doubt, the use of it is just right; but 
in most cases it is just or 
pompous. And if “characterize, 
not “‘factize” (to state the facts of a 
case), or ““numberize” (to give the 
numbers, or count) ? 

1 was never very fond of “ minimize” 
(‘In diplomatic circles no one is 
attempting to minimize the gravity of 
the situation’); and now a warrior 
sends me a “maximize” from a daily 
popes ann he rang me up at 

vreakfast-time to tell me about it, 
which (though he receives a medal for 
keenness) he must not do again. 


“Stockist.” 


A propos—several warriors have seen 
a monster who advertises himself as a 
“stockist of motor-tyres.” And soon, 
I suppose, he will be stockizing his 
customers. 

“ize” and “ise.” 

This is dangerous work, brothers, 
but every danger brings a lesson, and 
we must “face up to” them bravely. 
“Face up to,” by the way, is on three or 
four Black Lists, and rightly. What an 
expression! The passion for superfluous 
prepositions is becoming a disease. 
“Give me them that will face me,” 
said one of SHAKESPEARE’S characters ; 
but he would not say it now. And if 
Macautay had been writing in this 
elegant age he would have written— 

“ And how can man die better 
Than facing up To fearful odds 


For the ashes of his fathers 
And the temples of his gods?” 


But we wander. Some kind warriors 
tell me that I am careless and erroneous 
about “ise’’ and “ize.” I plead guilty. 
I have seldom given the matter a 
thought. This is one of those “‘issues” 
on which a writer may be right but 
seem to be wrong, or have no opinion 
at all and seem to be right. For pub- 
lishers’ and newspapers’ “ readers’’ have 
their own fixed policy, and, though 
you may write “realize’’ all through 
your novel, you may find in the 
first proof that it has become “realise” 
in the press. But that is no defence. 
We should make up our minds and, 
if we are flouted, have rows with 
our publishers. The papers are an- 
other matter. In your letter to The 
Times you will be printed “realize.” 
But in The Daily telegraph you will 
find that you have written “realise.” 
And if you have strong views and tell 
these papers that you will not write to 

again it is just possible that 
neither of them will mind very 
much. 

But there is the problem—Do you 
write “realize” or “realise,” “organize” 
- S i os I confess that I have 
oi through life not worrying about 
it, but generally writing “s” because I 
vaguely disliked “‘z’’ and was vaguely 
attached to “s.” Well, that was : 
and I ask pardon of the brotherhood ; 
for these things matter. I have studied 
the authorities and I am now (I think) 
a converted “zedder’’ (in the right 

ces), falling in behind The Times, 

he N.E.D. and The Encyclopedia 
Britannica. But, for all I know, Mr. 
Punch — be a passionate “‘esser”’; 
and, though I nowrealize that “realise” 
was wrong, you may find that he has 
printed “realise ”’ after all. What a life! 


But, leaving my own troubles apart, 
the orders are, brothers, that our 
troops be ‘‘zedders”’ forthwith—in the 
right places. Mark that. For there are 
fearful pitfallshere. Donot, forexample, 
Bobby, begin to write “compromize,” 
“advertize,” “‘chastize,” “despize”’ or 
“disguize”’ and say I told you to. No, 
you must write “advertise” but “organ- 
ize,” “improvise” but “moralize,” 
“chastise’” but “cauterize.” Why? 
Well, it would take a long time to 
explain, and I am not at all sure that I 
shall. I have a headache as it is, and 
I hope that by this time you have a 
headache too. Besides, much better 
men than I have explained it already 
in printed books, and it is not for me 
to cheat them of their royalties, especi- 
ally as I have only just got the hang 
of the thing myself. Therefore, for 
example, look at Fow.Er’s Modern 
English Usage under -ise and -ize. I 
gather from one of my gallant warriors 
that this is not merely a matter of 
domestic philology (if that is the right 
word). There are international compli- 
cations; and the honour, perhaps the 
life, of the British “zed’’ is in danger. 
For the French, you see, in their odd 
volatile fashion, do not use a “‘z,” and 
therefore in the kind of verbs we are 
talking about they have “s” always— 
a nation of ‘“essers,” through no fault 
of their own. But the Americans have 
a letter which is very like the British 
“ged,” but in their odd outlandish 
fashion they call a “‘zee”’ (“zed,” I be- 
lieve, was discarded, as a gesture, in the 
War of Independence). Well, now, my 
warrior tells me that the Americans 
use their “‘zee’’ in the most barbarous 
and unChristian fashion, in places 
where no civilised nation could possibly 
use “zed’’—or even “zee”; for ex- 
ample, he says, they will even write 
“analyze,” which is wrong by every 
rule and in every hemisphere. And in 
our anxiety to avoid such bad be- 
haviour many of the English have 
swung over to the other extreme and 
use “s” for safety where “z”’ is not 
only permissible but right. That means 
that life is easier, since the man who 
always “‘esses’’ commits no serious 
crime, unlike the man who “‘zeds’”’ in 
the wrong place, and he does not have 
to pause before “‘advertise”’ and think, 
“Ts this a ‘zed* or an ‘ess’?” But it 
reduces us to the pitiable barrenness 
of the French language, which has no 
“zed,” and may end at last in the 
extinction of the British “zed” (ex- 
cept in such words as “zebra,” “lazy 

and “ Hezekiah”), which many of my 
warriors would regard as a calamity. 
So, you see, it is the old story of 
Foreign Affairs, Great Britain vacil- | 
lating between two alien powers and > 
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“Is rr NECESSARY FOR THE BOWLER TO TAKE SUCH LONG RUNS?” 


Nor EXACTLY NECESSARY, BUT IT’S VERY FORTUNATE. 


an 


King GE ea 
“g's 


mi diiriakic 


Ir GIVES THE BATSMAN TIME TO THINK OUT HIS PRESS REPORT.” 








heading feebly for a false position. I area,” objected Pamela—‘‘if you know 


dare say that some of you think that 
Disarmament and Trade are more 
important that the British “‘Z,” but 
that is a very shallow and indolent 
thought, and I will not have it in the 
umy. Your home-work, then, this 
week will be to think of all the verbs 
in “ise” or “ize,” write them down and 
write them down right. Ask your famil 
and friends to help you and you will 
find that the week-end is full of fun 
and dissension. I will give you only 
this one clue: that you ought to write 
“ize” whenever you are really using 
the Greek termination d@, or -izo, as 
in “evangelize,” but not in “advertise,” 
where you are not. Is that clear? 


A. P. H. 





The Limit. 


‘Iv’s all right for young Anderson,” 
shouted Pamela. She shouted because 
young Anderson was at that moment 
departing thunderously in his new 
sports model, “ But our car never does 
thirty miles an hour,” she continued 
when the noise had died down. 
‘Hardly ever, anyway.” 

“In that case,” I said, “it’s all right 
for us and all wrong for young er- 
son. 


“Only while he’s in a built-up 





what that is.” 

I collected the cocktail-glasses and 
put them on the tray. 

“T do know,” I assured her. “I 
know pretty well everything there is 
to know about built-up areas. The 
important thing to remember is that 
there are two kinds.” 

“Are there ?”’ 

“There are. A good example of the 
first is the one outside my Aunt 
Emily’skitchen- window at Hampstead. 
A built-up area, I may add, eagerly 
patrolled by the local policeman.” 

“That’s a built-down area,” said 
Pamela. 

“Built-up areas of the second vari- 
ety,” I continued, “are districts, also 
eagerly patrolled by the local police, 
where there is at least one lamp-post 
every two hundred yards.” 

“ Back-yards, I suppose.” 

I ignored her. 

“When motoring through these dis- 
tricts,” I said, “the speed-limit must 
be observed.” 

“So must the lamp-posts,” said 
Pamela. ‘That's the ridiculous part. 
It will lead to far more accidents, 
because nobody can keep counting 


lamp-posts and drive properly at the 
same time.” 





I said there was no need to keep | 
counting lamp-posts. ‘‘ Before starting 
out,” I explained, ‘one makes a 
simple mathematical calculation. There 
are 1,760 yards in a mile.” 

“‘T know that,” said Pamela. 

“Well, then, one arrives at the 
number of lamp-posts one would pass 
in a minute travelling at thirty miles 
an hour through a built-up area by 
dividing 1,760 by 200 and halving the 
result. It’s as clear as daylight.” 

“Lamp-light, you mean.” 

I looked at her severely. 
speaking figuratively,” I said. 

“T know. What’s the answer!” 

“What’s what answer?” 

“ The answer todividing two hundred 
into whatever it was you said and 
halving the result.” : 

I extracted a pencil from my pocket. 
“The answer,” I informed her after | 
some time had passed, “is four and | 
two-fifths.” 

** Miles ?”’ 

“Lamp-posts.” s 

“Four and two-fifths lamp-posts, 
repeated Pamela in a aaed tone. 

“Certainly. Four and two-fifths 
lamp-posts every minute.” 

Pamela shook her head sadly. “! 
told you it would mean more acci- 
dents,” she said. 


“T was 








ett eee pt 


Ae ANI tA BE 




















es 




















May 8, 1935] 





PUNCH, or The London Charivari 





551 





Bedside Reading. 


L—A Treatise on the Winter Cough. 


A FRIEND of mine once told me that 
the happiest moment of his day came 
when he crawled into bed, put his feet 
on the hot-water-bottle and took up 
his Epcar WaALLAcE. With the first 
two conditions of the height of bliss 
few will disagree, but the selection of the 
bedside book is quite another matter. 
Tastes differ, but it is safe to say that 
many will lay aside the detective story 
as the time for sleep approaches. 

But what shall we substitute? The 
choice of a book is such a personal 
matter that one hesitates to offer an 
opinion. Nevertheless I feel that, 
having found the ideal reading for my- 
self, it would be churlish to withhold 
the title from the general public. My 
first choice, then, has fallen upon An 
Essay on the Use of a Regulated Tem- 
perature in Winter Cough and Consump 
tion, by Isaac Buxton, M.D., pub- 
lished in London in the year 1810. A 
copy came into my hands a few years 
ago, and since then it has rarely been 
absent from my bedside table. 

The first seventy-two pages of the 
book are occupied with a description 
of the winter cough and a treatise on 
the value of a well-regulated tempera- 
ture, and it is not until page 73 that the 
excitement begins, when we are intro- 
duced to John Billingsley, Esquire, of 
Ashwicke Grove, Somersetshire, “‘ verg- 
ing fast towards the last extremity”’ 
in the early spring of the year 1800 
Winter cough was the trouble, and 
three remedies were proposed: a room 
heated to sixty degrees of FanREn- 
HEIT’s thermometer; a heated atmo- 
sphere impregnated with the exhala- 
tions of the cow-house; or a long sea- 
voyage. This last suggestion Mr 
Billingsley at once absolutely rejected 
the exhalations of the cow-house he 
turned down with contumely, and the 
less interesting though perhaps safer 
remedy of the temperated room was 
finally adopted. Mr. Billingsley was 
first removed the twenty miles to 
Clifton and was there placed in close 
company with a stove twelve inches 
square and costing eleven guineas. In 
this position he was dosed with 
digitalis and tincture of opium, and, 
so far as the evidence of Dr. Buxton 
goes, he lived happily ever afterwards 

The exact nature of the stove is only 
disclosed towards the end of the book 
An ingenious friend of the doctor's 
when seated before an open fire on a 
cold day, observed that he was un- 
pleasantly hot in front and exceedingly 
cold behind. Not content with the 
evidence of his senses he fetched a 





JUST BECAUSE WE ARE ENGLISH 
WON'T MAKE A FUSS ABOUT THIS.” 





YOU NEEDN'T THINK MY SISTER AND I 








couple of thermometers, suspended one 
upon his front and one upon his back 
and watched the movement of the 
mercury until his front was scorched 
and his behind frozen. The evidence 
was conclusive : the open fire was hence- 
forth condemned as a cure for the 
winter cough. The Rumfordised stove 
was a distinct improvement; but even 
rumfordisation did not settle the 
matter. The German stove again was 
not satisfactory, for the doctor ob- 
served that sick-chambers in Germany 
almost always smelt disagreeably, and 
he was generous enough to admit that 
this was not so much the fault of the 
Germans themselves as of the German 
stove. Of the method of heated air 
used in the Nottingham Hospital, Dr. 
Buxton did not “‘chuse to give a 
decided positive opinion,” and he finally 
plumped for the compound German 
stove, a combination of the open fire 
and the closed stove, as supplied to 
Miss H. and presumably Miss B. of 
Whitechapel, the third and last patient 





upon whom the doctor’s conclusions 


were based. 


The case of Miss H. was of interest, | 
though we could wish that her name | 
had not been withheld. The lady was | 


about twenty years of age, tall and 
thin, and had been attended, till Dr. 


BuxtTon’s appearance in 1809, by a | 


respectable practitioner named Mr. 


WaLLace, junior, of Carshalton. She | 


had at that time had a cold for three 
months and suffered from frothy ex- 
pectoration. No cow-house exhalations 
or sea-voyages could be recommended 


here, for the extravagances of Mr. | 


Billingsley were out of the question. 
Miss H. was therefore introduced to a 
stove costing three pounds four shil- 
lings, and three weeks later her 
recovery was complete. One of Miss 
H.’s family sat up late to raise the fire 


before going to bed, while another rose | 


early in the mornin 
flames in the stove. Thus was Miss H. 
nursed back to health, and thus have 
I been soothed at many a bedtime. 


to kindle the | 
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“Wuat’s wrong with Nospy, CorroraL? ” 
“*OmeEsick.” 

“ Arn’? WE ALL?” 
“Yous, BUT IT’S WORSE FOR ‘IM THAN IT IS FER US. 


C Beave HMA rer 7. 


a4~ 


‘Is FATHER’S GOT A PUB BY THE RIVER,” 








The Case of the Impersonation. 


F'rxino his seeptical friend, J. Smith, 
with what he believed to be a gimlet 
eye, the Great Detective began, “I 
have never forgotten———” and paused. 

J. Smith observed that this was not 
the least obvious of the qualities he 
shared with that noble animal the 
elephant; but the Great Detective went 
on unmoved, “—that on one occasion 
you accused me of being a theatrical 
person. In this connection you would 
perhaps care to hear of a rather curious 
case of impersonation I once had to 
solve. This problem was superficial 
very difficult, for practically all the 
members of the house-party among 
which the impersonator had to be 
looked for were people of abundant 
experience in amateur acting.” 

J. Smith made no further comment. 
tle sat stroking his walrus moustache 


with an abstracted air and gazing at 
the club fire. 

“IT say again,” said the Great De- 
tective, irritated, ‘ you would no doubt 
care to hear of. if 

“Wrong, as usual, old boy,” J. Smith 
said, waving a hand, “but proceed. 
My attention shall be your birthday 
present.” 

“This is not my birthday.” 

“Then when your birthday comes 
round,” said J. Smith, “ kindly remem- 
ber that you are under an obligation to 
me instead of vice versa.” 

The Great Detective regarded his 
unsatisfactory friend with displeasure 
and looked round in search of a better 
audience. But there was no one else 
about, so, sighing, he proceeded. 

“As | implied, I was a member of the 
house-party,” he said, “all the other 
members of which, except one—a Mr. 
Pioneers O. Pioneers, who was intro- 
duced to me as a prominent explorer— 





were keen and accomplished amateur 
actors. They were, in fact, to give 4 





performance shortly, I forget what of, | 


and as things stood Mr. Pioneers 0. | 
Pioneers and I looked like being in the | 


audience.” 

“I take it some sort of crime was 
committed before the fatal day,” said 
J. Smith. ‘You fellows have all the 
luck.” 

The Great Detective said reluctantly, 
“You are quite right. On Wednesday 
morning the house-party awoke to 
find that not only had the safe been 


opened and rifled during the night, but | 


also the butler had disappeared. This 
was serious.” 

“No doubt,” J. Smith nodded. ‘The 
only person who knew where to find a 
corkscrew.” 

“1 was referring to the safe. A con- 
siderable sum of money had gone from 
that. To begin with, of course, it was 
assumed that the butler had taken it; 
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| curious thing was,” 
| Detective, ** 
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| but almost at once came the news that 


he had been found — 

“Dead ?” 

“Dead to the world,” said the Great 
Detective delicately, “‘with a bottle 
beside him.” 

‘What, only one bottle ? 
perhaps?” 

‘An ordinary bottle—full. 
been hit on the head with it.’ 

“T can just see you,” said J. Smith, 
“drinking in the evidence.” 

“He was found some miles away 
from the house in a stable, and the 
said the Great 
that he stuck to his story 
of having been lured there by a note, 
the contents of which he would not 
reveal, the day before—that is, Tues- 
day. Early on Tuesday. But it was 


A flagon, 
He had 


| remembered that the butler had been 


seen at intervals throughout Tuesday, 
and that on Tuesday evening he had 
not only stood for some time at the 
sideboard employed, as all supposed. 
in the duties of buttling, but had also 
personally drawn the curtains. No one 
could remember having seen him leave 
the room after drawing the curtains 
but many of them were positive that 
they had recognised his back as he 
performed the action. The thing could 
be explained only by impersonation, 
and in a house so full of people with 
experience of amateur theatricals that, 
from the first, is how I explained it.” 

“ But what fool would have wanted 
to impersonate the butler?” J. Smith 
inquired testily. “‘ It ought to have been 
easy enough to get at the old brandy 
without—” 

‘An accomplice of the safe-robber,’ 
explained the Great Detective. “All 
Tuesday-—this is what I deduced 
while the real butler was out of the 
way the false butler was preparing the 
ground for the robber’s entry. Before 
that he had been studying his part. He 
had done the job very effectively and 
covered his tracks; but it was my busi- 
ness to find him. You will admit that 
this was a puzzle. But I am used to 
puzzles.” 

“So am I,” said J. Smith, and he 
began to intone: “The fifteen hun- 
dred and umptieth puzzle in this series, 


| together with the solution of puzzle 


number one thousand, five hundred 
and——” 

“I solved it by deduction,” the 
Great Detective interrupted loudly. 


“From the nature of the impersona- 


_ tion I deduced the identity of the im- 


personator.” 
“Are you going to expect me to 
believe it was a man who was good at 
stage butlers?” 
“No. Now you,” 
Detective good-humouredly, 


said the Great 
“have a 
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CORPORATE HONOURS. 


Butler (to Footman). “1 sex, 


PARKER, 


WE ‘AVE BECOME A BARONET.” 








try with the same data that I had to 
goon. I have told you that the false 
butler spent practically the whole time 
with his back to his audience, made 
no attempt whatever to raise a laugh, 
avoided the limelight throughout and 
withdrew absolutely unperceived. You 
know my methods. Who was it?” 
You tell me,” said J. Smith win- 
ningly 
‘ {t was of course Mr. 


Pioneers O. 


Pioneers,” said the Great Detective, 
‘the only man who had had nothing to 
do with amateur theatricals at all.” 

“And you caught him, of course?” 

The Great Detective looked put out. | 
‘To be frank, he escaped after I had 
chased him for some time over the | 
lawn—but I do not wish to dwell on | 
that.” 

“IT should think not, 
rheumatism,” J. Smith said. 


with your | 
R. M. 
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“ Now I CONSIDER THAT IS THE ONLY THING IN THE ROOM WORTH LOOKING AT.” 
By Jove, vovu’rRE nicnut. WHaT EYES, WHAT A FIGURE—OH, BEG PARDON, YOU'RE TALKING OF THE ricroRss /” 








To the Moon. 


You on whom every bard spreads butter by the 
yard, 
Then adds a coat of lard, and spreads again, 
Preposterous Orb, their song, fat though it be 
and strong, 
Is basically wrong, as I maintain. 


The lunatic, though mild by day as any child, 
Fiummoxed by you gets wild and breaks things 
up; 
You ot the slumbering brats, and stimulate 
those cats; 
There ’s one thing worse, and that’s my neigh- 
bour’s pup. 


Also it’s you, men say, who draw the sea away 
From those who'd fain display the swimmer’s 


art, 
Who wade out miles and yet find that their knees 
aren’t wet 


What time the chill winds get the upper part. 


The sentimental tar, or exile wandering far, 
Beneath some alien star doomed still to roam, 

Gazing at night on you recalls some maiden who 
He weakly hopes is true to him at home: 


“E’en now,” he softly sighs, “she turns her starry 
eyes 
Up to yon moonlit skies, and thinks of me ” ; 
The fact that he’s about from ten to twelve 
hours out 
Affects him not, no doubt, though fact it be. 


But when there comes the night of harvest’s 
annual height 
And in their silvery might your full rays cast 
Silver and silver still on silvered vale and hill, 
And young men feel a thrill too good to last, 


A rapture unassuaged, save they can get engaged 
(Shared e’en by those more aged, men of full 
prime) 
And the next morning cry off e’er the sun rides 
high, 
(Which is the way that I was caught last time), 


Then, as we inly muse, we find those poets’ 
views, 
Though lofty to peruse, are far from sound ; 
Though if, to be exact, they seem a trifle cracked, 
Such is of course the fact, take them all round. 
Dum- Dum. 
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Rationalising Michael. 





Tue Devil came suddenly upon the 
poor man, Michael, just as he was 
loosing his ass from the cart by moon- 
light, he having a load of turf fetched 
| from the bog. 

“Ah! Michael,” says the Devil. 
| Michael. Yes, this is the man.” 
“Surely not, your honour,” says 
| Michael, trembling. “There’s plenty 
| worse not the throw of a cripple from 
us this minute.” 
| “Silence, Michael,” says the | 
| Devil. “I’ve had my eye on | 
| you for a long time, and I’ve \ 
| come to the conclusion that 
' something must be done.” | 
“Oh, your honour,” says 
poor Michael, “have you 
thought of Rafferty at the 
shop, and he the biggest 
rogue in all Ireland? I’m | 
sure your honour would get | 
more satisfaction out of 





Rafk rty 
“Will you be quiet ?”’ says \f./ 


| the Devil, 

own good.” 
| At those words Michael! , 
| trembled more than ever, for 
| that’s what the schoolmaster 

used to say before he 

skelped him. 
| “T’ve decided, Michael,” 
| says the Devil, rubbing his 
| hands, “to rationalise you.” 
“Heaven help me!” says 
| | Michael; “‘ but whatever it is, 
| will you do it to Rafferty 
too! 

‘Rafferty doesn’t need it, 
| says the Devil, smiling pleas- 
antly. 
‘I thought it might make | 

him give me the pig back,” 
says Michael, “that he vas 


“It’s for your 


I’m sorry, your honour, but 
Raflerty and the pig is getting between 
me and my rest.” 
“ Be easy now,” says the Devil. “It’s 

little time you'll have for worrying 

about pigs when I’ve rationalised you.” 
| “Have you done it to many, your 

| honour?” asks Michael. 
| “Quite a number,” says the Devil. 
| ‘Over in England I've rationalised all 
them Saxons, except a few obstinate 
divils of tramps and suchlike that’s not 
worth my trouble.” 

‘Has it improved the blagyards ? 

asks Michael. 
| “That’s a matter of opinion,” says 
| the Devil tartly. “They're a bitter 
ungrateful set, the English. However, 
we mustn’t stand talking here and all 
| this rationalising to be done.” 


i 
i 
| 





for athree-and- sixpenny debt. I = 
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“Couldn’t your honour do it any 
othe or way?’ ’ asks Michael, humbly. 

“H'm,” says the Devil. “Well, I 
might collectivise you, but I don’t 
think you'd enjoy it. Besides, the time 
isn’t ripe yet. 1 think we'll carry on 
w ith the rationalising for the present.” 

“Will it do my rheumatics any 
good?” says Michael “It’s cruel, your 
honour, like a man behind you, and he 
having a great knife, when you do be 
cutting turf.” 


“Quiet now!” says the Devil 





REPORTS FROM RIVERS. 


: Bopytine ANGLING SEASON OPENED QUIETLY IN 


HAMPSHIRE. 


sharply. “This is rationalisation, not 
rheumatics. I’ve decided, Michael, to 
make a start with your lighting 
system.” 

‘Sure there isn’t any, your honour,” 
says Michael, “‘unless there’s the 
stump of an old candle that does be in 
it. There was one last month, but the 
pig ate it; and now Rafferty has the* 
pig and the candle too, the curse of 
Crummile be on him and his shop!” 

‘Have done, Michael!” says the 
Devil. “What a digressive rogue you 
are, to be sure. What you want, 
Michael, is the electric light.” 

“What for?’’ asks Michael. 

“Why, to see with,” says the Devil. 

“And what would I want to see for, 
glory be to God,’’ says Michael, “me 


that knows every corner of the cabin 
and ever choice place the pig would 
have to lie down - till Ratte erty, the 
old skinflint, took her for a three-and- 
sixpenn debt? Did I tell your honour 
about that?” 

“You did,” says the Devil, very 
severe, “ And let me tell you—if I have 
one more cheep out of you about the 

I ll collectivise you and the pig too. 
e're discussing ‘electric light, not 
igs. I’m ashamed of you, Michael. 

‘ou’re not civiltsed. Here’s the electric 

light begging and praying to 
be used and you won't use 
it.” 

“Have they got it in 


England?” asks Michael 
doubtfully. 
“They have that,” says the 


Devil—*in every house, ay, 
and in every room, and even 
in the pigsties.” 

“ Pigsties?’’ says Michael. 
| ‘I’ve never heard the name. 
| What are pigsties?”’ 

“Why, where the English 
| keep the pigs, you big omad- 
| haun,” says the Devil. 

“And why wouldn't they 
keep them in the house, the 
| great proud ruffians?’’ asks 
| Michael. 

“Don't I keep telling you 
I’ve rationalised them all?” 
says the Devil. “You're 
mighty slow at taking in an 
idea. Well, what with the 
electric light in every room 
the English have only got to 
touch a switch and it’s as 
light as day.” 

“And why would I want 
it as light as day?” says 
| Michael. ‘Sure, isn’t the peat 
| fire that does be in it enough 
| for me to eat my supper by?” 

| “Ah, you're an obstinate 
| thief,” says the Devil, shak- 
___.| ing his head. ‘“‘I declare it’s 








English you must be at heart oe 


way you raise objections to ever 
thing. Now in England, what with the 
electric light, you can see the least 
speck of dust anywhere. Think of that, 
Michael.” 

“I’m thinking of it, your honour,” 
says Michael. ‘Sure it may be a good 
thing to see a speck of dust, but I’m 
just as happy without.” 

“You dirty rogue,” says the Devil; 
“it’s not a speck of dust, no, nor yet 
a bushel—it's a cartload you'll see in 
your house when you've got the 
electric light.” 

“ And if it was two cartloads itself,” 
says Michael, “it wouldn’t hurt me to 
look at it.” 

“Ah, but that’s not all, 


’ says the 
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Devil. “As soon as you’ve got the 
electric light a young man will come 
round to see herself.” 

“Glory be to God!” says Michael, 
“it’s that I’d like to see! Faith, she’ll 
make him lep! She'll loosen his joints 
with curses!” 

“Whisht now,” says the Devil. 


_ “This young man will get round her- 
| self—and it’s you that ought to watch 
_ and see how it’s done, you poor spirit- 
| less creature—and he'll sell her a 


_ machine for cleaning the house by 
_ electricity. And every day after that, 
| Michael, when you come home she’ll 
_have the house turned upside down 
_ and be cleaning it.” 
_ “Will she so?” shouts Michael. 
| “Ah, then I won’t be rationalised at 
| all! I don’t wonder the English is such 
_ bad-tempered scoundrels,” 
And with that he made the Sign 
the Cross, and the Devil vanished with 
a fuff and a stink of brimstone, and it 
was a long time before he was seen in 
those parts again. W.G. 








| Our Musical Giants, 
“Vavenan WiitiaMms' Srronc Worx. 
Queen’s Hatt Pusiic Carrmp Away.” 
Newspaper Headlines. 


Rock-Gardens. 


RoOcK-GARDENS in England are of 
two kinds—those that are all garden 
and those that are all rock. The latter 
are considered by their owners to be 
the only genuine type of rock-garden, 
and they refer scathingly to the other 
kind as mere heaps of earth stuck all 
over with uninspired stones like plums 
in a pudding and overgrown with the 
more flashy sort of rock-plants which 
would be classed as weeds by any self- 
respecting rock-gardener. In fact they 
themselves don’t use the word rock- 

lant at all; they talk about “alpines”’ 
in a lofty or five-thousand-feet-above- 
sea-level manner. Their own rock- 
gardens are composed of specially im- 

*ported slabs of mountain crag, shale, 





of scree and scoria. They have installed 


a special drainage system to carry 
away moisture, and a special watering 
system to supply moisture. They have 
constructed miniature precipices and 
waterfalls. They may even have a small 
moraine. Everything, in fact, except 
a working model of a glacier. The 
plants that are then grown in all this 
are invariably very rare, very foreign 


and very, very small. They are also 
invariably in a delicate state of health, 
the main idea being to try to grow 
something which is practically im- 
possible to grow in England but which 
flourishes on the north slopes of the 
Pamirs or is found under the bigger 
stones in the Dolomites; or only 
flowers every other year under two 
feet of snow, and so on. The net result 
of course generally looks like one of 
the barrener parts of a mountain-range 
tombstoned with white plant-labels. 
This type of rock-garden is very rare 
and only owned by experts. ; 

The other kind of rock-garden is 
exactly the opposite. It is generally 
two mounds of earth studded with 
stones. A small sunk path between 
them leads to what is called the pond 
but is more often a drainage-sump 
filled with mud and decayed leaves, 
because George didn’t do the cementing 
properly. The whole arrangement, 
whenever you are taken to see it, was, 
in the words of Miss RurH DraPeRrs 
well-known lady-gardener, “absolutely 
marvellous last week,” but at the 
moment is covered completely—rocks, 
path, pond and several yards of terrl- 
tory in every direction—with strange 
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| and voracious greenery, among which 
' can be discerned a few startled flowers. 
This is a rock-garden, as distinct from 
| an Alpine garden, and is extremely 
common. Indeed it is no exaggeration 
to say that everybody living in the 
country who owns a garden big enough 
to swing a kitten in sooner or later finds 
himself in possession of one—a rock. 
garden of course, not a kitten. 

Now there is a very good reason for 

this. Investigation will | 

show that the country | 

gardening fraternity 1s | 

divided into two classes | 

—those who have rock- | 

gardens and those who | 

| 

| 

| 


have not. Further re- 
search will reveal that 
none of the “ have-nots” 
has lived in the place | 
for more than twelve | 
months, and this pro- | 
vides the clue. 
As in so many other | 
spheres of life, those 
who have not are com- 
pletely at the mercy of | 
those who have. When | 
they first arrive in the 
neighbourhood they may | 
not want a rock-garden ; 
they may not like rock- 
gardens; they may even 
be damned if they’re 
going to have a rock- 
garden. But ultimately 
a rock-garden gets there. 
They can’t help them- 
selves. For, firstly, they 
continually find them- 
| selves being involved in | 
| long conversations in 
which things like) 
Linum salsolordes and | 
| Sedum spathulifolium | 
| purpureum occur with 
devastating frequency, 
while nasturtium, the 
| one word they are sure 
| of, is never mentioned. 
Secondly, they are! 
| asked out to innumer- 
| able teas by comparative 
strangers to ~ 





HE CAN FIND 
see the 


| rock-garden,” and they invariably find 


that a vivid imagination and a perfect 

memory are integral parts of their 
| host’s equipment for the ceremony, 
| coupled with a complete lack of any 
| sense of the passage of time. And 
| thirdly they are perpetually being 
| pressed, cajoled and urged—sometimes 
| practically ordered—to plough up the 
| strawberry-bed or saw down the as 
| paragus in order to make a charming 
| little rock-garden themselves. 
| Now these exhortations are not made 
| out of any good-natured longing to see 


Conductor. 


a less-favoured mortal sharing the good 
things of life. They arise from the 
fact that rock-gardens, like City men 
just passing middle-age, have a decided 
tendency to spread. Things like aub— 
that purple stuff, and cera—that white 
one, and the lesser whatnotifrage are 
everlastingly bursting out of bounds and 
slumping all over the rockery, com- 
pletely smothering the less aggressive 
thingumiwort in the next pen, and in 





“THERE IS NO CAUSE FOR ALARM, LADIES AND GENTLEMEN. 
THE DRIVER HAS ONLY GONE A LITTLE WAY DOWN THE HILL TO SEE IF 


A PART OF THE BRAKES WHICH HAS DROPPED 


time probably even encroaching on the 
tennis-court. So great chunks of the 
offending plants are always being dug 
up, and, as rock-gardeners resemble 
owners of unexpected kittens in that 
they don’t want the darn things but 
cannot bear to destroy them, they start 
looking eagerly round for someone who 
will give their cast-offs a good home. 
This of course can only mean someone 
who hasn't got a rock-garden at all and 
may be forced to start one. The rock- 
gardenless man therefore is quite liable 
to find himself suddenly being snowed 


under with great loads of rampant 
vegetation which, if not immediatel 
and painlessly destroyed, will grow all 
over the house and garden, blocking 
doors, choking windows and forcing 
its way through ventilators and down 
chimneys. The result will be that the 
fellow will either have to have the 
place burnt down and build himself 
another in a different county with the 
insurance-money, or else his house will 
ie a 7 end up by looking some- 
thing like the Sleeping 
Beauly'’s —except that 
he certainly won't have 
any time for sleep and 
‘eee! is not a bit 
veautiful. 

Before he has been in 
the place six months, 
therefore, he realises 
that in sheer self-defence 


garden of his own, and 
before another six 


one day, when old Miss 
Gumwhistle beetles in 
to offer him a decom- 
posing mass of nothera 
cespitosa—it was 
sprawling, my dear, 
simply sprawling; I had 
| to thin it’’—he at once 
says he’s full up already 
and even counters 
smartly with an offer of 


nummularia. She at 
once recognises him as 
having at last joined the 
great majority who 
know a saxifrage as a 
saxifraga, and hand-in- 
hand and with two 
truck-loads of (Hno— 
what I said before, they 
go to pay a formal call 


“The Larches’’ who, 
Miss Gumwhistle has 
heard, have not yet got 
ovr,” a rock-garden. 

ey _..| But they dashed soon 
will have! A.A. 








Business As Usual. 


“That something has been brewing in 
Munich, where Herr Hitler has been in close 
conference with his advisers, is the general 
opinion in Berlin.”—London Daily. 

We ~— something has been ferment- 
ing in Pilsen as well. 


“ Steps and adders.” 
Garden Sale Catalogue, 


Show us the adders and we'll take 
the steps. 





a wodge of Lysimachia | 


on the new people at | 


he must have a rock- | 


months have passed he | 
has made it. And then | 
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At the Play. 


“Tovaricn”’ (LyRIc). 

Tux habit of looking across the 
Channel for comedies sometimes an- 
swers, but a good deal of alteration 
has, as a rule, to take place. Sir 
Cepric Harpwicke had a triumph in 
The Late Christopher Bean because the 
plot was boldly shifted from France to 
the North of English countryside. But 
you cannot do that with comedies 
about Russian émigrés, and Tovarich, 
at the Lyric Theatre, has to have its 
action in Paris. 


It is a story of high-born Russians, 
a Prince and his Archduchess wife, in 
the last extremities for money but 
undaunted in spirit, who take places as 
butler and housemaid in a middle-class 
French family, But there is more to 
the comedy than coronets concealed 
under kitchen-caps, for these émigrés 
brought away from Russia more than 
memories of the Imperial Court. The 
Tsar had entrusted them with a ve 
large sum of money. It is in the Ban 
of France, and in gold, and the Bank 
of France wants it in exchange for 
French paper securities, 

The Prince and the Archduchess are 
so scrupulous never in their direst 
straits to touch a penny of this money 
for themselves that it is sad to have to 
sit powerlessly in the theatre and watch 
the wily and horrible Soviet Commissar, 
Corotchenko (Mr. FRancis 
SULLIVAN) wheedle it out of 
them. They know all about 
Corotchenko, a great gorilla 
ofa man in evening-clothes, 


both in his time and they 
mean to do as much to him 
| if the old régime should ever 
come back. But he . 
suades them, nevertheless, 
that the Soviet needs the 
money as the only way to 
| avoid handing over rich oil 
| provinces to cosmopolitan 
| interests. 
The Tsar, he says, was 
tussia, and then gets 
_ himself and his Soviet chiefs 
accepted by the émigrés as 
the proper people to be 
entrusted with the Tsar’s 
money to use for Russia, 
This took up a good deal 
of the play, but at its best it 
is a very light comedy with 
some admirable moments. 
_ The Archduchess has the habit of making 


from the food-shops. 
the Bank of France (Mr. ALLAN AYNES- 


wortH) lets it be known very ny 
and pleasantly that this habit is well 
known; the shopkeepers have orders 
to look the other way and to apply, 





THE PRINCELY TOUCH. 
. Mr, Evetyn 
Ropers, 
Prince Mikail Ouratieff . Sin Cepric Harn- 
WICKE. 


Charlea Dupont 


through many official channels, for 
odaote. 

But the comedy of manners inside 
the home where the émigrés work has 
not survived the Channel crossing. 





A SMALL MATTER OF FOUR BILLION FRANCS. 
Prince Mikail Ouratieff . . . . . Sm Cepric Harpwicke, 
Archduchess Tatiana Petrowna . 
Corotchenko ...... 


The Dupont family are not a French 


exiguous funds last | by pilfering banker's family at all; and M. Dupont 
"The of is played, very delightfully, by Mr. 


Evetyn Roserrs as a rather asinine 





Y 


. Miss Evoente Leowrovicn. 
. Me. Franoiw L. Suiiivan. 


and ineffective suburban English. 
man, very much out of place in the 
vast crooked banking deals for which 
his modest home has to provide the 
setting. 

But if this is not a play that bears 
much scrutiny it is for the most part— 
when it is not being serious—very good 
entertainment. It is disappointing for 
those who know what Sir Cepric 
HARDWICKE can do in character parts 
to see him cramped to the limits of a 
well-bred man-servant. But in the part 
of the Archduchess Miss Evorntg 
Leontovicn has all the scope an 
actress could ask for, and she gives a 
great performance of swiftly alternat- 
ing moods and fancies and Russian 
temperament. We leave her reinstated 
as housemaid to the Duponts, by now 
fully aware of her rank, and if we have 
great doubts for her domestic future in 
their household, there can be no doubts 
about her success with a London 
audience. D. W. 


“Danotna Crry” (CoLiseum). 


Among the many anecdotes of Marta 
Teresa there is one which relates 
how, on her return from the opera, 
she remarked to her husband that the 
singer they had heard was the greatest 
actress who had ever lived, whereon 
FRANCIS promptly rejoined, “ Next to 
you, Madam.” This might be pleaded 
in excuse for converting her into the 
heroine of a musical comedy, but I 
doubt whether such treatment would 
have been possible under the 
Hapsburg régime. Dancing 
City is far from being a politi- 
cal satire, and yet it is per- 
missible to regret the cx: 
hibition of a great and 
heroic figure in the guise 
of a jealous and ineffectual 
spoil-sport. Marta THERESA 
(or THERESIA as she appears 
in the programme) may not 
have been a humorist, but 
she had dauntless courage, 
remarkable powers of states- 
manship, all the domestic 
virtues, and, though a con- 
vinced absolutist, was an 
eminently benevolent despot. 


The scene of this musical 
play, written by Carl Rorss- 
Ler and ArTHUR REBNER, 
Englished by HaroLp 
PiumprrRe, with lyrics by 
Davip Yates Mason, and 
produced by AnpREé CHAR- 
Lor, is laid in Vienna in the 
spring of 1745. The story hinges on the 
efforts of Marta THERESLA, in her char- 
acter of Censor morum, to suppress the 
waltz, the new craze of a night club fre- 


— 
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quenting “The Golden Lantern,” run 
by the Court Dancing-master. The 
waltz, as we know it, was not intro- 
duced to Vienna until some forty years 
later; but history does not exist for 
the writers of musical comedy. Any- 


| how, for the purposes of the plot, 


Marta THERESIA’S curiosity and her 


| desire to test the fidelity of her husband 


induce her to attend a masqued ball 
at “The Golden Lantern,” where she 
succumbs to the fascination of those 
irresistible strains which have been 
described as “first catching the ear, 
| then curling round the heart till on 
a sudden they invade and will have 
the legs.” True to her historic char. 
acter as a realist she resigns the rdle 
of “Dora” for that of Terpsichore, 
and all ends happily for her and her 


| Franz and the various Court officials 
| who have been endeavouring to com 


bine loyalty with love of pleasure. 
This welter of anachronisms, senti- 

mentality and burlesque, reaches its 

climax in the person of Prohaska, the 


| Court Councillor (Mr. Jay Laurter) 


who tempers the austerities of his posi- 


| tion by turning somersaults, discussing 


the origin of 1.0.U.’s and making a 
speech in the manner of Mr. Ramsay 
MacDonatp. He enjoys himself 
thoroughly and proves a complete foil 


| to the two principals, Lea Serp. as 








the Archduchess and Franco Foresta 
as her husband, Their voices are not 
beautiful, but they have carrying 
power, adequate resonance and never 
fail to bring off their top-notes tune 
fully and triumphantly. For 
the rest they act with the 
grace and mitigated dignity 
suitable to their occasion- 
ally embarrassing surround. 
ings. The pleasantest sing- 
ing is that of Mr. Jammson 
Dopps as Weinzerl (the 
Court Dancing-master), and 
in the small part of Count 
Sperl Mr. ENRY~ CaAINK 
turns his limited opportuni- 
ties to agreeable and legiti- 
mate account. As Kathie 
(Mistress of the Robes) Miss 
Doris Hark displays a tem- 
— vivacity in dia- 
ogue and excels as a clever 
dancer. 


Hans May, the composer, 
has fitted the book to music 
which is genial and scored 
with delicacy and restraint, 
save for his fondness for 
muting the brasses in moments of ten 
sion. But there is no advance on or 
breakaway from the methods of musical 
comedy of fifty years ago. Indeed there 
are passages in Bizet’s Carmen, written 
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sixty years ago, which make Dancing 
City sound almost old-fashioned. Of 
modernity, whether strident or eccen- 
tric, there is hardly a trace, Hans 
May has been heavily handicapped by 





YOUNG MAIDEN 
YOUNG MAN.” 
. Miss Lea Serpn., 

Me. Lesue Launier 


A NICE AND 
A NICE 

Maria Theresia 

Rodrigo di Ravenna . 


the scheme and time of the play, which, 
being concerned with the birth of the 
waltz, has prevented him from suggest- 
ing or—except 

the Blue Danube 
glories of the Straussian epoch. 


-borrowing from the 
Com- 





SALT 


ON THE 


. Me. Joun Deverece. 
. Ma, Jay Launrer, 


Sikh ANY 
Fe rdinand 


The Court Councillor , 


pared with them his dance-tunes are 
tame and insipid. But he has coined 
some good tunes for his topical songs 
and duets, though I may Be allowed 
the duet “In Ravenna” 


to ask why 


in a brief snatch of 


TABLE?” 


should have been set to a Spanish 
rhythm with castanets. Ravenna 
certainly rhymes to Vienna, but the 
map fails to reveal its existence in 
Spain. 

The mounting and décor are sumptu- 
ous and kaleidoscopic, and the revolv- 
ing stage proved most effective in the 
dancing scenes ; but I found the panniers 
worn by all the ladies a hindrance 
rather than a help to the grace of their 
movements. C. L. G. 


As Others Hear Us. 


The Quest. 

“I’m really looking for 
good morning.” 

“Good afternoon, medem.”’ 

“Oh, good afternoon. I was wonder- 
ing whether there was any hope—if by 
any chance—you might be able to find 
me a—well, as a matter of fact, a cook.” 

“Ay see. You want a cook?” 

“Well, as a matter of fact, I do.” 

“Ay see. Of course you realise that 
it’s very difficult indeed for us to 
supply cooks, medem.” 

“Yes, yes, indeed I do. But I 
thought perhaps I might just be lucky, 
you know.” 

“Quayte.” 

Still, I know it must be very, very 
difficult for you.” 

“Quayte.” 

“Could [—might I just give you the 
particulars ¢”’ 

“If you wish, medem.” 

“I’m afraid we're four in family. 
But it’s a very faitly easy 
place on the whole, I think. 
At least, quite fairly easy.” 

“Would it be 
country ¢”’ 

“Well, I'm sorry to say 
country.” 

“Well, reelly, medem, if 
it’s quayte in the country, 
Ay'’m shaw Ay don't know 
quayte what to say.” 

“Oh dear, oh dear! I 
know how difficult it is of 
course, bat you see we've 
got to live in the country; 
my youngest boy——the baby 
—is so delicate.” 

“A baybay, medem?"’ 

“Well, yes. But he 
doesn’t give any trouble as 
far as the cooking goes. 
It’s all done upstairs in the 
nursery.” 

“Oh, you have a nursery, 
medem ?”’ 

“Well, yes, I have. Just two child- 
ren, you know, and a very nice nurse 
who's been with me for four months, 
and I think she means to stay. I hope 


she does.” 
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Wife of Deep-field, “ No, DARLING, DADDY CAN'T TALK TO YOU NOW; WAIT UNTIL HE'S DROPPED THIS ONE!” 
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“And the staff, medem ?”’ 

There's a very nice house-parlour- 
maid—I’m afraid she’s only temporary 
but she’s very nice—and a between- 
maid, who’s a tiny bit unsettled just 
now, but I think she’ll be all right. I 
think so.” 

“ Quayte.” 

“And of course I always get in help 
if they want it.” 

“Then with regard 
medem ¢”’ 

Well, of course, it depends a little, 
doesn’t it? Still, if I could get a really 
good cook who'd settle down . . .” 

‘Ay’m very doubtful. Very doubt- 
ful indeed, Ay must say. Girls don’t 
like the country these days.” 

“I know, I know. But surely you 
must have one?” 

“Would you care to take a man? 
Ay have @ man on my 


to wages, 


books—a 
_ retired rag-picker, Ay believe. He says 
| he’s willing to learn.” 


“I’m not sure—well, I mean, I 
know how difficult it is, but I’d rather 


have a real cook, if you could manage 


i.” 
“Girls don’t seem to care for the 


_ cooking nowadays. Would you con- 


~ 


sider a merried couple ¢”’ 

“It’s so much more expensive—and 
we haven't got room—but if they were 
very good . . .” 


“Ay know nothing about the man, 
Ay believe he was employed in a 
slaughter-house, but the wayfe would 
be willing to do a little plain cooking, 
only not wear uniform or answer the 
bell, and they’re stipulating for three 
afternoons and evenings off in the 
week.” 

“T don’t think-———” 

“Perhaps Ay’d better mention that 
they want to bring their dog—an 
Alsatian, but Ay believe it’s quayte 
harmless.” 

“Oh dear, oh dear!” 

“Quayte.” 

“IT know how terribly, terribly difti- 
cult it is for you—but couldn’t you 
look through your books just once 
more and see if you haven’t got any 
other names?” 

“There’s a girl here, medem, who 
might be willing to consider it. Fifteen- 
and-a-half, and she’s asking forty-five 
pounds a year.” 

“I—I suppose she can cook ?”’ 

“Ay couldn’t say, medem, as to 
that.’ 

“Has she been out before ?”’ 

“Three or four taymes, Ay believe, 
but she didn’t care for any of the 
ladies.” 

; ne I see. It’s very difficult, isn’t 
it?” 

“ Quayte.” 





“What about a temporary’? I did 
so want to get settled, but if that’s 
quite impossible I suppose | must 
manage with a temporary.” 

“Ay’ve only one who'd be willing 
to consider the country, medem. Mrs. 
Badge is free now. Ay ought to say 
that she’s not quite young, medem. Ay 
believe her working age is sixty-five. 
And of course she couldn't manage 
anything but layte work.” 

‘Never mind, never mind. 
her. Where does she live?”’ 

‘‘ About fourteen mayles out, medem. 
If you have a car?” 

“Yes, yes; L’ll go this afternoon.” 

“There are six or seven ladies trying 
to get her, Ay believe, medem.” 

“Oh dear, oh dear! I'll go this 
minute.” 

“The booking-fee will be seven-and- 
sixpence, medem.” 

“Thank you, thank you, so much. 
Good morning. Thank you.” 

“Good afternoon, medem.” 

‘Oh—good afternoon. And THANK 
you.” E. M. D. 


“It is not unlikely, however, that the man 
in the street, with his customary genius for 
the mote juste will hit upon the word that 
will finally be accepted into the language. 

Yorks Paper. 
But first he will have to remove the 
beam that is in the printer's eye. 


[I'll try 
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The Story of 
Peter and the Halibut. 





Poor Peter was at six years old 

\ martyr to the common cold; 

It stopped him going, many a time, 

l'o party or to pantomime, 

For when the longed-for morning broke 
Poor Peter would begin to croak, 

l'o sneeze and anuffle, cough and sniff 
And use his pocket-handkerchief, 

In vain they dosed the wretched child 
With physics strong and physics mild; 
For, though he took them as he should, 
They did him not the faintest good. 


At last his parents in despair 
Consulted Doctor Debonnaire, 
Haliver-oil! ” the great man cries 
Yes, that’s the cure that I'd advise: 
For halibut—I grant it’s odd— 
Contains more vitamins than cod,” 
But wayward Peter did not like 
The stuff, and straightway went on strike. 
He fought and scratched and kicked and swore 
And stamped upon the nursery floor. 
In vain they coaxed him and cajoled him; 
“Open your mouth!” his parents told him; 
But Peter kept it firmly shut 
Against the oil of halibut. 


That night (a trifle feverish 
Perhaps) he saw a monstrous fish 
Swimming, as though in deep-sea gloom 

About his little moonlit room 

A drooping mouth the creature had 
Its eyes were large and round and sad 
And every time it waved its fins 

The air grew thick with vitamins 

“ Pray tell me,” Peter said (for he 
Was tender-hearted as could be), 
“What makes you such a tearful fish ' 
Speak—is there anything you wish ? 

“ Alas!” the halibut replied, 

“I weep because of wounded pride 

In vain for children's sakes I toi! 
They do not like my liver oil. 

So here I swim, a gloomy ghost 

Hated by those I love the most 


“Ah, say not so!” the boy exclaimed 
“You make me bitterly ashamed. 
See—I will swallow it with pleasure! 
And down his throat it went full measure 
The halibut, immensel y ‘ heered, 
Smiled gratefully then disappeared ; 
And Peter since that day, 1'm told, 
Has never had a single cold Jan 
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Direct Attack. 


(A rule has been drafted legalising “direct attack” by bowlers 

when batsmen step in front of the wicket.) 

Fixp me the willow I used to wield and the pads I used to 
wear; 

Drag me my boots and batting-gloves from boxes under the 
stair ; 

For I shall take to cricket again that I fled so long ago 

When the new young constable came to us and the game 

grew dull and slow; 


| When all my best and truest balls were stopped by this 


Prince of Cads, 


ora 
_ Who blandly walked to his vicket’s front and took them 


all on his pads, 
Now is my vengeance near at hand, now is my charter 
come; 


| I’m going to take to cricket again and I’m going to make 


things hum! 
| loved the parson, I liked the squire, the lad from the local 
crammer’s, 


| The sexton’s son and the shocing-smith, hitting like Hell's 


own hammers; 
| loved the tree-surrounded field and the pitch that wanted 
weeding ; 


I loathed the local limb of the law (and he pinched me once 


for speeding). 
Sut now I’ve got him upon “the spot ”’—I’ll show him, the 
jumped-up stranger, 


_ The h’image of war with none of its guilt and eighly per cent. 


of its danger! 
O Alleluia! My soul is glad and the world is looking 
brighter ; 


_ As soon as he enters my built-up zone I'll ring his gong for 








the blighter! 

Selah! It’s going to be writ in the Rules as utterly right and 
proper 

To spend the whole of my afternoon bombing the village 
copper. 

So—you return to me, Game of my Heart, welcome as 
wine or victuals, 

With all the fun of a family feud and all of the skill of 
skittles! 








Specimen Englisch Epistles for 
Nordic Students. 
(Made in Germany.) 





V1.—Houtmpays. - An Epistte To an AUNT, SUGGESTIVE 
or SuMMER PLANs. 


Dear My Aunt,—First allow me to be solicitous and hope 
that you are in rude healthiness, for 1 would not have it 
otherwise and would be a right gloomy one if I sospected 
that aled in any way and had diseases, Let me say 
that I hope that both ye in person and my good uncle, 
Lord Biggs, are so fit as I am now, and also the young ones, 
on whom I dote, the dear little things! 

| am in touch with you now in order to be suggestive 
about next summer holidays, as | have a plan for a jolli 
good time all round—either quite at sea (the South coastal) 
or somewhere rural all serene and tranquil and peacemeal. 

1 am of course as you know the proud nee of several 
hundreds of tons of shipping—as w: olk would put it— 
in the way of yachts, and I intend if ible to lead the 
life of an old seasalt, as the captain bold of one of my 


floating palaces, when the weather will be so good as to 
hotten somewhat more. 


Now I am a-wondering whether you and my good unele, 
Lord Biggs, and the childer too, would or would not like 
to put to sea with me, what about it, eh? If you hanker 
after life on the otion waves, as I hanker, and are not subject 
to indisposals when on board, riposte at once and we shall 
have ever such jinks, yo ho ho! If, however, you sospect 
the sea of being perilous and discomforting when the 
surface is not stable, we could adjourn to one of my rostic 
mansions and lead the lives of countri cousinfolk, miles 
away from some other place. The choice is to you. I must 
confess that for my part | am for the saltwind and the sea. 
shore sand and the permanent waves of deep, dark blue. 
(Really! Even to envisualise life-on-board makes me quite 
poematic !) 


Let me say that only the very best people would be 
of the party. I should make sure to exlude any who might 
be thought to behave like not gentlemen or to hold disturb. 
ing views. Oh my, yes! Depend on that! Iam thinking 
of inviting from the Upper Chambre a wide selection of 
Milords Spirituous and Milords Temperance, who are 
accustomed to going into society and can act accordingly. 
If you accept, I tell you, your voyage companions shall be 
the best that money can buy, and who is he who can say 
fairer than that ? 


I am one of those—and I believe that you are of the same 
gidney—who consider that a summer voyage is of no real 
value unless one has a pretty hot time and can drench in 
the sunschine and become as brown in the skin as gnuts-in- 
May. I propose therefore to join the yacht at one of our 
most southernly ports, and, if the weather is not nice in 
the chananle, to steer for a hotter place. You should of course 
bring swimming attire and be prepared to enter into the 
spirit of the thing, for I hope to provide all sorts and 
conditions of jolliti and will arrange aquatic competitions 
in which even the most dignified persons may take part. 
What fun-and-games, eh ¢ 


I should be quite prepared to romp now and again with 
the childer, if you bring them along too, but do let me know 
how many you wish to take, and I will have a special cabin 
fixed for them, where they can indulge in all manner of 
sportabouts and catch as catch can, and not be too tiresome 
with their noises for us of a riper time of life. 

I do hope that you will riposte immediately and agree 
to my kind offer. 

Your obedient Nephew, 
Rupert, Viscount Jones. 








Past and Present. 
At times, affrighted by the modern scene 
And the triumphant march of the machine, 
We long for powers to change our earthly home 
And live again the life of Greece or Rome; 
To breathe once more the exhilarating breath 
That roused the age of great ELIzABETH, 
To mix with giants of the earlier days 
And watch them as they won immortal bays. 
Yet must we in Time’s ever-rolling stream 
at look backward, following the gleam ¢ 
Such views may satisfy the long in tooth 
But not the hierophants of brave young youth, 
Who strongly hold the disadvantage greater 
In living in an earlier world than later ; 
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Geometry Mistress. “ Now, Many, WHAT HAVE I DRAWN? 
Mary. “I pow’t KNOW WHAT YOU CALL rT, Miss Brown, 








And, honestly, the more I think and read 
Almost persuades me to accept their creed 


Think how the Memoirs penned by General Manso’ 
Would gain by anecdotes of Greta Garno! 

Or think of Cuavogrr, with Cuaries Cocuran’s aid, 
Staging his Canterbury Cavalead: 


Think of what fresh apocalyptic fervour 
DEMOSTHENES might gain from 7'he Observer! 
Of HANNIBAL instructed in the art 

Of modern war by Captain Lippe. Hart 
Or Prxpar, by hilarious BeLtoc’s lure 
Weaned from his worship of the water-cure 
And, mellowed by the influence of sherry 
Writing an Epinikian ode to Perry! 
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IT LOOKS JUST LIKE OUR SATH-ROOM WINDOW,” 








Think too of hapless CEprevs o’erjoyed 


To find his complex analysed by Freup, 
Or Jason, in a reconditioned Argo, 
Cruising in luxury, without a cargo 
Subject to any gold-export embargo. 


Think of all these and, purged of vain desires 
To rake the ashes of extinguished fires, 
Freed from the dead hand of the buried past, 
Nailing the flag of progress to your mast, 
O brave and bright young people, you will cease 
To envy ancient Egypt, Rome or Greece, 
And thank your stars that nothing can restore 
The tyranny of the days that are no more. 

0. L. G. 
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BOARDING THE LAST BUS AFTER A GREAT PACIFIST RALLY. 








Our Booking-Office. 
(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 


V.R.1 

Wrru detachment, discrimination and a wit which is guilt- 
less of supercilious irony Mr. E. F. Benson has joined the 
host of those who have essayed the portraiture of that 
notable lady, Queen Victoria (Lonamans, 16/-). No one will 
deny Mr. BENSON creative imagination, but here he has been 
at no pains to play the spellbinder, luring us by literary 
graces to the acceptance of unwarrantable conclusions. 
He has sedulously endeavoured, and one feels with eminent 
success, to see the QUEEN as she really was, to record her 
fine qualities without flattery and her limitations without 
malice. With a sure hand he traces her development from 
the self-possessed inquiring girl who drank of MeLBoURNE’s 
mellow wisdom, through the years of subjection to ALBERT 
the adored and of darkness and hypochondria that followed, 
to the imperial, imperious at impressive figure which 
eventually emerged. The attendant portraits are equally 
well done—always lively but never caricatured—and it is a 
clear vision, immune from the illusions of romance or of the 
spirit satirical, which has seen through the myth of SrockMaR 
as the sinister power behind the throne, and redressed the 
balance, unduly tilted by our current fashions in valuation, 

_ as between Disragti and Giapstong. As a picture of 
Viororta and her age, in short, this book bears the stamp of 

| authenticity. After all, if of a late vintage, Mr. BENSON is 
_ himself a Victorian, though it is very easy to forget the fact. 








A Brave Kingdom. 

SHAKESPEARE, closing his tale of production with an 
island on which imagination could have full play, has set 
a precedent for Miss STELLA Benson, whose latest novel— 
left unfinished, alas, at her death—is staged in a similar 
reservation for the spirit of comedy. Mundos (MACMILLAN, 
7/6) is a miniature British outpost in the Atlantic, com- 
plete with Governor, Government House officialdom and 
society, traders, tourists and natives. The natives, @ 
primitive race, have been stirred to wrath by the importa- 
tion of motor-buses—one of those sudden and uncalled-for 
outbursts of “progress” to which the otherwise tactful 
Sir Victor is addicted; and a riot unfortunately times itself 
for the very day on which the Governor’s wife arrives from 
England. Phoebe, moreover, is importing her own problem 
—a cultured rebel who is not quite a gentleman but dis- 
tinctly more interesting than the Governor. And Phoebe's 
son, the deformed intelligent Fran, evinces an uncon- 
ventional contern not only for natives but for imported 
Chinese courtesans. Their creator’s genius for exposition 
and reverie is as whimsical and distinguished as ever. 
Among an unforgettable cast I particularly commend her 
Colonial Secretary and the “ squirrelly store of topics he 
hoarded for a conversational rainy day. 





Freak Immortality. 

On hearing that HtnpENBUReG was being acclaimed as the 
victor of the battle of Tannenberg, a German General whohad 
been behind the scenes declared that he no longer believed 
in the existence of Casar or HANNIBAL, yet the Tannenberg 




















| May 8, 1935] 








| “legend”’ in its consequences changed 


| the course of world history. 


| than that, Emr. Lupwie contends that 
| from an underlying strain of treachery 


| loss of the War and the fall of the 


| Taking as her theme the epic one of 





MIL 
Lupwia, in Hindenburg and the Saga aa 
of the German Revolution (H&INEMAN N 

12/6), has little that is pleasant to 
say about the aged Prussian colossus, 
dug out almost at random to com- 
mand an army. Admitted!v his stature 
was matched by his impe: turbability 
He could sit repeatedly for his por 
trait, living as usual on eels, rusks 
and pyramid cake, through the most 
critical campaigns, but almost his sole 
merit, it is suggested, was his willing- 
ness to sign his name as directed. More 


to which his accidental reputation gave 
sinister importance there followed for 
Germany no less calamities than the 


Republic. The writer here is viciously 
—even incoherently—attacking LuDEN- 
porRFF, the Ex-KaIser and Hir.er as 
well as HInpDENBURG and the whole 
order of Junkers for whom he stood 
His book is significant and important 
even if less readable than much of 
his earlier work. 





A Prussian Mother. 
Profoundly imaginative and unflagg 
ingly alive, ‘he Wish Child (Lane, 10/6) 
is the novel of a poetess, a thinker, a 
mystic and a great lover of her kind, a 
historian for whom the reading of his- 
tory is the source of exalted inspiration. 


motherhood pitted against war, Frau 
INA SEIDEL shows the wife and widow 
of a Prussian lieutenant conserving the 
threatened spark of life in children, in 
old people, in dependents—in all the 
more naturally defenceless of a world 
shattered by the campaigns of Napro 
LEON. The scene is laid chiefly in Mainz 
whither Cornelia von Echter, having 
given birth to her radiant Christophe 
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in exile, returns to adopt the child of = 
her dead half-sister and a French lieutenant. All through 


a book instinct with devoted love for Germany there are 


| echoes of European appeal: the moving scene of the adop- 


tion, young Christopher's loyalty to his Frenchified cousin 
and Cornelia’s own frustrated love for an Italian pupil of 
MresmMerR. Frau SEIDEL’s weakest point is the dogmatic 
aspect of her mysticism—her characters change from 
Catholic to Protestant and vice versa with surprising 
facility. But she has written a magnificent book 





An Ugly Duckling. 
Miss Mary MircuHecy might easily have sentimentalised 


| her story of a poor and very plain girl’s fight to be as 


| a “ bubbling sense of humour ” or a sympathetic soul. 


attractive as her cousin, who had both face and money 
value. She might have endowed her with “fine eyes”’ or 
But 


| Christina’s character is nearly as unpleasant as her face. 
| In fact I find it difficult to know why this irritating, un- 


grateful, pathetic and rude person remains such excellent 
company throughout the book, for she is never boring for 





one paragraph. Nor are any of the other characters 
(though all except one are rather unpleasant), and they 
are equally well described. I do not think the end is 
very convincing, for I cannot believe Christina capable 
of being soothed or smoothed-down permanently, but 
perhaps the author wished either to justify her title 

Pendulum Swing (Heinemann, 7/6)—or to allow her 
ugly duckling to sport one swan-feather. There are, I 
think, certain anachronisms in the book, but when this has 
been said I have nothing but praise for Miss Mrreiets.’s 
handling of most unpromising material. 


Lapses of a Pre-War Whiteoak. 

Among the novelists of talent whom I should like to see 

delivered from the stranglehold of the family saga, Miss 

Mazo DE LA Rocue, whose fifth Whiteoak chronicle I have 

just read, is plainly due for redemption. For all its clever 
observation and a memorable scene or two, Young Renn 
(MacMILLAN, 7/6) is a casual kaleidoscopic piece of wo 

whose only pretence of design—apart from the pervasive 
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family motif—is the seduction by two gi of two 
uninteresting youths and the effect of this - 
_ trophe, tactlesaly divulged, on their families and a couple of 
_ brides-designate. The action takes place in 1906, when the 
aged grandmother of post-dated earlier volumes is a 
vigorous harridan of eighty ; and the miseries and recrimin- 
_ ations entailed by the lapse of Renny and his friend Maurice 
Vaughan are underlined by the malignant presence of a 
_ designing Irish relative of the old lady's. Malahide Court, 
however, has livelier qualities than those he dedicates to 
domestic intrigue ; the episode of the horse-show, in 
which he plays a decisive Daag is easily the raciest as it is 
the most exhilarating of the book’s better moments. 
Sweeper’s Burden. 

The day’s life in an Indian village opens with the morning 
procession to the prickly pear plantation and the subseq: rent 
purification of the body by washing and prayer. The 
Kuropean visitor is at first apt to regard these performances 
as the deification of defecation, but soon discovers that the 
opposite is the case. High-easte Indians regard the process 


A Wave of Crime. 


Mr. Q. Paraicn’s S.S, Murder was of its kind a memor. 
able story, but I have found the theme of Darker Grows 
the Valley (Casse.t, 7/6) almost unbearably gruesome. 
Readers of sensational fiction in these days have no right, 
I sup , to be squeamish, but when crimes are accom. 
pani by circumstances of revolting cruelty we may 
conceivably feel overdosed. In this tale of terror in @ 
“green New England poe fi Mr. Parrick set out to 
make a study of a perverted mind, and without a swerve 
he has carried out his terrible intention. In fact both 
as regards characterisation and construction he has little 
or nothing to learn; but in his next novel I hope that 
he will direct his attention to less unpleasant people. 





Mr. Punch on Tour. 





Tur Exhibition of the original work of Living Punch 
Artists recently held at the Punch Office will be on view 
at the Royal West of England Academy, Bristol, from 





as a defilement, and class 
_ the sweeper among the 
lowest of creatures, Mr, 
| Mutk Ras ANAND, in 
| Untouchable (Wisnart, 
7/6), demonstrates how 
| hardly the caste system 
bears upon the scaven- 
ger. We are shown how 
au young and sensitive 
sweeper comes to feel his 
| position and seeks relief 
| from it. After rejecting 
| Crrist and Ganput he 
| sees his approaching sal- 
| vation in Plumbing. I 
agree with Mr. E. M. 
| Forsrer, who supplies 


~) May 13th to June 8th, 

, {after which it will be 
shown at Manchester, 
Gateshead and Burton. 
on-Trent. 

The Exhibition of 
Prints depicting humor. 
ous situations between 
Doctor and Patient will 
be on view at the Publie 
Museum and Art Gall- 
ery, Reading, from May 
lith to June Sth, after 
which it will be shown 
at Horsham. 

Invitations to visit 
either of these Exhibi- 
tions at any of these 


























Hi a preface, that this is a places will be gladly 
ithe remarkable novel, I find ; sent to readers if they 
Et ; | it specially interesting | 2 — oe es , = apply to the Secretary, 
I as being the work of an abs e a coe ae oe se Punch Offices, Bouverie 
i Indian who presents “MIXED WITH THE FooD, MADAM, IT CURES THE MOST STUBBORN Street, London, E.C.4, 
Hd realistic scenes of com- GLUTTON IN THREE HOURS—IN FACT, BEFORE THE SECOND MEAL.” diene cameron 
Bi _ mon life at a new angle, —————- ——_—______— eee 
Hy ) _ The author's opinion of Euro is not always flatter- To Dulcimer. 
: _ ing, nor does he esteem too highly the merits of his own —— 
i ‘ | countrymen. But I shall hope to read more of his work; Witu grave brown eyes deep-set in dusky rims, 
4 _ he is so unmistakably genuine. With arching neck, proud head and shapely 
ae limbs, 
on | Rings. Stern carried high or lashing at your side 
mi | ‘The reputation of the present captain of the Roval and When dinner comes or I suggest a ride. 
ie Ancient Golf Club as a biographer is steadily increasing, You tear my stockings, hide away my shoes, 
4 and in John Gully and His Times (Cassi, 7/6) Mr. Dig in the borders, do just what you choose! 


BERNARD DARWIN has performed with success a difficult 
task. Lack of information has prevented him from giving 
1) A ae a really vivid picture of GULLY as a man, but he handles 

gf the long period in which this “ prize-fighter, horse-racer, 
legislator and colliery-proprietor” lived with unvarying 
and enlightening skill. GULLY was born in 1783, and through 
a world that in some respects was sordid enough may be 
said to have a his way to fame. Quite truly 
' Mr. DaRwtn says that “the story of the events in Joun 
Guuty’s life is largely the story of Sporting England— 
{ sometimes not a very attractive one—for some fifty years.” 
% Well-known names appear again and again in this informing 
P| biography, none to my mind more welcome than those of 
i Lord Groror Beytinck and Squire OsBaLpEsTON. 


Worse than my stockings, now, you tear my heart 
When I ceflect that now we needs must part. 

For now Spring comes and all the blossoms blow, 
Into the kennels you, my dear, must go 

To learn with others how to hunt the fox 

Through wood and moor and over storm-grey rocks. 
Of all the youngsters there, I will be bound, 

None can be fairer than my lovely hound; 

But, even if a First my pup shall take, 

How can I help it but my heart will ache ! 

For, when the Puppy Judging's at an end, 

E’en though I’ve won a cup I've lost a friend ; 
And, as I leave and take my homeward way, 

"Twill be alone, for Dulcimer must stay. 
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| earthed a QuEEN 
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“Tar Derby will be run on June 5 
at Epsom,” announces a Turf expert. 
So much for the rumour that it was 
to be run at Alexandra Park on Whit- 
Monday. ee 

x 


While digging in 
her garden last 


body’s aunt un- 


Vicroria Jubilee 
medal dated 1887. 
Cananybody else's 
aunt beat this? 

* # 

* 

Arural nonagen- 
arian told a reporter 
last week that she 
had no idea a Royal 
Jubilee had just 
been celebrated. 
She is determined, 
however, not to! 
miss the next one. | 

* * 
» 





Publicity has 
been given to the 
case of agolfer who 
smacked a wo- 
man’s face because 
she obstructed his 
game with her per- 
ambulator, Opinion 
is divided as to 
whether this should 
have counted as a 
stroke. 

ye oa 
oo 


One of the sensa- 
tions of the Acad. 
emy is Mr. Sick. |" 
ert’s full-width 


CASTLEROSSE. 
+ & 
* 


Britain is said to 
lead the world in 
ballroom dancing. 
The National Gov- 
ernment, however, modestly disclaims 
credit for this. 





* & 
yw 


A well-known coaching enthusiast 
is giving up showing his teams because 
of his increasing keenness on deep-sea 
fishing and sailing. He is said to have 
been heard to speak of the ‘starboard 
wheeler.” oe 


“Worsted suitings cannot be bet- 
tered,” says an advertisement. Then 
how can they be worsted / 





VOL, CLXXXVII, 


Intending Cruiser. 


The Ministry of Agriculture hopes to 
stamp out the grey squirrel by means 
of the wireless. It isnot yet clear which 
programme they think will do the 
trick. © 

x 

It has been stated that many sub- 
urban dwellers who used to pon Pence 
a lawn are now devoting the space to 


9 tr yp A 


POLLS LET 














We are glad to learn that the cost 
of telegrams is to be reduced at the 
end of the month, but we still think 
it would be better if they made three- 
halfpenny stamps cheaper. 


* * 
* 


One of our judges has observed that 
winners of big sweepstake prizes are 
ee ee always unlucky. 
Another view is 
ithat unlucky 
people never win 
| sweepstake prizes. 

oe 
* 

“Motoring in 
Town is not all 
honey,” says a 
motorist. Alas, it 
is mainly jam. 











poultry. Being of the opinion, we must 
assume, that the Pen is mightier than 
the Sward, * * 

¥ 


‘Wealth is a disease,” asserts a play- 
wright. “Unhappily,” writes a corre- 
spondent, “I am in the very best of 


health.” * * 


oo 
‘Should a live dog be used in a 
Punch and Judy Show?” was the 
title of a recent debate. To be or not 
Toby? 


‘Wuy @o TO THE EXPENSE? THIS 18 ALL ONE DOKS.” 


* & 
* 


An initial diffi- 
culty in preparing 
shark-skin for hu- 
man wear, we are 
informed, was to 
make it water- 
proof, Sharks must 
get wet through. 


* * 


It is feared that 
Sir Tuomas Benon- 
am’s step of lock. 
ing the doors of the 
Opera House to ex- 
clude late-comers 
might tempt certain 
theatre - managers 
to bolt the exits 
after the First Act. 


* & 
* 


Ex periments 
have been con- 
tinued at Kew with 
the object of find- 


= wullt (ing out whether 

bluebells are per- 

aa manently injured 
, u 


by being trodden 
on. Is anything 
being done about 
those who still in- 
sist on taking the primrose path? 


WU p90 





* * 
*” 


Psychists are interested in a man 
who 1s said to be able to produce beetles 
from the air. Our belief is, however, 
that a wider welcome awaits the man 
who can get rid of beetles altogether. 

+ 


London Transport, we read, is 
turning out the perfect driver. In our 
opinion the man should be kept on. 
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_ will now play to you a tune 
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One Man’s Jubilee. 


Nor all could assist at the splendour, nor see the rejoicing, 
The call of our duty is paramount; some could not ask 
To share in the shouts of delight that the people were 
voicing. 
They had to remain at their task. 
And one I shall chiefly remember as still, growing older, 
I think of the pageant of bunting, the cheers and the 
smiles, 
The troops and the gallant police, standing shoulder to 
shoulder 
To guard the processional aisles. 


For him the great day of all days was the more opportunity 
To follow his own avocation far off from the throng; 
He wore no rosettes, I should fancy, he sang no community 

Nor other description of song. 


He was lonely, ah lonely! I think, in the way of his living 
And he silently walked. .. . 
I refer to the humanised louse 
Who, during the time of the service of solemn Thanks- 
giving, 
Got into and burgled my house. 
Got in by a window and took what was there for the 
taking— 
Such things as a man of his calling most values and loves. 
Well, that was his part in the pomp of the Jubilee-making. 
(They say he wore gloves.) 


Wherever he is I salute him, a careful technician, 
Debarred by his trade from the joys of the holiday rout. 
He went through the drawers of bureaux with the utmost 
precision 


And threw all the papers about. 


He could not make one of the crowd in our national song- 
time, 
But I hope, if the gallant police (an improbable thing) 
\pprehend him at last, that some Judge may award him 
a long time 
As a guest of the Kina. Evor. 


The Critic. 
Boys,” said the dance-band conductor to his men (Al, 








| Les, Dave, Spike, Ike, Joe, Don, Stan, Pete, Mo, Len, Ern 


and Bartholomew)—"“ boys, this is our big break.” 

He spoke in a low voice so as not to be heard by the 
microphone, to which at that moment he was presenting his 
back. The members of the band, who came from Ealing, 
Anerley, Catford, Birm m, North Finchley, Beckenham, 
Dartford, Sydenham, Herne Hill, Eastbourne, Bognor 
Regis, Fulham and Putney, replied heartily in the local 
patois, “ Okay, bawss.” 

Thus reassured, the conductor turned to the microphone 
and addressed it confidentially in the nearest he could get— 


_ he himself, like his chief re Al, came from Ealing 
" 8,” 


—to es a am feng gripping the 
microphone by ~—s ily upwards, “we 
called, ‘You Didn’t Have to 
_ Throw Me in the Ash-can. 
___In order to save time he gave the first beat with the back 
| of 9 neck, oe he turned round the tune had begun 
| with a num strangled cheeps from the trumpet ed 
_ by Ike. A moment later the guitar, drum and doub x sto 
| were launched on that background of reiterated oom-pums 





against which Al, Ike, Ern (the pianist) and other virtuosi 
performed their deeds of epileptic audacity. 

Presently Bartholomew, the vocalist, ambled up to the 
microphone with the secret smile of one who has his mouth 
shut on a good thing. When the tune had been energetically 
modulated into a key four or five tones higher he thrast 
one hand into his pocket, took hold of the microphone. 
stand, bent stiffly at the hips, raised his eyebrows and began 
to moo:— 


“T did every single thing Tor you that cash can, 


Honey; 

Why did you hairve to throw me in the airsh-cairn. 
Honey? 

We nairver haird a chairnce 

To complete our romairnce, 

But you didn’t hairve to throw me in the airsh-cairn. 
Honey!” 


With the last heartrending note of this refrain Bartholo” 
mew gracefully stepped aside, and shortly afterwards, 
four minutes from the opening bar, Mo (the drummer) 
brought the number to an end with a back-hander of 
extreme ferocity on a hanging cymbal. 

Pete, the guitar-player, wiped away a tear. 

“That’s a sad one,” he observed in a low voice. ‘ Always 
gets me. Say, I been crossed in love myself.” 

Mo, a bullet-headed matter-of-fact young man, ob- 
jected: “Don’t say nothing about being crossed in love. 
She threw this guy in the ash-can.” 

“It’s a figure of speech,” said the double-bass, juggling 
with a piece of resin. “There wasn’t any real ash-can.” 

Pete nodded sentimentally. ‘Cast aside, see, Mo’? Like 
a worn-out glove. Why, in Herne Hill once——-” 

“Tt says ash-can and it means ash-can,” Mo persisted 
dogmatically. ‘This is how I figure it: The girl ’s a profes- 
sional strong woman—see? But she’s a bit out of practice, 
One day she comes on this guy standing beside the ash- 
can. ‘Say,’ she says to herself, ‘I need practice. I need 
to keep my muscles supple. How about throwing this guy 
in the ash-can?’ So she ups and throws the guy in the 
ash-can.” 

“You've got it all wrong,” said Pete with some indig- 
nation, 

Further textual comment was cut short by the necessity 
to produce the stipulated oom-pums for a tune the conductor 
had already announced as “Say, Listen, I Feel Like Hell.” 
In this all three—Pete, Mo and Len—had plenty to do. 
Even Bartholomew seemed to be under the influence of 
strychnine. Rhythmical shudders devastated his well- 
tailored frame as he ejaculated hoarsely :— 


“No! L! Ain’t—gonna—du! 
What—you 're—tellun me t’ du! 
I'm—through! I doneare who ya tell! 
Say! Listen! I feel—like-—-hell!” 


Instantly. a sound like the deflation of an angry cat 
soared out from Ike’s trumpet, while his self-effacing 
colleagues oodled about busily two or three octaves below. 
The conductor, who appeared to be on springs, threw & 
deprecating grin over his shoulder to convey the idea that 
he liked to let the boy have his fun. 

At the end he promised to the microphone what he seemed 
to believe it had long awaited with impatience: “ Now, 
folks, comes a new tune from the revue Lado Libido, called 
‘Buenas Noches.’ ” 

The air was melancholy and the rhythm very pronounced. 
Most of the work fell to Al, the chief saxophonist, and Mo, 
the drummer, although there was a period during which 
everyone except Ern, the pianist, sat in disapproving 








silence while he frolicked on the keys until the sweat poured 
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WELL SET. 


UNION OF SOUTH AFRICA ALSO CELEBRATES ITS SILVER JUBILEE THIS YEAR.) 
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off him. Towards the end it was Bartholomew's turn again 
On two or three notes he wailed a chorus beginning 


“ Our whole affair ia fully documented, 
Yot you 're contented 
To throw me over; ” 
ind ending— 


* Lot's not waste time in meaningless reproaches: 
Boo—ay—nas—no—oches.” 


'That’s one of those clever ones,” observed Mo darkly 


it the end, 
Clever,” conceded Pete, “but true.” 


‘Say what you like about the cle~er ones,” the drummer 


persisted, *‘they don't get you, not like the others, That 
ash-can one is what I call a slice of life. She sees the guy 


standing by the ash-can—might be you or me. ‘Say,’ she 


says to herself, ‘how about——’ ” 

This time he was interrupted by the approach of the 
audience, The audience, a stout gentleman with a cigar, 
named Mr. Kibitzer, came up to the microphone and fondled 
it in a fatherly manner, saying without enthusiasm to the 
band: “Well, boys, that was very nice—that was very nice 
indeed.” He took his cigar from his mouth and looked 
intently at the end of it, “But you know how it is,” he 
went on, “with the public to-day, They want a little vaude- 
ville with their music. Now my suggestion is that you 
should ree-hearse an act where the trumpeter blows the 
mute out of his trumpet and hits the vocalist in the seat of 
the pants. 1 could use an act like that. Well, so long, boys.” 

Discussing the matter afterwards, the band came to the 
t Mr. Kibitzer was a Philistine. M. 


. 


I‘tn nene ween I nave.” 





Parent’s Holiday. 





Tuny said that the place was picturesque with wonderful 
hills and giens, 
Rich in the vistas that poets crave and the colours that 
artists choose ; 
jut 2 was living in Indian camps or lurking in piretes’ 
dens 
Where we didn’t think much of beauty and we hadn't 
much time for views. 


They said that the place was interesting — Druicdical 
remains, 
A Roman fort and a Tudor keep and similar ancient 
lighta ; 
But J was piloting model yachts and miniature aero- 
planes, 


And the only ruin that 7 observed was my poor old self 
at nights. 


They thought me a fool in the Grand Hotel because I had 
mi so much; 
I hadn't seen this, I hadn't seen that—I'd wasted my 
holiday ; 
Well, let them think. 
forta and such 
But a ten-year-old is a ten-year-old and a spirit that 
will not stay, 


For abiding things are Druids and 


oon 











So I'll be redskin, pirate, pilot, playmate while I | 
may. H. B. 
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Needless Fear. 


Pottigrew Phelps is the only other 
Literary Gent in Little Wobbley, and 
he writes for all the papers that I write 
for. When I open Home Snips, expect 
ing to find that the editor in a drunken 
stupor has printed something of mine, 
I find the pages festooned with articles 
from Phelps He always seems to 
manage to beat me by a short head 

Yesterday he got in front of me 
again, and I found him waiting in the 
ante-room of Mr, Chiseldrill, our 
dentist. For once I did not grudge him 
hia luck. He waa practically green with 
fear and courteously offered to yield 
me precedence, but the thought of 
listening to his groans was too alluring 
to be missed, so I declined 

“And I hope it hurts,” [ said I 
hope it is a tooth with a tremendous 
twisted root and no top to it. [ hope 
the dentist will have to dig and dig 
and that afterwards it will bleed and 
bleed and bleed 

“Same to you,” he said 

I wished I had not been so brutal 
because my good wishes to Phelps 
reminded me that my tooth had 
no top to it, and that the dentist 
would probably have to dig and dig 


| and dig, 
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I picked up a paper that was lying 
on the table. The dentist had evidently 
left it open at that particular page 
on purpose, because the article was 
entitled “Needless Fear of the Dent- 
iat’s Chair.’ It pointed out that 
dentists were nowadays so carefully 
trained and that instruments had been 
brought to such a state of perfection 
that the pain felt by the most sensitive 
patient in parting with the most 
obstinate tooth was almost negligible. 
Modern local anwathetica, it went on, 
put the nerves absolutely to sleep, so 
that the tooth came out with as little 
discomtort to the patient as a choco- 
late trifle feels B mn an almond is 
extracted 

It was a well-written article, abso- 
lutely convincing It concluded by 
pointing out that fear in the dentist's 
waiting-room was ludicrous, because 
the only pain felt was due to the ex- 
pain an expectation 
based on ignorance of the enormous 
atrides dental acience has made in re- 
cent yoars 

I felt immensely cheered when I 
laid it down. The dentiat’s waiting 
room, which a few minutes earlier had 
floated yellowly in front of me like a 
seomed quite a jolly apart. 
I sang a snatch of song and 
Phelps yelped 


pectation of 


morgue 
ment 


I hadn't meant to show him the 
article, being glad of his misery, but I 
relented, feeling in the mood to regard 
even a fellow-writer as a friend and a 
brother. 

“This will cheer you up,” I said, 
handing him the article. “One of the 
best-written bite of work L've seen for 
a long time. Sound commonsense too, 
and obviously written by an expert.” 

Phelps glanced wanly at it and then 
groaned again, 

| wrote it myself,” he said 





Wonderful Wigan, 


“To commemorate the King's Jubilee the 
chief officials of the Wigan Corporation are 
weeenting a gold chin for the uae of the 
Mayorean,”— Glasgow Paper 


* Birda do much more harm than good in 
the garden, #0 encourage them with food in 
the winter and water in the sunmer,” 

Gardening Note 
But we like our garden 





“Nov? ONLY DID THEY ReJHCT MY 


“orune, woY WaHen | went To Tae ExuierTion THEY WOULDN'T Litt ME iN.” 
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At the R.A. 





OAD. MAN EXAMINING THE SAW FOR BLOOD- 
STAINS, WHILE THE BABY FINDS THE INCKIM- 
INATING GAITER, 
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Mr. Bo-.Prer. 


®. UMBER One,” said my third-favour- 
, ite aunt, adjusting her ear-trumpet. 
“What's that!’’ 
I looked at my catalogue. 
**Flowers.in a Basket,” I told 
. her. 
, “So I see. And this?’’ 


“Sleeping Beauty,’ by W. G. vr 
GLEHN, ha” : 

" Diagracet ul!” said my aunt, who 
believes in the proprieties. “Who is this ple re a 

“That's Wiri1am Somerset Mavouam. But, look here, 
\unt, we can’t stop at every single picture. We shall be 
here a week.” 

“Tf a thing's worth at all,” she said firmly, “it’s 
worth doing well, Number Four?” 
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SQUEEZES INTO HIS 
YRAME, 





“*A Pink Farm in Portugal,’ L read out. 

“Speak up, dear. I can’t hear you.” 

I repeated the words more loudly, stressing the 
consonants. 

“Stink-bomb!"’ exclaimed my aunt. “Surely you must 
be mistaken ?”’ 5 

I glanced round miserably. We had the attention of the 
entire Gallery, 

“Pink!” T shouted wildly. “Pink /”—and I pointed to 
my ears by way of illustration. ‘‘A Pink Farm in Portugal. 

But I must admit that even to me it sounded improbable. 

So, by painful steps and slow, we came—not without a 
shock of ornithological bewilderment at No. 110 and 4 
scandalised “Tut, tut!"’ from my aunt at the trousers 
worn by one of the Miss Wei.esLEys (139)—to No. 168. 


A girl with a straw-hat in one hand and what looked to me 
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CASTING GRAPES BEFORN 
CORMORANTS, 





“Ler ME BAVE MY sors, PLease. I WANT 


To GO HOME,” 





PORTRAIT OF A CURTAIN (witm Acronatl 


AOC RARORIRNG) 
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BaD MANNERS IN THE Pan. 
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like a feather-boa in the other stands with her back to the 
Row brooding on the eternal verities. Behind her are several 
horses in a state of considerable agitation ; one sniffs at her 
dress with its ears back, another stands very creditably on 
its hind-legs. There are pigeons. It is, in fact, just an 


_ ordinary everyday scene in the Park. 


We stood in front of it for some time in silence. ‘ 

‘| had a dear school-friend very like that years ago, 
said my aunt at last, 

‘Did she have the same effect on horses?’’ I asked. 

‘She married a Mr. Pennyfeather in the end,” replied 
my aunt rather unsati ily, and we moved on. 

Nothing much oceurred to check our through the 
next two or three Galleries. We that night-starvation 
was probably the trouble of very sickly “Acrobats 
Waiting to Rehearse” (327); we commented on the striking 
luminosity of Mr. Mereprru Frampron’s “Portrait of a 
Young Woman”; and I had to say “Black-backed Gulls 


_ Attacking a Wounded Widgeon’”’ five times in all; but it 


_ clearly in a different class intellectually. Perha 


was not until we reached No. 477 that my aunt became 
really interested again. 

“So that’s Viscount CasTLERosSE!”’ she cried. “The dear 
man. But what a pity his outlines are all blurred!” 

I said that, on the con , I believed his outlines were 


_ extremely well defined. “You want to look at him from a 
| distanee,” I explained, “to see him properly,” and I led 


her away to the furthest wall of the furthest gallery. It was 


_ a long journey but it was worth it. 


‘Very nice indeed,” agreed my aunt. ‘But surely the 
artist wasn’t as far away as this when he painted him ?’’ 

| don’t know what the answer to that should be. 

From Viscount CasTLEROSsE, vid three Springs, three 
Summers, two Autumns and one Hot Afternoon, to Mr. 
STaNLEY SPENCER at his most ising. His “Workmen 
in the House” and his “ Builders”’ are hung so close together 
that a very courageous man, standing a little way off, may 
take them both in at a single blow of the eye, as the French 
so happily put it. But it is not recommended. The best and 
most widely-adopted course is to take them one at a time 
and to look non-eommittal. People will be watching you. 

Mr. Spencer has a lowish opinion of the British workman. 


_ i did not take very readily to any of the eight (or is it seven- 
_ and-a-half?) toilers re 
| man with the saw in No. 701 has a kindly face and obviously 
_ knows a straight blade when he sees one, but the shape of 
his head is against him. It seems to me to denote a certain 
| spiritual a 
_ reasoning faculties. I do not believe such a man would ever 
| go far in Tri 


nted in these two pictures. The 


thy and a rather retarded development of the 


try. His companion, who is trying to 
get up the chimney, to be away from it all and at peace, is 
if he wasn’t 
so busy he might even be able to tell us who the young 
woman is and why she wears such enormous gaiters. But 


| 1 doubt it. 


I was standing in front of the “ Builders” (718) trying to 
look as non-committal as possible and wondering why one 
of the birds at the top of the picture had a walrus moustache, 
when my aunt summoned me to her side. 

“Are these the pictures that they wouldn't let Mr. 
SPENCER take away?” she demanded. 

I said that I understood that that was so. 

“Then I agree with him that it is high time there was 
« change in the Governing Body. They must be out of their 
senses. 

“My dear aunt,” I said, deeply shocked, “you mustn't 
talk like that in the Academy! People may hear you. 
These paintings may not a to you personally. They 
may even strike you as . But have to admit 
they ‘ve got Power—Vigour. y are New—and everything 





that is new in Art ought to be encouraged. Painting will 
never flourish if it is content to ape the products of a bygone 
, if it aims at nothing beyond the accurate reproduction 

of old mills at sunset and old county councillors in their 
embroidered robes. It must break new ground. It must 
show us not life as it is but life as the artist sees it. Why,” 
I cried, remembering a bit out of my morning paper, “in 
a hundred years’ time Mr. Spencer will probably be the 
only one among the artists of to-day whose name will be 
remembered.” 

“Rubbish!” she said loudly. ‘Would you like to have 
those pictures in your bedroom ?”’ 

I looked at the “ Builders’’ again. 

“Well, no,” I admitted—“not in my bedroom.” 

“There you are, then,” said my aunt. 

We went into the Architectural Room to cool down. 
H. F. E. 








Ode on the Death of a Favourite Cockatoo. 





GENTLEMEN, let’s 
Sing a dirge to the sweetest of pets, 
Perished on Friday, in spite of a couple of vets. 


Not from old age, 
Gout, apoplexy or rage; 
Not from impatience at being shut up in a cage; 





Not from a bite 
Sustained in the course of a fight; 
Not even from grief or from having a pain in the night. 


Nothing like those 
Caused her to turn up her toes 
And carried her off to wherever a cockatoo goes. 


Bred in Iquique, 
She was always patrician and chic 
From the tip of her elegant tail to the end of her beak. 


Nevertheless 

Her husband succumbed to distress 

Due to her pinching his share of the mustard-and- 
cress. 





Early and late 

She pined for her consort and mate, 

Till it seemed that herself she would share his un- 
fortunate fate. 


Knowing the ropes, 

To banish her fit of the mopes 

We filled up her cage with small birds, and were living 
in hopes, 


Watching them thrive, 

And thinking they'd keep her alive, 

Till within a few minutes we found that she’d eaten 
all five. 


Somewhere afar 
Her spirit shines out like a star, 
Having died like a queen of a surfeit of budgerigar. 








“.... the speakers will be the Lord Bishop of Llandaff and the 
Lord Bishop of i on ‘Approaches towards the City of 
God.” No tickets are required.”—Church Magazine. 





We should in any case consider it presumptuous to book. 


————e 
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The Word War. 


t™. 





| “Identified with . . .” 





Tuts is an enemy very odious to my 
army. “The late mayor always identi- 
fied himself with the Boy Scouts . . .” 
so that, we presume, it was never 
possible to say which was the mayor 
and which the Boy Seouts. One good 
lady, | remember, “identified herself’ 
not only with the Temperance Move- 
ment but with Winchester Cathedral ; 
and when that building had to be 
repaired a few years ago the con- 
tractor’s men began by erecting scaf- 
fold-poles round Mrs. Potts, a pardon- 
able mistake. 


“Ang ig 

“Angles” are rapidly becoming as 
undisciplined and tedious as “avenues” 
and “issues.” For many years, as a 
warrior points out, prelates, statesmen 
and Mrs. Potts have been announcing 
their desire to look at problems “from 
a different angle,” meaning, we pre- 
sume, from adifferent place. They have 
been nobly followed by certain Ameri- 
can citizens who state that they have 
“got a new angle on religion,” or even 
“got their angles on God straight”’ (a 
difficult but without doubt spiritually 
beneficial manceuvre). And now, in a 
Times article on the problems of police 
work, we read of the police 


“discovering new angles of approach 
to their solution.” 


Let us draw some angles and get our 
angles on angles straight, if we can:— 


(a) Tae Btsnoprs. 








Now, an angle is “the space included 


between two ieeting lines or planes.” 
In the. triangle ightfully printed 
above there are three A, Band 


_ C; and the O in the centre is the problem 


which the Bishops wish to . The 
Bishops are now at the A, and 
when they wish to get a new view of O 
they can move down to the angle B; 
and if the angle B does not satisfy them 
they can pass further down the car to 
the angle C. But the im t thing 
(already visible to my gallant warriors) 


is this: that for the purpose of inspect- 
ing O the angles A and B are no more 
st te s than the point D halfway 
between them; and an equally good 
view can be had from the points KE 
and F. In short, those who say that 
they look at things from different 
angles are merely saying that they go 
from one corner to another, which is 
feeble and may be misleading. 


(6) Tue PoLice. 
But the police, in the passage quoted, 


are behaving quite intelligently; for 
they are approaching the problem O 
not from but at different angles to the 


line O—P, thus:— 
Lord Trenchard 
Inspectors 


Sergeants 


\ «se Oe Constables 


_ 
r 





But even the police are not behaving 
uite correctly; for what is the point 
P: It is not really there. I have had 
to invent the point Pin order to create 
the line O—P in order to give the police 
something which will form an angle 
with their lines of movement, since 
they insist on having angles. To speak 
strictly, what they are doing is this :— 


Lord Trenchard 


7 
4 


oe _77 \espectors 
Ph Sergeants 


Za : 


That is, they are approaching O in 
different directions or upon different 
lines of approach. I am willing to 
waive the last point and permit the 
police to approach their problems at 
new angles. But never, my Lord 
Bishop—never From! 

That is all about angles for the 
pm But I warn the country that 

may soon have to deal with “ values.” 


“Following.” 
But what is the use of fighting’ 


is abomination has now crept into 
our beloved T'imes (April 25th) :-— 


“Following a police raid on the 
Jubilee Social Club . . . H.C., 43, 
the proprietor, was fined £30 and 
ordered to pay 20 guineas costs.” 


O Tempora, O Mores ! 

This is a very rare following-piece, 
because the one man upon this planet 
of whom it could be was with absolute 
certainty that he was not “following” 
the police-raid would be the ietor 
of the raided club; and the picture of 


officers of the law is charming. 
But we must be thankful. It might 


have been :— 


“Night-club proprietor, H. C., was. 


fined £30, due to a police raid.” 
And in many of our great organs of 


opinion and enlightenment it would} 


have been so. Shoot these “due to’s,” 
brothers, and poison “following.” 

P.S.—Yes, I know, my Oxford 
warrior, that my own syntax is fre- 
quently foul. But what may be done 
in a side-shaking article like this for a 
particular effect must not be done 
carelessly in a solemn account of the 
proceedings in a court of law. There 
is a place for all things, even for bad 
grammar and septic verbs. 


“Izitis.” 
In the same T'imes the Mayor of 


Vancouver is reported to have said 
that— 


“ Vancouver is being victimized by 
an organized attempt to capitalize 
for revolutionary purposes the con- 
ditions of depression.’ 


This musical sentence shows how 
right we were the other day to deprecate 
the uncontrolled manufacture and use 
of unnecessary verbs in “ize.” “ Vie- 
timize”’ and “capitalize,” for example, 
ugly though they are, have done good 
service in political controversy and will 
do more, if they are not overworked in 
the wrong places. But now everyone 
who considers himself injured is “ vie- 
timized”’ and everyone who seeks to 
profit “capitalizes.” I shall be told 
that the words are clear and useful. 
Well, then, let us have more :— 


‘ec 


“Vancouver is being victimized 
by an —— attempt to capitalize 
for revolutionizing purposes the de- 
pressionized conditions.” 


That, I think, is equally clear. But 
so, I humbly suggest, is this :— 


“Vancouver is the victim of 
revolutionaries who are trying to 
make political profit out of the de- 
pression.” 


I throw that off lightly. No doubt 
there are many brief and better ways 
of expressing the mayor’s thought. 

His use of “victimize,” I confess, 
amuses me; for the word was invented 
by those against whom he now employs 
it. But “capitalize”? No. If we must 
“bitterize” our arguments with the 
odious word, let us at least see that it 
observes its own rules. In my view, I 
can only “capitalize” (that is to say, 
convert into capital) something which 
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already belongs to me. You may say 
rudely that I ‘capitalize’ my rheum- 
atism (which, by the way, continues) 
by writing articles about it. But I 
cannot capitalize your rheumatism by 
writing articles about it. And there- 
fore I condemn the advertisement sent 
to me by a warrior which asserts that 
the makers of certain cellular blankets 
have 

“capitalised this mother-instinct in 

their Sales campaign for 1935.” 


I suppose you will now say that the 
‘depression ”’ belongs to everyone, and 
therefore the revolutionaries can cor- 
rectly be said to convert it into 
(political) capital. I don’t care what 
you say. I will not have the filthy verb. 


P.S.—And—this will show you that 
I do not exaggerate the perils of “izitis” 
~a warrior tells me that he has 
trodden on the crawling verb “to 
virilize ”’ :— 


“se 


. and the determination to 

virilise his crooning, 80 to speak . . .” 

—News-Chronicle Week-End Supple- 
ment, 

That “so to speak”’ is a moving plea 





for mercy; but, no, brothers, we must 
be firm. For ‘‘izitis’’ is contagious and 
quick. The next thing, we shall read of 
Herr Hrrier feminizing his foreign 
policy—O gosh! I have just looked in 
the dictionary and IT IS THERE! 


‘*FemrnizeE—1652. To make or be- 


come feminine.” 
I surrender. I give up the struggle. 
No, I don’t. For “ virilize”’ is not there 
yet. Let us fight on. 


Pro-tagonist. 


Talking of fighting, I learn with 
horror and genuine surprise from a 
warrior that the word “ protagonist” 
is being used as if it were pro-tagonist— 
one who is for something, and opposed 
to ant-agonist, one who is against it. 
Heavens! “This,” says the warrior, 
“occurs once a fortnight in The British 
Medical Journal (the word ‘advocate’ 
is forgotten) and each summer in T'he 
Manchester G. when the editor is on 
holiday.” 

Tremble, then, both illustrious pub- 
lications, and attend. “‘ Protagonist” is 
compounded of the Greek protos (mean- 
ing “‘first’’) and agonistes (meaning 
“combatant” or “actor,” and the 


whole means the chief personage in a 
drama or conflict. You may say that 
Sir Joun Smmon was a protagonist in 
the Stresa drama, but not that he was 
a protagonist for Peace. O B.M.J.! 
O M.G.! And people say that it is a 
waste of time for Englishmen to learn 
the “‘dead languages.” They should 
be taught, as I have said before, in 
every elementary school—and all the 
schools of journalism. 

You may go now. 


A. P. H. 








An Impending Apology. 

“The Vicar endorsed Mr. ‘s words, 
saying that they had passed a difficult year, 
and the work of their secretary had had a 
great deal to do with it.”—Local Paper. 





A Scene we Simply Dare Not Visualise. 

“ A surprise item was included in the B.B.C, 
television transmission last night. Mr. Frank 
Dobson, the sculptor, came to the studio... . 
The sculptor occupied so much room in the 
studio that an interval had to elapse after 
his talk while it was cleared.”—-Daily Paper. 





“Her accomplishments include flying, 
gliding, riding, ski-ing, skating, swimming, 
tennis and motor-cycling, but the ordinary 
pursuits of the ‘modern’ girl do not appeal 
to her.”—Deacription of Airwoman, 


Knitting bores her, definitely. 
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Biographical. 


THERE was a time when the written 
Lives of the good and/or the great were 
exclusively reserved for prize- 
givings. They were taken away by 
the recipients and either left unopen 
upon a shelf or exchanged for two white 
mice and a rare Indian stamp said to 
have been looted by somebody’s great- 
grandfather from the siege of Seringa- 
patam, 


That was in the days before the new 





“Like you, do you mean?” said 
Laura intelligently. 

In a way it was what I meant, al- 
though I didn’t seem to care about 
Laura’s meaning it too. 

Nor was I any better pleased when she 
added patronisingly that she wouldn’t 
mind doing the biography herself. 

“T could put in lots of little things 
to make it more amusing,” she said. 
“Like the time when you walked two 
miles to the garage and said the car had 
broken down, and it was just that you 
hadn’t turned on the petrol.” 





way of writing bi hy had 
meen dasa "The author; ~ 
of a modern ye ern can} § G 
have the most frightful fun.| == © 
As for the subject of a modern 
biography—well, no one, how- 
ever much afraid of being 
bored or edified or anything 
like that, need shrink from 
reading about him or her. 
Practically all those things that 
would lead to a libel action 
if published in a newspaper 
article, or to a free fight if 
spoken amongst friends, can 
now be incorporated into the 
biography of a celebrity. 

But is it going to stop at 
celebrities? After all the 
supply is limited. (Even the 
Bronté family only provides 
three—or four at the very 
outside.) 

And after celebrities we shall 
come down to ordinary people. 
The thought is to ordinary 
people very disquieting. 

It constrained me to ask 
Charles a little while ago 
whether be had ever kept any 
of my letters. 

“Several,” said Charles 
alertly. ‘Be at the church- 
yard back-entrance to-night 
at eleven o'clock with five 
hundred pounds in one-pound 
notes. If you attempt to com- 


mee > a 
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The Announcer. “ AND 1S THIS REALLY YOUR NAME?” 

M. Poulaszerynsouthcovitz. “ Yrs.” 

The Announcer. 
YOURSELF?” 





municate with the police the 
letters will at once be published in every 


newspaper throughout the kingdom.” 


It was evident enough that, whilst I 
had been reading biographies, Charles 
had been reading detective-fiction— 
and not the best class of detective- 
fiction either. 

Laura was more up-to-date. ‘‘ You’re 
thinking of Cuartes Dickens,” she 
said at once. 

1 was not—I was thinking of QuEEN 
Vicroria; but I knew what she — 

“The same distinguished people 
cannot go on having their inner selves 
dissected year after year,” I poi out. 
‘In time these writers will have to fall 
back upon less distinguished. people.” 


“Or the day you asked the Ballan- 
tynes to tea and then forgot all about 
it and took everyone out for a picnic,” 
said Charles—and the bitterness in his 
voice, unless I greatly mistake, was 
not on behalf of the Ballantynes so 
much as because of his own peculiar 
views about picnics. 

“I think,” I said as quietly as pos- 
sible, ‘‘that you are both rather behind 
the times. Biographers nowadays are 
not interested in what happened to the 
subject of the biography but only in 
why it happened and what would have 
happened if the things that happened 
hadn’t happened.” 

The silence that followed did not 


give me the impression that I had been 
fully understood by my hearers. Then 
Charles rallied. 

“Well, if I were put to it I daresay 
I could say why some things had hap. 
pened to you. I know perfectly well 
that the reasori you play bridge as 
you do is simply because you will not 
remember what I’ve told you ten 
thousand times about overcalling.” 

“And for the matter of that,” said 
Laura, “I know why you're always in 
such frightful difficulties about your 
overdraft—I mean, in worse difficulties 
than the rest of us.” 

I said that I did not think 
either Charles or Laura had 
quite understood the require- 
ments of modern biography. 
An (Edipus complex was one 
thing, a bank overdraft quite 
another. 

Charles said that he had al- 
ways thought (2dipus was a 
king, and Laura said in in- 
verted commas— 

“* How well I remember my 
dear old friend, as I knew her 
in early middle life, rushing 
round to the butcher to change 
a cheque for one pound, two 
shillings and sixpence, thus 
leaving herself with a balance 
of fivepence at the bank to 
earry her on until the first of 
the month!’ ” 

Charles, without much orig- 
inality, improvised a variation 
of his own on Laura’s theme— 

“*Tt seems only the other 
day that the subject of this 
little memoir got into trouble 
| with the police for forgetting 
|to renew her driving-licence. 
|Her memory, indeed, was 
never a strong point, and as 
the years went on it became 
evident that even the slight 
effort of recollecting her hus- 
band’s requirements at the 








“THEN WOULD YOU MIND ANNOUNCING | toa table was too great.’ ” 


__._..| Ihanded Charles the milk-jug. 





“T am leaving instructions in my 
will,” I said, ‘“‘that no one should ever 
write my biography.” 2g 

“T can see why you don’t want it, 
said Laura frankly. ‘Though, of course, 
it was entirely your own idea that any- 
body might ever propose to do it at all. 

“They still give the preference to 
celebrities,” Charles pointed out. “And, 
after all, a couple of novels and a few 
newspaper articles, however brilliant, 
don’t really make a celebrity, do they * 

“No,” I said, “they don’t. That's 
one reason why the next thing I write 
is going to be an autobiography.’ 

Curiously enough they didn’t ask what 
the other reasons were. E. M. D. 
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The Feast. 


As I passed up Horbury High Street 
people turned to look at me, not 
because of the subtle air of distinction 
that marks me from common men, but 
because a day’s hike in dusty country 
and a mistaken short-cut across a 
particularly marshy marsh had robbed 
my gent’s natty hiking costume of much 
of its original freshness. In short, I 
realised that I looked like something 
that had just been washed out of a 











sewer. 
/ I approached the large commission- 
} aire outside “The Lion Hotel’ and 
; | asked what time dinner would be 
ready. 


“Ready now,” he said in an un- 
friendly sort of way; “but it is six 
shillings.” 

From his tone I guessed that he 
thought I looked as though I had 
never seen so much money all at once, 
but I was too hungry to waste time 
throwing haughty glances, so I walked 
past him and sought the wash-and- 
brush-up department. When I 
emerged my face and hands were clean, 
but this seemed only to accentuate 
the ghastliness of my appearance. No 
amount of brushing had made any 
impression on the portions of marsh 





. . . | 
clinging to my legs, and my hair if E ; =4\ 
definitely stood on end. i / .— - = Uf 

The head-waiter approached dubi- , 


ously. 

“A table for one, please,” I said. 

“You are taking dinner ?”’ he asked 
coldly. 

“T am.” 

““T’ll see if there is a table dis- 
engaged,” said the waiter at last, and 
went to consult the manager, who was 
eyeing me with loathing from behind 
a curtain. 

‘Who is he?”’ I heard the manager “"ELP A PORE MAN, Str; I’vE ONLY EARNED ONE-AND-THRIPPENCE SINCE 
say in a loud whisper. Januaky.” 

“IT don’t know,” said the waiter. “I “How DOES THAT COMPARE WITH LAST YEAR'S STATEMENT?” 


roy i LIN | 


—. 
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would have turned him away, but 
last time we turned somebody away on fares and light refreshments during him that I had not merely enough 
because he looked like a tramp it the day. money to pay the bill but to give him 








proved to be a well-known politician, 
” 
8so0-—-—— 

**We can’t risk it,” said the manager. 
‘Put him over there in the corner and 
surround him with palms. I only hope 
he has no money to pay the bill, in 
which case I shall greatly enjoy watch- 
ing Smithson hurl him down the front- 
steps.” 

I guessed that Smithson was the 


| commissionaire, and as he looked an 


efficient sort of hurler I was glad that 
my wallet contained five crisp pound- 
notes. I patted my pocket to make 
sure that the wallet was safe, knowing 


that I had spent all my small change 


It was a good dinner, and I had two one of the handsomest tips he had 


portions of everything. The waiter 
who looked after me got quite goggle- 
eyed as I kept giving repeat orders. I 
don’t suppose many of his customers 
came to dinner with thirty-mile appe- 
tites. He had completely surrounded 
me with palms, but I was conscious 
from time to time of faces peeping at 
me furtively through the forest, as he 
brought his friends to look at me. 

I finished off with a liqueur and a 
large cigar, and seldom have I felt so 
great a feeling of well-being. I chuckled 
to myself to think how the waiter’s 
demeanour would alter when I showed 


ever had. 

He approached with the bill, and I | 
drew out my wallet with a leisurely air | 
and opened it. I could see the manager | 
and the head-waiter peeping through | 
the forest, looking like wild animals | 
hoping for the best. 

There was nothing in the wallet 
except a small piece of paper bearing 
the words: “1.0.U. £5.——Epirn.” 





Too Much of a Good Thing. 
“Mr. More-BevisHa on Trarric 
Po.icy.” 
East Anglian Paper. 


























wae erro nag 














PUNCH, or The London Charivari 


[May 15, 1935 











“So sORRY TO BE LATE, Mrs. Brown.” 
“BETTER LATE THAN EARLY, Mrs. JONES.’ 
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Romance and Reality. 


A poy there was and he went to sea 

With a head as full-as a head could be. 

Of all the yarns that ever he’d read 

By an inch ef candle at night in bed. . . . 


He thought a sailor had nothing to do 

When the wind was fair and the skies were biue 
But sit in the sun and watch the ship 

Sailing herself at a twelve-knot clip, 

With a song and a yarn and a hornpipe or so 
To liven him up when things got slow. 

He thought it sounded a first-rate notion 

To be cast away in the Southern Ozean 

And rig himself in a home-made trousseau 
And ramble round like Robinson Crusoe, 

With plenty of turtles’ to scoff 

Till a ship chanced by omit took him off. 

He often dreamed about digging up gold 

The pirates hid in the da of old, 

Though why in thunder they went and hid it 
Nobody knows but the blokes that did it. 


But—there’s not.much time for hornpipe-dancing. 
With a hard-case mate that’s always prancing 


And bawling round in a voice like thunder, 

“Jump now, ye sojers, or stand from under!” 

And a length of rope’s-end neatly planted 

Was-all the livening-up he wanted. 

And the only island the ship went smash on 

It hadn’t been furnished Crusoe fashion; 

There weren't any turtles’ eggs on the beaches, 

Nor goats with skins to make into breeches; 

And after they ’d lived a month or more 

On things they found on the rocks and the shore, 

Winkles and weed as salt as the dickens 

And penguins’ eggs that were nearly chickens; 

Talk about islands—well, no one reckoned 

He ever wanted to sample a second. . . . 

And he never had time nor he never had leisure 

For little matters like hunting treasure, 

So all the treasure ever he found 

While he was sailing the wide seas round 

Was a handful or two of pay to burn— 

Easy to spend but the devil to earn!— 

And a head as full as a head could be 

Of an old man’s dreams of the ships and the 
sea. C.F. 8. 
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THE LEADER. 


Herr Hirier. “DONNERWETTER! I THOUGHT J HAD THE BEST YOUTH MOVEMENT 
IN EUROPE, BUT I BEGIN TO THINK I’M MISTAKEN.” 
U 


Sa SERERaSTmEmeneenansareenaeety—F 
































proaeayccueni oe cond > gueatiu AGE i ergs CR BR SS perneg i 5%, puppets ics ese eet 


a aisina beers 


iaiaeaneal nainiiaan ? Oa 



























eB = TE 








| 
i 
| 
; 


| 





| discussion on the European 
| situation, with icular 
| reference to 


| Powers of that part of the 


| and that the Government 
| should be asked to resume 
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Impressions of Parliament. 





Tuesday, May Tth.—At the 
Ribbon Development Bill 
has arrived. Lord Lonpon- 
DERRY introduced it to-day 
and it was read a first time. 
Afterwards their Lordships 


passed to an interesting 


last 


any, 
which, they nearly all 
agreed, had had a rough 
deal in the Treaty of Ver- 
sailles and had been given 
at least some justification 
for her recent impatience 
and independence by the 
general neglect by the 


Treaty in which they prom- 
ised disarmament as a 
fundamental condition of 
Peace. 

Lord Dicktnson, who 
moved that the House 
should express its regret at 
the League of Nations’ 
Resolution of April 17th, 


| negotiations with Germany 


on acceptable lines, urged 
that we were now dealing 
with a generation of Ger- 
mans who were not responsible for the 
War, that the Powers had failed to keep 


| their word justas muchas Germany, and 


that Peace in a Europe divided in two 
was impossible. Lord RENNELL, who 
said that he held no brief for Germany, 
felt that it had been a mistake not to 
allow her to argue her case before the 
international Bar, and hoped that a 
clearer perception of the German point 
of view might enlighten future negotia- 


| tions; Lord Morristone, who has spent 


much time lately in Germany, assured 
the House that the last thing the 
Germans wanted was to fight us; Lord 
Ceci, while agreeing that international 
policy with regard to disarmament had 
been deplorable, insisted that during 
the last two or three years German 
behaviour had been anti-social; Lord 
Ponsonby asked for a bolder lead with 


| regard to disarmament, and in reply 


Lord STaNLEY pointed out that every 


| member of the League Council, except 


Denmark, had voted for the Resolution, 
and that the Government was already 


| doing its best to bring Germany back. 


| Woop 


The Commons, where the Indian 
Federal Constitution was discussed by 
a handful of Members, enjoyed a brief 
duel between Sir Munpocu McK Eenzik& 
and Mr. Ormsspy-Gorkg, the 





former complaining that no St. An- 
drew’s Crosses had been included in 
the decoration of Westminster Hall, 
and the latter reminding him that 


—~ \ WY \ \ 
KX 
WAS 





THE WESTMINSTER TOURNAMENT. 


Mr. Ormsspy-Gore enters the lists as Champion of England and 
St. George. 


nothing more suitable than St. George’s 
Cross could be found for a medieval 
English building which dated from long 





HOMECOMING. 


A HAPPY 


With Mr. Punch’s best wishes to Mr. Epen 
on his return to Westminster. 


\S 


before the Union. It is doubtful 
if Sir Murpocn and his fellow-tribes- 
men were mollified by Mr. Hersert 
WILu1aMs’ interjection that in this 
country we bore many 
crosses of Scottish origin, 
such as the Primate, the 
P.M., the Home Sgcre- 
TARY and the MrIsTER 
OF AGRICULTURE. 
Wednesday, May 8th.— 
To-day both Houses were 
mainly occupied in mov- 
ing humble and loyal Ad- 
. dresses to the Krxe. Lord 
HAILSHAM’s speech was a 
model of brevity and sin- 
cerity. 
~  IntheCommonsthe P.M. 
paid moving tribute to the 





manner in which THe 
Masesties had courage- 
ously and wisely faced 


many difficult years, and 
bound an increasingly-de- 
mocratic people to them 
+ by the firmest ties of affec- 

tion. Sir HERBERTSAMUEL 
spoke of Tuer MaJEstTIEs’ 
great humanity; but prob- 
ably the most interesting 
speeches of the day came 
from Mr. Lanspury, who 
warmly testified to the way 
in which the Royal Family 
had helped to break down 
the domination of class; 
and Mr. Ltoyp Grorer, who treated 
the House to some charming remin- 
iscences and dwelt especially on the 
enormous influence of the Crown during 
the War. 

Thursday, May 9h.—To-day will be 
memorable in the Palace of West- 
minster, for at noon THEIR MAJESTIES 
honoured the Lords and Commons by 
coming to Westminster Hall, the 
ancient citadel of English government, 
to hear the loyal Addresses of both 
Houses. These, eloquent and moving, 
were spoken by the Lonp CHANCELLOR 
and Mr. Spraker, and the Kine then 
replied. In the course of a speech which 
all who listened to will remember for its 
beautiful sincerity and simplicity, he 
said how glad he was that the represen- 
tatives of the Empire, now grown to 
full estate, were with them, and he 
accorded particular welcome to the 
sons of India. Expressing his grati- 
tude for the continued strength of the 
Constitutional Monarchy and the Par- 
liamentary System, he reminded his 
audience of the storms which had so 
beset the ship of State during the last 
twenty-five years, and of how glori- 
ously they had been overcome ; and he 
ended with a note of deep sympathy 
for the unemployed. 
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“| HOPE YOU WON'T MIND CREEPING ALONG LIKE THIS, BUT WE DON’T CARE FOR OUR NEW NEIGHBOURS AND WE DON’! 


WANT TO SPEAK TO THEM.” 
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Aids to Agoraphobia. 





“Live in Kent,” said the poster, 
“and be content.” And again, “Live 
in Surrey free from worry,” or it may 
have been “and rest from worry.” I 
| looked at the strong calm eyes of the 

nine Kent-dwellers who shared my 

carriage with me. I got out; in that 
languorous air it was almost a surprise 
that they bothered to collect my ticket. 
| But all day the thought haunted me: 

Why was Sussex left out? 

I was driven to the conclusion that 
_ the author’s Muse had blown out a fuse 

—(sorry). Sussex has for many years 
| been almost entirely under poets; Mr. 
| Krenine has written about it, so has 
Mr. Bexxoo, but neither of them, and 
nobody, has found a rhyme to it. You 
see the difficulty. There may be a 
No. 6 bus which gets out as far as East 
| Grinstead, but if there is the railways 
wouldn’t want to advertise it. We talk 
of a rus in urbe; but the epi loses 
| its point if you describe a large non- 
built-up area as urbe rus ex. “ And climb 
the tussocks” suggests itself; but what 
would Mr. BeL.oc say if we gave such 





a name to Chanctonbury Ring? No, 
bolder measures are indicated. I find 
it will be necessary to introduce the 
dialogue form, so dear to the heart of 
the modern advertiser. A dialogue 
between Mr. X and Mr. Y, with Mrs. Y 
thrown in; Mr. Y in beautiful town 
clothes—such a collar, such gloves, 
while Mrs. Y is in a very exiguous 
bathing-costume. ‘Live in Sussex,” 
they say, “and be like us, X.” Only a 
little ingenuity was wanted. 

The Southern Railway will hardly 
keep the monopoly of these useful 
figures. Before long, stations on the 
L.N.E. will be placarded with a por- 
trait of X, desperately searching for a 
lost document amid the chaos of a 
small flat; to whom enter Y with the 
consoling thought: “Leave that mess, 
X, and live in Essex.” A week later the 
G.W.R. will have come in; we shall see 
X trying to do his crossword on the 
top of a bus; the ubiquitous Y taps 
him on the shoulder and points to a 
local train (inset): “ Live in Middlesex 
and solve your riddles, X.” By now 
the sacred flame will have been fanned, 
and all the dormitory counties will 
want to have their share in the thing. 


Perhaps they will return to the old 
model and preach peace: “Live in 
Herts secure from starts’’; “Live in 
Beds remote from dreads’’; possibly 
even “Live in Berks—no cares, no 
carks.” But “dreads” is rather an 
unusual plural, and I am not certain of 
“ecarks,” though my dictionary gives 
the word as a noun. I remember a well- 
known man-about-town being asked 
to resign from his club when he had 
claimed “carky” as an English word 
at Contract Lexicon. Personally I 
think a livelier touch is needed: ‘* Live 
in Beds., like quadrupeds,” with a 
picture of the Whipsnade Zoo—the 
great open spaces, you know. The 
horrible congestion in which city- : 
dwellers live might be emphasised by 
a companion-picture labelled “Issue 
forth, ants, and live in Northants.” As 
for Berks, I think ‘‘ You’ll have such | 
larks!’’ would do, illustrated by morris- 
dancing on the green at Wokingham. 
Oh, Bucks—yes, dash it!—‘“‘where the 
bee sucks,” or, “and eat the ducks” — 
anything. 

There is no reason why the process 
should stop there. Counties which 
have no claim to act as dormitories 
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may still want to acquire more resi- 


| dents, though the appeal will have to 


be more subtle. The Eastern counties, 


for instance, might challenge our 


patriotism in view of rural depopula- 


| tion: “Why don’t more folk live in 


Norfolk ?”’ is a difficult question, and 
not made easier when you are simul- 
taneously assured that ‘Not enough 
folk live in Suffolk.” Yet we are not 
prepared to let agriculture go under 


| altogether. “Live in Cambs and breed 


prize-lambs” might be an acceptable 
suggestion; though the artist would 
find even readier inspiration when he 
illustrated “ Live in Hunts, the porker 


grunts.” There is lots of room in these 


counties, anyhow. “Live in Rutland,’ 
for instance, “‘there’s nothing but 
land ’’—not a great deal of it, but only 
one river flows through Rutland, and | 
bet you didn’t know it is called the 
Gwash. 

In the extreme West we should 
have to make a virtue of mere remote- 
ness: “‘ Few newcomers hit the trail for 
Somerset,” or, “Inhabitants are scarce 
in Hants’’ would be _ ingeniously 
matched by the more obvious “Live 


| in Devon, it’s just like heaven.” Lost 


causes, we shall suggest, find a home 
in such places: ‘Hopes forlorn will 
thrive in Cornwall”; and a retired 
smuggler could easily illustrate the 
legend, “Roam no more; sit snug in 
Dorset.” 

The advertiser who cannot pretend 
that his wares are cheap does well to 
insist that they are expensive, and 
therefore only for the few—a recom- 
mendation which can be insinuated by 
the phrase, “Live in Glos if that is 
poss.,” or more baldly stated if you 
will: ‘ Live in Wilts, like Vanderbilts,’ 
“Live in Worcs in affluent cires.’ 
These expensive tenants may be lured 
by the hope of civic distinction: “ Live 
in Herefs; they want more sheriffs.”’ 


| or by the hope of making aristocratic 


} 
j 





friends: “Live in Salop, where neigh- 
bours pal up,” or by the quite unmoral 
invitation to ““Come to Cheshire and 
live for pleasure ” (inset : Congleton by 
mounllabthe or you may simply repre- 
sent it as a fashion: “Come to Mon., 
it’s being done.” A higher appeal may 
be made to the love of romance (‘‘ Live 
in Warwickshire, the most historic 
shire’’), or the love of sport (“Smart 
investors hire mounts in Leicester- 
shire’’); toenergy of the mind (“There's 
lots and lots to do in Notts’’), or to 
intellectual pride (“The man who 
thinks will live in Lines’’). 

The Northern counties are much 
more difficult to put on the market 
Since Mr. Prigstiey visited and de- 
seribed them it is hardly possible to 


get up any public enthusiasm. Buxton 
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indeed may yet have a spell for retired 
colonels (“Home from far Bushire ? 
Then live in Derbyshire’’); and even 
Staffordshire might be worked in by 
the aid of illustrations: “‘ Live in Staffs; 
see photographs ’’—the Town Hall at 
Burslem, probably, flood-lit. But it 
seems impossible to make any comment 
on Lancashire except “I’ve lived there, 
thanks.” Yorkshire can only appeal to 
our love of creature comforts (“ Knives 
and forks get busy in Yorks’’); while 
Durham has nothing whatever to 
recommend it except possibly its 
immunity from attack in case of 
hostilities (“No Landsturm invade 
County Durham”), which makes a poor 
bill at the best of times. Further North 
remoteness comes to our aid again. 
‘Get the best moorland air in West- 
morland”’ is prosy but roughly true; 


and no doubt the L.N_E. will plaster 
its hoardings with “ There’s no slum- 
berland like Northumberland,” only to 
find that it has provided the L.MS 
with the simplest possible rejoinder: 
“Why Northumberland? Why not 
Cumberland ?”’ 

The expert in geography will be 
conscious that I have left out one 
county. Believe me, there are plenty 
of rhymes for it. But, you see, I live 
there myself, and I think there are 
quite enough of us, I should be the last 
to encourage immigration. R. A. K. 








For Your Fireside. 
“ Pers. 

A Retired Army Officer, with long admin- 
istrative experience under the Government 
of India, seeks employment.” 

Newspaper Advt, 
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At the Play. 


“Tue Fiyinc Trapeze” 
(ALHAMBRA). 

Nor nearly enough has been written 
about the back-stage life of theatrical 
animals. A leading human actress can 
scarcely drop a lip-stick without the 
fact being promptly circulated to the 
Press, but what glimpses are we 
afforded of the dressing-rooms of the 
Snooker-playing Iguana, the Crossword 
Platypus, the Cricketing Wombats or 
the Sanskrit-reading Swordfish, to take 
only a few notabilities from the zoo- 
logical green-room? None at all, you 
might safely say. 

Do the elephants’ dressers await the 
triumphant return of their employers 
with buckets of stout? And what does 
the cream of the profession have to say 
on the subject of make-up? These and 
a thousand other questions demand to 
be answered in a theatrical animals’ 
| gossip-column, and I have a good mind 

to conduct it myself. Here, for instance, 

in this lavishly-presented musical- 
comedy of circus-life (produced by. Mr. 

ERtk CHARELL), was a dog-star, surely 

in the ascendant, about whose relaxa- 
_ tions from advanced acrobatics I grew 
increasingly curious ; and here too were 
| several dangerously-sophisticated nags 
which looked the spotlights coldly 
in the lens and behaved as if 
about to move on, in the extreme 
of boredom, to another cocktail- 
party. 
A Paris circus in 1860 is the 
scene, and what story there is 
rises uncertainly out of the silly 
habit which the star trapeze- 
| man, René (Mr. Jack BucHan: 
| AN), has of swarming nocturnally 
_ over the faces of high buildings 
| and pushing bouquets anony- 
| mously and at random through 
| their windows. Nobody minds 
| free flowers, but one night René 
_ makes the mistake of unloading 
/ an armful into the bedroom of 
| the Empress’s Lady-in- Waiting. 
| This the Empress chooses to re- 
| gard as a slur on the monarchical 
| system, and, learning from her 
| police that in all Paris only René 

could have committed the crime, 

she visits the circus to see him 

for herself. The first half of the 

paoees is the circus in re- 
| hearsal, the second half is the 





| clastic, and in effect the show 
| is a series of turns punctuated 
| 


| by D 
foiled by elaborate settings and 


| circus in full swing with the Sf fremra 
| Imperial party present. Tew. 
This framework is infinitely : 


dresses which appeal in their variety, 
although not outstandingly good. 
That indeed was my feeling about the 





INFECTIOUS SPARKLE, 


La Directrice . . Miss Ivy Sr. Hever. 
Horse . . . . . (Not in Programme.) 


whole affair: a great deal of trouble 
has been taken over it—so much 
that it should somehow have risen 





SMALL TALK ON A LARGE SCALE. 


ite agreeable music and Bombi(Ventriloquist). . . . . . Mr. Frep Emney. 
ME a a ear eee at Mr. Jack Bucuanan. 







above the soundly mediocre. In par. 
ticular I regretted that Miss Ivy 
Sr. Hetier, who plays the Directrice, 
had not been better served. So far as 
it goes her part suits her perfectly, but 
it only goes about one-tenth of her 
capacity and never for one moment 
gives an opportunity for the exercise of 
her marvellous quality of tragi-comic 
satire. 

Mr. BucHANAN was of course the 
pivot of the piece, and a very charmi 
pivot. I could have wished he h 
danced more, but he gave us one gener- 
ous helping, and his singing and his 
personality were undimmed by sticky 
patches in the dialogue. 

Those who saw Mr. Ricsarp 
Hearve’s inspired performance in 
Lucky Break as the acrobat window- 
cleaner and who remember how he 
made his exit by diving clean through 
a small cupboard in the wall will flock 
to see him tora asaclown. His fooling 
is notably good. 

The Svu-ygEe Troupe of Chinese 
acrobat-jugglers is amazing. They build 
themselves up on the Meccano principle 
into set-pieces which must require 
superhuman balance and strength, and 
they are also expert at the Oriental 
trick of keeping a dinner-plate whizzing 
on the end of arod. Watching them, 
it occurred to me that this was how 
the Magic Circle should have its 
Dinner served, providing always 
that the menu was sufficiently | 
glutinous not to fly off with cen- 
trifugal inhospitality into the 
guests’ ears. 

We laughed a good deal at 
the turn in which Mr. Frep Em- 
NEY, showing only his head, 
operated an enormous ventrilo- 
quist on whose knee sat a puppet 
filled out woodenly by Mr 
Bucuanan. Their backchat was 
not very sparkling but their 
appearance was superb. And 
briefly I must give praise to Miss 
Peart ARGYLE’s and Mr. Hue# 
Larne’s dancing, and to Miss 
June CLyDE’s singing. The best 
tunes are “There Won't Be Any 
Spring” and ‘Marie Louise.” 

Nowhere in the voluminous pro- 
gramme could I find the faintest 
mention of the trapeze-artist who 
4 doubled for Mr. BucuaNnan and 
Y gave a brilliant though disturbing 
YY performance. Once I was certain 
he had really missed the flying 
rung, but by a hundredth-of-a- 
second he crooked his leg over It. 
Seeing that he is one of the 
brightest items in the pro- 
gramme, it seems rather unfair 
that his name should have been 
withheld. Eric. 
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A LITTLE SKETCH OF A “GLAMOROUS NIGHT” AT 





DRURY LANE. 








One of These Days. 


| HUNG up the receiver and returned 
to the breakfast-table. “A boy,” I 
informed Pamela. “And both doing 
well. Bill rang up.” 

Pamela swallowed her coffee at a 
gulp. “When?” she asked excitedly 

“Two minutes ago.” 

“T mean, when was it born! It’s 
frightfully important because to-day 
is Monday the thirteenth. Joan has 
been simply praying that it would turn 
up before or after.” 

“Then I’m afraid she’s disap- 
pointed. Bill said half-past twelve.” 

Pamela took a piece of toast and 
buttered it distractedly. “Of all the 

| awful luck!” she said. ‘That means 
to-day.” 

“Just.” 

| “Just? It’s horribly unjust. Poor 

lamb! It could easily have been born 
| half-an-hour earlier.” 
| IT was about to remind her that 
| Monday’s child was fair of face when 
| Pamela gave a perceptible start. 
*‘Summer Time!’’ she said cryptically. 
“Don’t speak. I must work this out.” 

She stared at the clock, which said 
@ quarter-to-nine, compared it with 
her watch, which said five past, and 
frowned. 

I said I made it eight-thirty. 

“We put the clocks on an hour for 
Summer Time,” said Pamela thought- 
fully. 











‘In theory,” I agreed. “In practice 
we put the dining-room clock on three- 
quarters-of-an-hour, the one in the 
drawing-room an hour and twenty 
minutes, your watch twenty-five min- 
utes, and sent mine to be thoroughly 
overhauled.” 

Pamela ignored me. “If the baby 
was born at half-past twelve on Mon- 
day,” she said, “and we put the clock 
on an hour, that would make it half- 
past one on Monday.” 

“You forget,” I said, “that we put 
the clocks on before the baby was born. 
We deduct an hour. That makes it 
eleven-thirty 

“Last night,” concluded Pamela. 
“Sunday the twelfth. How perfectly 
marvellous! I shall ring up and tell 
them at once. Joan’s sure to be in a 
frenzy.” 

“It’s a very nice point,” I said. 

“Lovely! I’m going to ring up 
and——”’ 

‘An interesting point,” I amended 
hastily. “‘The question is whether the 
law takes cognisance of Summer Time 
in registering birth.” 

“The law can’t alter facts whatever 
it takes,” said Pamela. “Putting the 
clock on has nothing to do with it.” 

“Tt has everything to do with it. The 
date of birth will probably be registered 
as the thirteenth. Legally——” 

Pamela sighed. “For goodness’ 
sake,” she implored, “don’t start on 
‘legally.’ Besides, they wouldn't be 
so mean, making a poor innocent baby 





be born on the thirteenth when they 
know perfectly well that it isn't—I 
mean wasn't.” 

“ And what about the poor innocent 
babies born at half-past twelve to- 


night, or rather to-morrow morning?” | 


I inquired. “It cuts both ways.” 

Pamela paused. ‘That's true,” she 
admitted. “All the same, Joan will 
know that really it was born yesterday, 
whatever the law says. And it can 
have its birthdays yesterday.” 

“Only one of them, surely?” 

“You know what I mean. Anyway, 
I’m going to ring up.” 

Pamela da 
having told the girl at the exchange 
that it was practically life or death, 
was put through without delay. 

“Tell Joan,” I heard her say, 
“that it’s all right, because really it 
was born yesterday, whatever the law 
says. Tell her ‘Summer Time.’ She'll 
know what it means.” 

Possibly, being Pamela's sister, she 
would have known what it meant. I 
went round to the garage and extracted 
the car. When I went back for my 
golf-bag Pamela was talking to Emily. 

“* Roger,’ after its grandfather,” she 
said, “‘and probably ‘Ian’ after that.” 

“And the birthday?” I intervened. 

“Oh, that,” said Pamela. “ You got it 
all wrong. It was half-past twelve mid- 
day yesterday.” She turned to Emily. 
“Blue eyes apparently, and a 

I took my clubs and stole silently 
away. 








from the room and, | 
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Green London. 


Ir is late in the day to commend the 
verdant spaces of ; but two 





recent happenings have brought them 


and their solaces again to mind, one 
being the Silver Jubilations and their 
dazzling weather—King’s weather, I 
think we must unite in calling it— 
and the other, the sudden return of 
spring. 

A little while ago I said something 
here about the assurance of better 
things which the punctual almond- 


| blossom promises; but every year the 


whole miracle is new: the change from 
nothing to leaves, and leaves to buds, 


/ and buds to blooms of every colour; 


the change from dry black twigs to 
juicy buds, and juicy buds to gay and 
shining leaves; the thickening and 
solidifying of the turf so that cricket 
may be played once more. We do not, 
however, get used to it: the winter has 
been too long. Every year the miracle 
is new. 

What, however, I am chiefly thinking 
about is London’s openness. I don’t 
say there are enough parks, but there 
are a great many. Sometimes, as at 


| Clapham and Wandsworth, they seem 


too close together, and in other places, 
such as Homerton, they are too few; 
but there are a great many, and the 
journey to the nearest nm 8 is 
never long; while it has been said, and 
| hope it is true, that there is not a 
single street in London from which you 


| cannot see a tree. 


Seeing and reclining are, however, 


| different things, and fortunately the 


Londoner may recline beneath them 
too, as IL have been doing in these 
recent days of loyalty and ease. In 
Hyde Park and the Green Park I had 
the additional company of sheep: not 
too white, it is Pesonty we authoritatively 
bleating. The park of Hyde, which has 
developed a certain flexibility in the 
past few years, achieved on Sunday, 
May 5th, and Monday, May 6th, a 
culminating surprise. That mixed 
bathing had been added, we knew: 
that bowling-greens had been added; 
that a carillon had been erected which 
for a while discoursed sweet campano- 
logy; and that a heroic p of statu- 
ary had also for a while been set up 
for all to admire before passing on 
to its home; while someone (although 


properly he was referring to Kensington 


Gardens) a week or so wrote to 
The Times to insist upon the merits of 


the Albert Memorial. These 
things, all changes, and all remarkab 
in their way, we knew. But never did 


I expect to see Hyde Park open, b 
royal command, all night and filled with 


peaceable campers, and never did I 
expect to see in Hyde Park a blazing 
bonfire. On Hampstead Heath of 
course we expected one, for the Heath 
is high and such beacons of joy are for 
the heights; but never mind, for this 
occasion only Hyde Park was eminent 
too. And exceptionally eminent, in 
our time, not only because of its bon- 
fire, but because it was lighted, by 
electricity, at a distance, by the hand 
of the Silver Jubilee Krxa. ‘ 

All London parks have their separate 
character. Hyde Park, which so nobly 
has just done its duty, is not only for 
walking, riding, swimming, boating 
and repose, but for the soap-box and 
its oratory. So broad are its sympathies 
or tolerances that even while the Silver 
Jubilee is being celebrated all about, a 
Communist may be fulminating. But 
we are like that, we English. Live and 
let live, we say—up toa point. Then—— 

Kensington Gardens are more lei- 
surely: for the elderly and for the very 
young with nursemaids; for those who 
sail boats, who are by no means always 
children; and for those who want a 
Dutch Garden nearer than Hampton 
Court. Battersea Park is for those who, 
not so far from home as Kew, would 
loiter among trees and flowers, and also 
for those who, now being encouraged 
by the friendly eye of the whitening 
but still sturdy statesman in the reefer- 
jacket, but once exerting themselves in 
his company, would join in cricket's 
manly toil. Need I say that I allude 
to Mr. Jonn Burns? Victoria Park 
in the East is almost wholly for the 
children ; Finsbury Park is for the town- 
dweller in escape; Clapham Common 
again is chiefly for games; Regent's 
Park is for sailing, for games and for 
listening to wild beasts (and seeing a few 
free) ; and all—and increasingly so—are 
for dogs, dogs on the leash until they 
get there and then for dogs at large. 

So much for London. Last week I 
went also as far afield as Richmond Park 
—really, close by—and marvelled 
again at that paradise, so venerable, so 
remote, so contiguous. It is indeed a 
feather in London’s cap that her weary 
children can, in a few minutes, be 
among these ancient oaks, these 
trusting deer. Richmond Park is 
indeed the country at our door. The 
fact that certain too fortunate private 
citizens are permitted to reside within 
the Park confines is, of course, an out- 
rage; but we must overlook it. 

And, finally, Kew Gardens. Every 
time I go to Kew I am more impressed 
by its spreading beauty; by the bene- 
volence of its climate or soil, or both, 
8o that exotic plants and flowers flourish 

re as though they were in their 
foreign homes; and by the ridiculously 


unnecessary entrance-fee. It is true 
that it is only a penny; but why a 

nny? Wh any til 1 Kew used to 

free, and I can Ino scandals. I 

have seen many of the botanical 
gardens of the world, and while none 
was so satisfying and well-managed 
as Kew, none that I can recall made a 
charge of admittance. Even at Singa- 
pore, where you may vary the diversion 
of identifying flowers with stuffing 
monkeys with bananas—and in their 
greed they will even swarm into your 
car—there is no charge. The British 
Government does not need the Kew 
Gardens penny, while many of the 
visitors do. 

That, however, is my only grumble, 
for Kew otherwise is perfect. A 
from vegetation and lawns, nowhere 
else can you hear in such profusion the 
blackbird and the thrush, 

But is it my only grumble? I 
thought it was, until the other day 
when | noticed that the Refreshment 
Rooms in the Gardens are decorated 
with artificial flowers, Artificial! 

E. V. L. 


Bedside Reading. 


Il.—An Exhibition Catalogue. 








Tue catalogue of an exhibition may | 


not at first sight seem suitable matter 
for reading in bed, and I must confess 
at once that the Illustrated Catalogue 
of the Great Exhibition of 1851 is 
not easily handled from a recumbent 
position. It is bound in three volumes 
and contains in all 1,746 pages. But 
for one regular reader, at any rate, the 
charm of the matter outweighs the 
manner of presentation. 

The first impression is of the 
thoroughness with which toll has been 
taken of the world. Every colony, 
dependency and state contributes, 
though in some cases the offerings are 
80 meagre that one gets the impression 
of a somewhat unwilling collaboration. 
Mecklenberg-Schwerin supplies three 
guns and an apparatus for distillation, 
while Mexico can do nothing better 
than a wax model of a reptile 
a bottle of oil—exhibits which the 
catalogue characterises as “interesting 
but unimportant.” ate 

The next impression is of the excel- 
lent orderliness of the Exhibition. It 
is true that statuettes of H.R.H. The 
Prince or WALES as a young shepherd 
and H.R.H. The Princess Roya as @ 
gleaner are juxtaposed with a group 
depicting the Murder of the Innocents. 
But such a lapse from taste is rare, 
and on the whole the exhibits lead 
from one to the other in the suavest 
and most natural way. 

But it must not be supposed that the 
catalogue is a mere list of articles dis- 
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Coop IDEA Bi 


played, for every opportunity is taken 
to educate the public. Thus, a concer- 
tina in ivory with gold stops is shown, 
but with a cautionary note from the 
editor of the musical section: “Though 


| an exceedingly sweet instrument, the 


concertina is considered to be deficient 
in forgando effect.” Business was to be 


| done, but not at the sacrifice of good 


taste. 

The section devoted to 
among the most interesting. We should 
like to have seen the mink lady’s 
pardessus, the gentleman’s shube 
lined with racoon, the ventilating 
velvet-nap hats, and the winter and 
summer overcoat combined, composed 
of Irish frieze and tabinet and capable 
of various transformations. Most of all 
would we like to have seen the gentle- 
man’s boating-hat with self-inflating 
lining, useful in case of accidents upon 
the water. The greater part of the 
section naturally is devoted to wearing 
apparel for the upper and middle classes 
but the lower orders are not forgotten, 


dress 1s 


| as is shown by the description of two 


worked frocks for agricultural labourers 
in white duck. On the sides are the 


YOUR OWN BEACON AND CROSS ANYWHERE 








national emblems, the royal crown, 
and doves bearing olive-branches, in- 
tertwined with the mottoes “ Vivat 
Regina”’ and ‘Peace with all the 
World.” 

On the purely practical side are 
many interesting exhibits, such as the 
pulpit containing a gutta-percha hear- 
ing apparatus, carried to the pew in 
which the deaf person sits; and the 
portable domestic bathroom, the water 
being heated by a small stove placed in 
the nearest adjoining fireplace, so that 
if the drawing-room fire was ‘‘in”’ 
in the evening, all you had to do was to 
wheel the bathroom into the drawing- 
room. Then, again, a Scottish clergy- 
man sends a model of a safety carriage 
which can be stopped from the inside 
with facility, and so urgent is he for 
the common welfare that he déscribes 
his invention in fifty languages; while 
the medical section shows a hydro- 
pathic belt constructed for equal 
pressure and support of the “umachlag.” 
It was necessary to refer to my 
German dictionary before passing this 
exhibit for publication. 

Suggestions for the decoration and 


furnishing of the home are as numerous 
as delightful. There is the geometrical 
ottoman couch, which can be curved 
round the fireplace, curled round a 
pillar, or bent into a corner of the room. 
There is a design for the centre orna- 
ment of a ceiling, forming the Star of 
the Order of the Garter and composed 
of upwards of five thousand postage- 
stamps; and there is a coal-scuttle with 
hinged frames on the sides into which 
you could slip the daguerroptypes of 
your relatives. 

The catalogue as a whole is so richly 
descriptive that an evening spent 
among its pages seems almost as good 
as a visit to the Exhibition itself. But 
just occasionally one comes upon an 
exhibit which seems to baffle lucid 
description. What does this mean, for 
example? “Stick in glass case with gt 


edge; the stick black, the two snakes | 


yellow.” 
glass case, and w 
the yellow snakes doing there? We 
cannot hope to solve the riddle now, 
for the answer surely lies buried deep 
under some marble Victorian head- 
stone. 


Who og the stick in the | 
iy? And what were | 


| 
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Birds Ashore and Birds 
Aforeshore. 


Silerella. 

[In 1645 Sir Tomas Browne “ dis- 
covered ” the little bird now called “ Bearded 
Tit” or “Reed Pheasant.” He named it 
Silerella, a name that has long been in dis- 

| use,] 
| Brep to Norfolk’s dykes and ditches 
Lived Sir Tuomas Browne; he had 
Half a whim for finding Witches, 
For a Quincunx half a fad; 
But he loved his birds of Norfolk 

And he founded two or three 
And he named them—’twas before folk 

Were as good at names as we. 


_ When the pollard twig turns rosier 

Once a pleasing thing occurred, 

Perched upon a Hickling osier 
Good Sir Tuomas saw a bird. 

‘Twas the prettiest dicky ever, 
And her song was sixpences,* 

And Sir Tuomas said, “I never 
Saw the likes of what she is.” 


Fawn she was; her little face had, 

As she popped about and peered, 
‘Two black hairstreaks (in no case add 
That such streaks can be a beard). 

Said Sir Tuomas, who could tell a 
Name at once to match her needs, 
‘Osier’s siler—Silerella 
Is that fairy of the reeds.” 


Under Mancroft’s windy steeple 
Old Sir Tuomas long has slept, 

While to more instructed ahem 
“Silerella”’ seerhs inept ; 

Thus, insistent and incessant, 
We have substituted ‘‘ Tit,” 

We have substituted “ Pheasant,” 
Though she’s neither, we admit. 


But the reeds—the reeds are Tory 
And they hold to every word 
Of Sir Tuomas and the story 
Of his little browny bird— 
Good Sir Taomas, who could tell a 
Name for all the birds that fly; 
So the reeds say, ‘‘S8-Silerella,” 
And she answers, “ Bors, ‘tis I.” 
P.R.C. 


Art and Miss Rinse. 


Tue whole affair of the rejection of 
Miss Rinse’s beaded hair-tidy from our 
Institute Exhibition has been most un- 
fortunate. And I think it only fair to 
myself and our dear President, Lady 
Addie, to clear the air and state 
exactly what did happen, as otherwise 
misconceptions arise. 

Really the most ridiculous stories 
have been spread about the episode, 











*The Bearded Tit’s song resembles the 
clashing of little cymbals, one sixpence, it is 
said, knocked upon another, 


and a lot of nonsense—malicious non- 
sense too—about hair-tidies in general. 
Only this morning my cook brought 
me an absurd tale, collected, I have 
no doubt, from the milkman, that 
Miss Rinse had embroidered LLoyp 
Grorce’s head on the hair-tidy. That 
was quite obviously a lie. I have known 
Maud Rinse for twenty years and, 
though I should never deny that she 
had her faults, indelicacy is not one of 
them. It is impossible to conceive 
that she would be capable of such an 
act as embroidering a male head on an 
article for a lady’s bedroom, however 
appropriate the head might be to the 
article in question. 

I have also heard in turn that 
the subject of the embroidery was 
Princess Mprvant, Boo-Boo’s baby, 
and the Rape of the Sabines; so it just 
shows what people will say. 

Now I have seen the hair-tidy, for 
not only am I on the Selection Com- 
mittee but it so happened that it was 
I who first put forward the objection 
to our President, so I am able to state 
quite definitely that it was not the 
subject of the embroidery that was 
in question, but the treatment. The 
subject—Ann Hatuaway’s Cottage— 
is in itself a classic and is particularly 
familiar to us by reason of Mrs. 
Target's really fine representation of it 
in bicycle-tyres at the Rubber Work 
Exhibition only last July. No; what 
the Committee held in this instance 
was a twofold objection. First, that 
bead-work is not Miss Rinse’s forte 
and could therefore do little to enhance 
her reputation. In raffia, as everyone 
knows, there is no one to touch her, 
and her poker-work is coming on nicely ; 
but beads—no. Secondly, Lady Addle 
herself felt strongly—and I for one 
entirely agreed with her—that, though 
our Institute likes to keep up-to-date 
in every way and is in fact one of the 
most go-ahead in the county, beaded 
hair-tidies are distinctly an innovation. 
Water-colour scenes on satin are one 
thing ; even an embroidered spray or so 
may not come amiss; but beading is 
going too far. One doesn’t mind being 
called modern; one hesitates to incur 
the criticism “ Left-wing.” 

So a most courteous letter was 
written to Miss Rinse—indeed I wrote 
it myself—saying that the Committee 
did not consider the hair-tidy did her 
or the Exhibition justice, and asking 
her to remove it. We had ample pre- 
cedent on our side, as the same was done 
with Miss Bite-Musgrave’s contribu- 
tion two years ago: none of us is likely 
to forget what that was! : 

But of course Miss Rinse took 
offence. Not only that, but showed it 





in the most unwise and undignified 


manner. To suggest that the Vicar was 
anxious to turn it out so as to make 
room for poor Dorothy Busk’s fish. 
bone pipe-rack is nothing short of 
libellous. Though it was disappointing 
for her, of course. She had spent some 
time unpicking a blouse of her mother’s 
so as to obtain the beads, and I know 
she considered the result the best thing 
she had done. Still, I should not have 
expected such behaviour from her, 
After all, her mother was a Furbelow, 

Well, there it is, and it is all very 
regrettable. Now Miss Rinse has re- 
signed her membership and demanded 
to have her other contributions back. 
I have even heard—though I must 
verify this from Lady Addle this after- 
noon—that she is threatening to give 
a rival show in the little room over 
the chemist’s, together with Colonel 
Bumble, who has always been difficult 
since his collection of "Mbongo death- 
masks was refused by the Memorial 
Hall. We have never had such a 
schism in the village before, and it is 
most upsetting. Not only has the 
Committee no wish to break with Miss 
Rinse, for no one can equal her on the 
White Elephant stall every year, but I 
happen to know from Lady Addle, 
who told me most confidentially, that 
her raffia jardiniére just serves to prop 
up Miss Blake’s splendid bust of 
Princess MARGARET Rosk in butter— 
one of the most delightful things in 
the show, but which is getting a little 
flabby. So it will be disastrous if she 
removes it. In those ways one feels that 
Art suffers, and that is the worst of 
all. 

There is only one happier aspect of 
the whole wretched affair. No one 
regrets the slightly strained relation- 
ship that now exists between the 
President and Miss Rinse more than I 
do—though I never could quite make 
out why Lady Addle seemed to like 
Maud so much; but at the same 
time I cannot help feeling proud and 
thankful indeed to think that this 
unlucky episode should have had the 
effect of drawing me a little closer to 
our dear President. 








Playgrounds for the Old. 


[Special prominence is given in The Times 
to a letter from Dr. G. B. Grunpy of Oxford 
in which he urges the claims of croquet as 
the ideal game for all ages, especially for 
those who have given up strenuous pastimes 
and sports. Here and here alone, in outdoor 
games, the elderly and even the old can hold 
their own without undue exertion or fatigue.] 





Wuar outdoor games are fitted 
For those whose blood grows chill 

And who perforce have quitted 
Scenes of athletic skill ? 























May 15, 1935] 








Taz-collector (invited to read the 
tHE BOOK OF THE PROPHET NEHWEMIAR.” 


Here is a theme for sages, 

And in The Times’ best pages 

The problem now engages 
The learned Grunpy’s quill 


Though needing no agility 
As on the tennis-court, 
Croquet demands ability 
Of the strategic sort ; 
And here wise centenarians 
And gentle antiquarians, 
With all good vegetarians 
Join in a bloodless sport 


Though not attuned to levity 
Or merriment inane, 


PUNCH, or The 


lessons) 





London Chavieat 


593 





























HERE BEGINNETH THE FIRST 


it does promote longevity 
And never raises Cain; 
Far from all scrums and tussles, 
It never hastes or hustles 
Or puts the cardiac muscles 
To an excessive strain. 


Let aviating stunters 
Loop their unending loops; 
Let stark sensation-hunters 
tring off their wildest scoops; 
These strenuous joys resigning 
Without the least repining. 
| cherish hopes of shining 
Among the balls and hoops 





SCHEDULE OF THE THIRD SUBSECTION OF 


Farewell, O cockabundy, 

Farewell, O Tay and Test, 
I part from you, like Grunpy, 

At age’s stern behest, 
Yet cheered to find that croquet 
Is neither dull nor poky 
But absolutely Okay, 

Of “‘ancient’’ games the best. 

C. L. G. 

“The procession will be composed of the 
Ledbury Urban Council ... Boy Scouts, 
Girl Guides, Girls consist of English meat 
and an allowance of two glasses of beer per | 
head, or minerals as desired.” Local Paper, 
So that's what little girls are made of. 





<P Re! 


ers. 
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“So GLAD You'VE JOINED! ARE YOU A PLAYER? ' 
“YeEs—a LITTLE.” 
“Contract or Auction?” 
RoruscuiLD and mother of Lady Batrerska and Mrs. 
Our Booking-Office. Exviot Yorke. Their letters and diaries, together with 
(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) those of their circle, have been incorporated by Miss Lucy 
CouHEn in Lady de Rothschild and her Daughters (MURRAY, 
Portrait of a Rebel. 12/-), a record which covers, intermittently, the ground 
A vigorous enthusiasm discerningly controlled renders between 1821 and 1931 and introduces a long sequence of 
Mr. Giceert McALLIsTErR’s James Maxton (Murray, 5/-) a Characteristic and important figures. More of the former 
valuable survey of Socialist theory and practice as well as ®€ undoubtedly found in the early chapters, which might 
the animated portrait of a Socialist. The emergence from have been entitled “ Education and Courtship of a Matri- 
a Tory chrysalis of the leader of a fourth Labour Party is arch”; especially in the diaries, to which the young 
an interesting piece of natural and political history; and, Loutsa confides her yearnings for self-improvement and 
although Mr. Maxton’s unbridled idealism has not, his ‘he idiosyncrasies of her tutor and “ mademoiselles,’ and 
biographer considers, proved as serviceable to his friends the letters which charmingly document her courtship b 
in power as to them and to the country during their her cousin. With subsequent years her acquaintance wit 
sojourn in the wilderness, it is none the less authentic T#AcKERay, “ Dist’’ and Mrs, “ Dist,” and her daughters 
for that. Obviously the ideal position for Maxron’s fiery friendships with GLapstongE, Morey, AsQuitn, TENNY- 
it obstructiveness was a perpetual defiance of tyranny— ‘SON, MEREDITH and BuRNE-JONES record a less racy if 
' whether as voicing the protest of humanity against the ® more imposing existence. The patriarchal tradition 
i Glasgow slum conditions he knew by pitiful experience Teappears, however, in full force when Lord Battersea, 
of schoolmastering and parenthood, or by sustaining being offered the Governorship of New South Wales, is 
the war against militarism and industria! dilution from ¢*xpected to submit the proposition to his mother-in-law, 
1914 to 1918, The career and the temper that describes it Who unhesitatingly turns it down. 
waste little shot on class-hatred. The attitude is rather ti 
ti Kum Harpte’s—that it is not classes but systems that Seeing the Wood Through the Trees. 
ul i are at war, and that possessors and disinherited are common Under the comprehensive title, England (ARROWSMITH, 
iy i Mgr of the contest, As the spokesman of the latter, 5/-), Mr. Dovetas JERROLD reviews our problems of to-day 
HT Mr. McALLIistTEr’s hero hasa right to his laurels. in the light of the Roman occupation of Britain, the Treaty 
of Versailles and what lay between. He associates the 
P “The Pearl among the Rothschilds.” Danish raids of a.p. 793 with Teutonic aggression in 
| Prana on ae Queen Victoria bestowed the above A.D. 1914, and arrests one’s attention equally by pronoune- 
g appellation was Louisa, wife of ANTHONY DE ing the signing of Magna Charta by that military genius, 
cm 
i 











| attitude 
| Beauty (GoLLANcz, 8/6). 
| set a slightly farcical Mr. Peveril, but- 


| retainer—have their own reasons fo 
| proceeding to Syracuse. 
| Mr. GoLprnG substantiate the foibles of 
| the quintet that their quest and its sub 
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Kina Joun, to have been a matter of 
negligible importance, or by declaring 
that theSaar Plebiscite marked the fina! 
repudiation of the League of Nations 

His work is startling, provocative, and, 
if not profoundly thoughtful, he has a 
genius for stripping off the nebulosities 
that cloud a major issue. Ifone disagrees 
with him at every other page it is pre- 
cisely because his argument is so near 
to fundamentals. If at times one 
distrusts his interpretations of history 
it is because they are expressed in 
epigrams that are simply too good to 
be true. It may well be arguable, for 
instance, that OLIVER CROMWELL was 
“a solitary figure of sombre genius, 
without cause and without effect,” but 
such an assertion strikes one as dan- 
gerously clever. With Mr. JERROLD’s 
main plea for a reassertion of spiritual 
values in world and national politics 
I for one am profoundly in sympathy 





A Long Way from Doomington. 

Even extravaganza should have a 
bottom of sound sense; and while I do 
not grudge Mr. Lovis GoLprne an 
entertaining interlude between more 
memorable productions, I cannot feel 
that he is at all certain of his own 
towards The Camberwell 
At the out- 


terfly-collector of Chiswick, becomes 
involved in what purports to be tragedy. 
A beautiful shop-girl, the butterfly’s 
namesake, having eloped with an un- 
dergraduate to Sicily, returns with tid- 
ings of her husband’s undoing by a 
devotee of black art, who finally mur 
ders him; and Mr. Peveril, who owns 
to an aeademic interest in necromancy 
himself, finances a private inquisition 
into the crime. An Oxford friend of the 
deceased and a kennelman, the Beauty’s 
devoted admirer, accompany him; and 
another couple from Welkin Avenue 

a genteel widow and her elderly 


So ably does 
sequent political implications begin to 


resume an air of reality. This, however 
is rather casually dissipated; and the 





reumi: 


: Ht 


i ! 


it it 





| COMES DAHN ‘ERE TO REST ME PORE OLD EYES FROM ALL THEM FLOOD-LIGHTS, 
AN’ NAH Frou STARTS ON ME!” 








dénouement of the adventure, for all its 


| clever accessories, strikes me as disappointingly inadequate 


Alexander II. 

A biographer cannot afford to be indifferent to the per 
sonality of the man or woman whose life he sets himself 
to write. The prospect of writing A Life of Alexander II... 
Tsar of Russia (NICHOLSON AND Watson, 21/-), does not 
seem to have inspired even that ardent Slavophil, Mr. 
STEPHEN GRAHAM, with enthusiasm 


power in a book that is less a biography of the Tsar than 
an able narrative of his reign. In MourTKer’s eves ALEX 


ALEXANDER II. only 
appears as a grey wraith clad in the trappings of autocratic 





ANDER II. seemed “worn” and with 
noble features ” unusual in a man only approaching the 
threshold of middle-age. A sensation of weariness closely 





“a gravity upon his 


akin to the Tsar’s own state of feeling emanates from | 


Mr. Grauam's writing. 
when lost in the snows of a Russian winter. 
his servant what would become of them. 
plied the Russian peasant, “we'll get out somehow.’ 


Changing Places. 
I do not know whether Herr Erxtcu KAstnen is better 
when he is writing about small boys who try to behave 


He 


At the end I felt like Bismarck | 
asked | 
= Nichevo, * re. | 
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ike n- ‘ has done in his latest book— “A Fragment of Autobiography,” covers some months of 
Thre ie os <a the vse 7/6)—about grown-up people 1913, when the composer, retreating from the Suffrage front, 
who succeed in behaving like boys. The heroes of this story retired to Helouan to write The Boatswain's Mate. It 
are a millionaire, an out-of- doctor and a butler who gets no whit nearer to PHARAOH than that, but, as Dame 
travels incognito. The rich man and the pauper win as ETHEL, throughout a career distinguished in letters as well 
prizes in a competition a free holiday in a winter-sports as in art, has proved herself quite incapable of writing a 
hotel. Tobler, the millionaire, buys reach-me-down clothes, dull book or — in a humdrum way, no one will 
sends the butler to his own tailor and prepares to enjoy complain. Letters to Mrs. PaNKHURST and candid com- 
a new kind of life. News of the joke leaks out, and the hotel ments on the behaviour of certain gentlemen of importance 
provides a sumptuous suite of rooms and dishes of stewed release for our entertainment some of the author’s passion- 
beef and macaroni, both of which are allotted by mistake ate unprofessional views. 

to the doctor. The result of this mix-up is a gay, inconse- 

quent and charming story. I will not spoil any of the ‘Thousandfold. | 

_ surprises by giving away more of the plot, but I hope that A feast of good things for readers of mystery-tales is to 
many readers will share be found in A Century 




















my pleasure in the de- of Detective Stories Hor. 
scriptions of the ski-ing CHINSON, 3/6); and, al- 
butler, the building of the though I cannot pretend 


to have read this volume 
from its first to its one- 
thousand-and-nine- 
teenth page, the dips 
that I have taken assure 
me that the collection 
has been as carefully 
chosen as it is lavish. 
Mr. G. K. CuesTEertTon 
contributes a delightful 
Introduction, and: then 
we are faced by the 
difficulty of deciding 
which of these forty-five 
stories shall engage our 
attention. And it is no 
small difficulty, so wide 
is the choice. Let me, 


snowman and all the 
other absurdities. 


A Victorian Looks at 
the Ballet. 

Mr. Mark Pervatnt, 
in A Pageantof the Dance 
and Ballet (JARROLDS, 
18/-), rushes through the 
centuries, as is the way 
of pageant-masters, a 
sedulousifeclectic chron- 
icler, setting out with 
more circumstance the 
nineteenth century as 
he approaches what ap- 
pears to him the crown- 
ing of the long process— 


























4 3 the ballet at the Al- however, suggest that 
meee hambra and the Empire to begin with EpoaRr 
He : 3 for the thirty years be- ALLAN Por is to banish 
ti il fore the War. ADELINE any chance of disap- 
mike 4 Gente, Lypia Kyasut, pointment, for ‘The 
¢ PHYLLIS BEDELLS, FRED Purloined Letter,” as 
i i FARREN, even ADOLF Mr. CHESTERTON says, is 
: Botm—there were in- “a perfect artistic 
ie deed individual artists unity.” But for the rest 
a ee to delight us; but it was I dare not make a selee- 
ie surely DiacHILev who tion from the work of 
aa revealed to so many of “Tuere’s wo *Royat Roap’ To success at pivixe, my soy. /|s8uch a dazzling cluster 
He 5 us the ballet asa perfect You HAVE TO START AT THE TOP AND WORK YOUR WAY DOWN.” of star performers. 
iH 4 whole of balanced parts; 4 ———— -- 
‘Ee He and we could never quite forget the perfunctory leg-waggling In Deep Waters. 
Mi ; that was the foil to the virtuosity of the Empire principals. | Mr. Guisert CoLtrys has to my mind diminished the 
ma The Russians Mr. Pervernt does not disdain but practically enjoyment of reading Poison Pool (GEOFFREY BLES, 7/6) 
: hes omits from his chronicle as sufficiently advertised already. by allowing his amateur sleuth to massacre the English 
, His index contains a rich assembly of names of dancers, from language. As a detective, Carding can hold his own with 
mia Krxe Davin to Markova, and of Ballet titles. It is per- his fictional fellows, but when he clips his g's and says 
iy haps inevitable that in so comprehensive a survey looking “resoom” and “stoodent”’ he is profoundly and quite un- 
ut up the references rather whets than satisfies the appetite. _ necessarily irritating. The time has come for such people 
i 


all the more because Mr. Contins has found an original 

In Beecham and P haraoh (CHaPMAN AND HALL, 6/-), is it setting for his story. He takes us into the world where 

| Dame Erne. Smytu'’s intention to suggest some parallel swimmers vie against each other, and in no less a place 

_ between a modern autocrat and an ancient? It is not. Here than the Finsbury Aquatic Stadium he stages a very neat 

_ is indeed a heroic feat of mistitling. The book is in two murder. In spite of Carding I followed this ably-organised 
quite unrelated parts: the first a brief and lively study hunt without any desire to abandon it. 

: i ( ey in B-sharp light ) of our —— Sir ges s 
; | se m m8 new » Suggesting influences from an New Music- Makers. 

: | astrologer grandfather, paying enthusiastic tribute for “ Pianos, mangles, lawn-mowers or oth ical instruments will 

Ih ‘ | generosity, courage and fine musicianship; the second, be welcome.”—Notice of Sale in Parish Magazine. 


A § Vistolions 6a Two Ti oa to drop their mannerisms, and in this case I regret Carding 
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Charivaria. 





HOLLYWOOD news-reel organisations 
are making arrangements to film the 
next European war. No country, how- 
ever, would fight unless guaranteed the 














then plunged into the river,” narrates a 
gossip-writer. Punting is like that. 
Further evidence of the wave of 
optimism now sweeping the country is 
seen in the report that burglars have 


Members of the French Academy, 
who are to present a new edition of 
their dictionary to the President of the 
Republic on the occasion of the ter- 
centenary celebrations at the end of 
June, are still discussing words be- 
ginning with the letters ur. Urgent, 



































picture-rights. broken into two studios in Chelsea. for instance. ee 
9 ‘Shas omer oe x 
% A Scottish au- 

“A man with a oS foe Pe Ce: fr 0 en pee BS it] | thor mentionsthat 
grouse is no good,” bah Aen t rm (Paar | ST as he corrected his 
says Commander Pe RT Fs  SROeF f a 24 | proofs by the light 
C. B. Fry, “unless . | . 3 q . ac hs or’ ae fie of the midnight 
he invites you to ‘i pares p: ae) b ‘| sun. This has, of 
shoot in Scotland | * “6 |) TR course, the advan- 
in September.” / aS ) jtage of being far 
Or, better still, in Pog? a cheaper than mid- 
August. =H! oe 3 > | night oil. 

& % Py tod A % * 
5 j } ae \% | * 

At the christen- i . wos | According to a 
ing of a famous \ | psychologist, to re- 
cricketer’s baby |main in one place 
son the other day | for a long time is 
it was noticed that Sane, hs evidence of a 
the little fellow jt wrong outlook, In 
already knew the AS = a some cases it may 
word “Googly.” if] be the result of a 

on ¥A faulty alibi. 
% * * 

Women taking Sie 
part in a race Women’s im- 
across Paris had ported clothes are 
to stop at intervals to be marked with 
and guess the ages an indication of 
of wines. An inter- origin. Paris frocks 
esting variation of must no longer be 
this idea would be | passed off as ‘* Made 
a race in. which ig England.” 
competitors were saat *2" 
required to stop | i: oe 
and guess the ages | “Our business is 
of women. |picking up,” re- 

| marked one of the 
% & | . 
2 most prominent 

In some parts waste-paper col- 
of America the lectors in a South 
public can pay to | London park yes- 
listen in the studio | terday. 
to broadcast lec- ae 
turers. The really | q = 
funny part about Yorkshire farm- 
it is that some of oa |ers are advised to 
them do. — cultivate _ horse- 

* # “] WILL PAY FOR TWO, PLEASE, CoLLEcToR, aS I WISH TO BE UNDISTURBED.” radish = > farm 
¥ l See RNa RE ek at _—crop. Encourage- 





Packing-cases for eggs are being 
tested by the Department of Scientific 
and Industrial Research by means of 
machines which drop and bang them 
and subject them to a _breaking- 
pressure increasing to two thousand 
pounds. It would be rather fun to do 
this with the eggs. 

% & 
* 

“T poised on my toes for a second or 

two, with both arms outstretched, and 





VOL. CLXXXVIII. 





A woman-writer says it is quite 
common for people to borrow one an- 
other’s cooks. Somebody ought to start 
a Cook of the Month Club. 


% % 
oo 


Lord LonspALE’s recollection of dis- 
cussing The Ring with WaGNeR has 
caused surprise in sporting circles, 
where it had not been realised that the 
famous composer was interested in 
pugilism. 


ment might also be given to the mass- 
production of Yorkshire pudding. 


** 

A boy caught stealing cream-tarts 
from a baker’s shop was chased up the 
street but escaped. The baker described 
him as a small rather pastry-faced lad. 

* & 
* 

“Napoveon had a C3 body,” says a 

writer. But he also had a YZ. 
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Southward Ho! 
(See also page 611.) 


On, the ardour of the legions 
Packing up their kits again 

For the somewhat dusty regions 
Of the Abyssinian plain! 

Tell me, Muse, what kind of guerdon 
Mussotrni hopes to nick 

Shouldering the white man’s burden 
In the realms of MENELIK ? 


Gold or glory, land or lustre— 
Is it one or all of these 

That the brave Italian thruster 
In his purple fancy sees? 





Doubtless this is not my quarrel ; 

And the swart-skinned Ethiop, who 
People say is most immoral, 

Did things that were wrong to do. 


Still it leaves me not incurious. 
In this age of Peace and Pacts 
Must Et. Duce get so furious 
At a dusky tribesman’s acts ? 


Say then, Muse or League of Nations— 
Say then someone, anyhow, 

Why these awful preparations ? 
What’s Bentrro up to now? 


No one speaks. And still I ponder 
As I pause from work or play 
While Jove’s planet rises yonder 


Silent over Africa.* Evor. 











The Price of Empire. 


TueRe is no article of familiar use or ornament in any 
society so insignificant or so contemptible that it will not 
reward a thousandfold the attention of the manufacturer, 
the inquiry of the historian and the contemplation of the 
philosopher. Rateu WaLpo Emerson felt so strongly on 





_ the point that, casting aside his habitual reserve and 


| short canter on the su 


diffidence, he went so far as to record his opinion in black- 
and-white in just those words. 

With the backing of so respectable an authority I need 

offer no apology for giving inquiry and contemplation a 

ject of that species of appliqué-work 

tapestry—definitely now in the “familiar ornament”’ class 


_ —which in the last year or two has appeared in considerable 


i 
| 


acreage in the homes of the middle-classes. 
You —— know the stuff I mean. It is sold in panels 
in all the department-stores; rather assertively Egyptian 
in general intention yet so executed as to arouse the sus- 
— that Lancashire might have to answer for it on the 
t Day. For some months, as one after another of my 





* The last two lines are not really my own; but I had to end 
somehow.—Evor. : ste 


friends tacked up a square or two of-it to hide the place 
where the wall-paper had broken away or where the pipes 
had burst, I seemed to be haunted by it, until at last I 
instituted inquiries concerning its origin, with the results 
that I set down here, equally in the interest of historical 
truth and in amends for any injustice done in ignorance to 


a county which, whatever we may think of its batting, is } 


at least blameless in this matter. 

It seems, then, that at the Colonial Office, where the total 
weight of the White Man’s Burden is ultimately borne, 
there is a Department responsible for the protection and 
encouragement of native industries in all His Majesty’s 
Colonial Possessions and Protectorates. It is the pride and 
duty of this Department to stimulate the production of 
ebony elephants in one colony, the manufacture of carved 
cokernut bowls in another; here to safeguard the interests 
of coral-bead-stringers, there to improve the marketing of 
mud-and-mother-of-pearl stud-boxes. 

Some time ago, in the course of nature, it became 
Nigeria’s turn to receive the attentions of this Department, 
Through the appropriate channels the recognised form 
of memorandum was sent from London asking for a 
detailed report on the present condition of native industries 
in the provinces and for a comprehensive scheme for their 
development and protection. In due course this chit came 
down to an officer in Lagos so junior in the service that he 
was obliged to take action in the matter himself. 

Calling for his car—or it may have been his rickshaw or 
his bearers; I will not be called a liar for a detail like this— 
the officer embarked at once on the inquiry, at the conclu- 
sion of which he recorded truthfully the result in some such 
terms as these :— 

Srr,— Your B.24/S—1671. 

(1) In accordance with the instructions conveyed in the 
first paragraph of your memorandum (reference quoted 
above), a detailed survey has been made of the native 
industries at present conducted in the provinces named. 

(2) I have the honour to report that the information 
gained and the observations made in the course of this 
survey have established that there are no native industries 
in the provinces in question, it being the practice of the 
natives, when not engaged in eating or sleeping. to sit 
about. 

(3) In the circumstances I have taken no steps to prepare 
the scheme called for in the fifth paragraph for the develop- 
ment and protection of native industries in the provinces 
mentioned, but await your further instructions. 

(4) I have the honour to be, ete. 


The dismay aroused at the Colonial Office by this commu- 
nication will be readily understood by those who are familiar 
with the complicated and interlocked machinery essential 
to the efficient government of a great Empire. A Sub- 
Department for the Development of Nigerian Native 
Industries had already been formed, with a Technical 
Adviser and a Trade Secretary, whose livelihoods were 
now in jeopardy. Furthermore, some hundreds of thousands 


of skeleton statistical forms had been printed, specially | — 
adapted to the climate of the country and the religion of | — 


the people. Clearly it was too late to turn back. 

Every brain in the Colonial Office was bent to the 
problem, and it was the work of less than eighteen months 
to issue an instruction which placed responsibility on the 
local political officers to establish native industry forthwith 
in their respective districts, and which further decreed 
that the said industey should be taught to offenders in the 
jails and to children in the schools. This latter arrangement 
offered the twin advantages (a) that it prepared a man while 





in jail for an honest career on his release, and (b) that it 
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OU'D HARDLY REMEMBER ME, Mr. WELLER.” 
1K A PENNY THE WORSE FOR KEEPING.” 


‘ta 








prepared a child while at school to render a useful account 
of his time when in jail. 

For some time longer, however, the scheme was in 
suspense pending determination of the most desirable and 
\_ppropriate native industry to establish. Some held out 
for china-ware, crested and inscribed “A Present from 
Lagos,” others for raffia note-wallets, others for velvet 
carpet-slippers; but the trouble was that there was no par- 
ticular enthusiasm on the part of any individual with 
sufficient authority to sway the balance. So the matter 
might have dragged on for years if the sister of one of the 
Permanent Under-Secretaries had not presented him with 
a series of needlework reproductions, worked by her own 
village Women’s Institute, of the mural decorations on 
Tuv-ANKH-AMEN’s tomb. 














In the letter to his sister explaining the use to which 
her present was to be put, as the model and basis of a new 
Imperial industry, he used a phrase with which I may 
appropriately conclude: “It is for the Empire, and in such 
a case as this our pride must compensate us for our sense 
of loss.” 





Jubilee Cricket. 


“John Lee had a splendid day. He took five Northants’ wickets 
for 31 runs, the last three being taken for no runs, and remains 
undefeated with the bat with 50 to his name. : 

Lee (John) had a good day for Somerset against Northamptonshire 
at Taunton. He got five wickets for 31 runs-—he took the last three 
without conceding a run—and was undefeated with he bat at the end 
of the day with 32 runs to his name.”—Sunday Paper. 


On the whole we like the first version best. 
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I like his style. 


C, B. Fry says 


(We have to thank “The Evening 
Standard” for allowing Mr. C. B. Fry 
to take a day off from commenting on 


cricket in order to 
give us a new 
angle on the Royal 
Academy.) 


Tue Old Bur- 
lington field. 
Royal Academi- 
cians versus Phil- 
istines. What a 
start for the Sea- 
son! 


Watch these 
R.A.’s. Classic 
style with a piece 
of cunning work 
when you least 


expect it. New 
blood is all very 
well, but don’t 


forget the old 
guys. 


Philistines bat- 
ting. That old 
bird in spectacles 
pushes a pretty 
pencil over the 
catalogue. Doesn’t 
miss much, but 
leaves the nudes 
severely alone. 
Quite right. Too 
much Vie Paris- 
ienne about some 
of them. That 
reminds me— 
however. 


JULIUS OLSSON 
bowling. Mixing 
em up a bit more 
than he used to. 
Hasn't yet put 
up that deadly 
moon on a paraf- 
fin-sprinkled sea 
that he keeps in 
cold storage. 
That’s a real 
corker. I remem- 
ber once in 


| story. 


’85—but 


The old bird in spectacles in diffi- 
culties again here. Ah! 
indeed ! 


Well played, one. 
He's looking at its reflection 


” C.B. FRY 





J.. CARSTAIAS, 





something about the Academy 


that’s another im another picture. Did I say the 
Philistines know a thing ortwo? Very ter. 
pretty, cunning. 


Russet. Fut at the other end. 


Keeps a nice length, that fellow. Gen- 
erally comes through with good figures 


Change of bowling. Stoxertr with 
the real heavy stuff. Comes through 


sweaters to the umpire. 
Well bowled, Sir. 
and two wides in five balls. 
for the Philistines. 


everything across three rooms—class. 


At last. OLsson puts up that deadly 
Clean bowls the old bird in 
spectacles. A little less paraffin than 


usual, rhaps, 
but good enough 
for the Philistines 
anyway. 


The R.A.’s 
must get wickets 
quicker than 
this. Need some- 
thing really 
tricky. Looks as 
if they have it too. 


STANLEY SPEN 


CER going on. | 


What's he like? 
Don't know him. 
Googlies, by gad! 
That's the stuff. 
Come very quick- 
ly off the pitch 
too. That follow 's 
got a nasty one 
on the shin, I 
always said those 
buttoned pads 
were no good, 


The chap at the 
other ar is e@x- 
amining his bat, 
but it isn’t its 
fault that he can't 
hit SPENCER. 


Don’t find fault 
with your tools, 
man. 


Now they're 
having to shift 
the screen for 
Spencer, Prop- 
ping it up with 
bricks too, and 
this at Old Bur- 
lington! 


SPENCER is giv- 
ing a few more 
That's bet- 
Three wickets 
So much 


Phew! What a day! 
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At the Pictures. 


Tue Great JANNINGS. 
ly Les Misérables is to be pemmican- 
ised, I think I er Barer Harte’s 
condensed version to JosEpn M. 








JD, 


IN THE DUMPS OF DUTY. 
i ee ey Cuartes Laverton. 


Scnenck’s; but it would not surprise 
me if it were treated in and yet 
again. The material is there. Mean- 
while, with a feeling of rehef, I put it 
on record that this film is further 
proof of how important it is —indeed 
how essential to our well-being—that 
CuarLes Laverton now and then 
breaks into such farce as Ruggles of 
Red Gap, and thus now and then 
assures us that he is not wholly 
terrifying, and to allow us to sleep 
at night. Too much of LavGHTon 
the sinister, the pursuing, the 
unrelenting—the Lavcuton of 
his ordinary pictures—such a 
LAvGHTON as he again is here 
as Javert—the Lavauton of the 
odd pork-pie hat—would soon 
decimate society. Ruggles, occa- 
sionally forward, 

The story, however, of Huco’s 
immense novel is that of Jean 
Valjean, the honest thief who 
stole bread for his sister and her 
starvelings (of whom, by the 
way, we hear no more after his 
sentence), and for this very 
reasonable abstraction is sent to 
the galleys for ten years—or five 
more than the programme con- 
cedes. At first he is handsome 
l’nepric Marcu as we know him, 


thrusting his head t bars ead. 


too wide for the Judge's safety ; he 
emerges, after foul tortures and 
brutalities, like the Wild Man of 


King Frederick I, 


Borneo, hairy, bearded and unkempt ; 
and thereafter, having been converted 
by the Bishop's candlesticks to the 
ways of sweetness and light and be- 
come a successful merchant and mayor, 
he alternately resembles Mr. Ramsay 
MacDonap and ALBERT THE Goop. 
During all the later respectable period, 
however, he is the Frepric that we 
know, suave and comely, and our 
hearts would bleed for his misfortunes 
did we not realise that he is a very 
foolish fellow, gangs brotherly love 
to stand in his way. But here, I am 
sure, the fault is Huco’s. Left to 
himself, Frepric would shoot the 
pernicious Javert without a tremor, 
just as we should; but then, of course, 
the attack on the bad prison system 
would lose point. 

The film of Les Misérables cannot be 
awarded many marks. It is muddled 
and unconvincing and as a whole it 
is drearily monotonous, with a typical 
Hollywood drive to Paris in it, ing 
comprehension. But it has the im- 
placabilities of Lavcuton, which never 
fail to turn our blood cold, and it has 
the charm of Rocnette Hupson as 
Cosette, the more mature one, although 
the child Cosette, played by MaRILYNNE 
KNOWLDEN, is in good hands too. And 
there is always Frepric, pegging 
gallantly away in his efforts at recti- 
tude and virtue, and especially so in 
that, again incomprehensible, proces- 
sion through the sewers. 


But Les Misérables never rises above 
an ordinary level of selection and re- 
production, whereas in The Old and the 
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GIVING TONGUE. 


. « Ex Jannrnos. 


Young King there is genius. In every 
respect it is adequate: in the arrange- 
ment of the story, which was pre 

for the purpose; in the choice of per- 
formers and again in their arrangement; 
in the photography, which always is 
good and often is remarkable, but most 
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ROYAL SELF-EXPRESSION. 
King Frederick 1. . . Emm. JaNnnrinas, 


of all in the acting of Emmi Janninos 
as Frederick the First. Of all the 
personifiers now appearing on the 
screen, JANNINGS seems to me to have 
most verisimilitude, least self-conscious- 
ness. For the time being he actually is 
the old tyrant, just as in days past he 
was, for the time being, the Czar ; as he 
was the leader of The Last Command; 
as he was the Professor at The 
Blue Angel. 

This picture runs on oil, but 
nothing but meticulous care could 
have led to that effect. And 
what a triumph! The Prussian 
King is there to the life, in all his 
true surroundings and in all his 
changes of mood—his pride in 
his army and its giant gren- 
adiers, his family solicitude, his 
patriarchal simplicity, his fun, 
his indignation, his sorrow. JAN- 
NINGS persuades us all the while, 
but never so much as when he 
smiles. That smile is one of the 
rare rewards that fall to the film- 
goer’s lot. 

Next to the genius of JANNINGS 
I should praise the performance 
of Herr Werner Hryz as the 
Crown Prince, whose defiance of 
his father leads to the lesson in 
discipline which forms the story. 
If it were not for the sincerity | 
of the Crown Prince’s acting, in 
support of the Old King, the 
picture would fail. It has also 
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one of the best endings I have ever 
seen, where what was a young fop 
develops under our eyes into a stern 
and responsible ruler. 

The only defect of The Old and the 
Young King is not its own fault but the 
fault of the Tower of Babel. As it is in 
German, there have had to be English 
captions superimposed, and, while 
they always impair the beautiful 
photography, sometimes they are sc 
wordy that they ruin it. E. V.L. 








Snail Money. 





Younc Peter had been rather 
dumpy for a couple of days and we 
began to be afraid he was sickening for 
something. My wife was especially 
anxious because, she said, his parents 
would never forget it if he caught any- 
thing serious while he was with us. 
At last she succeeded in extracting his 
secret. 

“He’s worrying,” she told me, 
“about your birthday.” 

“Why should he worry?” I said 
It’s not his milestone.” 

“He wants to give you something 
and he hasn’t any money.” 

“Tf that’s all,” I said, digging my 
hand into my trousers-pocket, “it’s 
soon remedied.” 

“You can’t give him the money for 
your own present. He wouldn't take it 
He says he’s got to earn it, and he can’t 
think of a way of earning money.” 

We spent an hour trying to devise 
some means by which Peter could be- 
come a wage-slave. Then I had an in- 
spiration. ‘‘Popple told me the other 
day,” I said, “that he gives his boy 
threepence a pailful for collecting snails. 
If Georgie Popple, why not Peter?” 

I found him in the garden, moodily 
stubbing his toe against a stone. 
“* Looking for something to do, Peter?’ 
I said. 

He nodded gloomily. 

“T was wondering whether you'd 
like to go snail-hunting. I’d give you 
threepence a pailful.” 

Peter’s face brightened and then 
became thoughtful again. ‘‘There’s an 
awful lot of snails in a pailful, Uncle,” 
he remarked. 

‘“[ mean your seaside pail,” I said. 

Peter clinched the bargain and went 
to fetch his pail. An hour later he 
brought the first consignment indoors, 
and he had a heated argument with 
Phyllis, who insisted that it was time 
to knock off work for the evening. 

The next morning he was at it 
again. At lunch-time Phyllis reported 
two more pailfuls. The fourth, which 
took more finding, kept him busy for 
the greater part of the afternoon. That 
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“Do YOU ACCEPT CHEQUES HERE! 
MAGNIFIQUE.” 





No—tTHEN I must go To THE HOTEL 








was the finish. Peter drew his wages 
and in due course I received my 
present. The surprise with which I 
greeted it was not all pretence. 

“I thought you said Peter had no 
money!” I said when he was safely 
out of the way. 

‘Not a penny.” 

“Then how did he manage it? 
This two ounces of Fruity Flake cost 
one-and-fourpence, and he only earned 
a shilling.” 

We decided that he must have had a 
secret reserve and dismissed the mat- 
ter from our minds. After breakfast 
I ostentatiously filled a pipe with 
Fruity Flake and went into the garden 


to share it with the aphides. Peter 
trotted happily by my side and inquired 
frequently whether I was enjoying it. 
I told him, quite truthfully, that I 
had never smoked anything like it. 
“And you fairly earned the money, 
Peter,” I said. “There's not a snail to 
be seen anywhere. By the way,” I 
added, as the thought suddenly struck 
me, “ what did you do with them?” 
“Sold them,” said Peter promptly. 
“You didn’t want them, did you?” 
“No, I don’t want them, and | 
shouldn’t think anybody else does 
either.” 
“Georgie Popple does,” said Peter. 
“He gave me a penny a pailful.” 
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The Twilight of Terpsichore. 


_ one of the oldest forms of art 
-the ballet—can be used to express 
the achievements of modern house- 


_ wifery.”—From Women's Lr in daily 


paper, commenting upon @ 

by the Electrical Association for Women 
“as a proof of the fact that the labour- 
saving homes of leave women time 
for dancing.” 


| had to read these statements twice 


before I could believe my eyes, and 


once more in order to resign myself to 


_ what may be going to be the future of 


the dance. 

Possibly the significance of these 
remarks would not have hit a man 
quite so hard, But for women who 
practise housewifery in only too many 
of its branches I saw that no longer 
could they hope to escape to the 
theatre from caterings, , cur- 
tain-hangings and Daye ey be- 
cause in the future they would find 
upon the stage that which they had 
left behind them in the wages 

No more Lac des C: or L’ Aprés- 
Midi d'un Faune or Rossii, Boutique 
Fantasque and Good-Humoured —_ ; 
The ballet of the future is, apparently, 
to be written and danced in order to 
ensky the domestic life and what the 
Victorian paterfamilias, wiping his 
bearded mouth after a dinner that took 
his kitchen staff three hours to prepare 
and himself forty minutes to eat, 
termed “womanly arts.” 

Well, one must move with the times, 
and if the ballet is moving in the 
direction of the kitchen, pantry and 
scullery, the only thing to dois to make 
sure that the synopses of the new-born 
Utility Ballets shall be as interesting 
as may be and that the music shall be 
as appropriate as the classic composers, 
assisted by a sprinkling of modern and 
traditional airs, can render possible. 
The following synopses may perhaps 
be helpful :— 


Tue Constant Tin SoupEr. 

Freely adapted from the original 
story by Grim, to the music of “The 
Snow” (Evear), “Blow, blow, thou 
Winter Wind” (arr. by Rookr Quite), 
Oh, the long and cruel Winter”’ (arr. 
Co.ermer TayLor), “M ing is 
on the cold Ground” (t Arce, sp Se 
The Pipes of Pan” (from The Ar- 
cadians). Costumes by Soper, The 
Causeway, Cricklewood. The cap and 
apron worn by Mile. “a Pectorovna 
by Agnés of Paris, and cuffs 
by re 1 bis, Rue Grande 

Occasion. eati installation b 
| courtesy of Meuaw, Thinuiidiee, Ltd. . 


Synopsis. 


In a suburban villa, “The Laurels,” 
Winter is reigning and Jack Frost lends 
him his aid. We see them holding high 


revel, to the indignation of Mrs. Smith, 
the mistress of the house, and the 
despair of the cook, Mary. The prank- 
some Jack Frost, entering through the 
bathroom-window, declares his love for 
Mary, who repulses him, whereupon 
he touches the outside pipes with his 
magic icicle and they burst. Mary is in 
despair, when a handsome youth, Bill 
Plomer, ing the window on his way 
to a festival at the village alehouse, 
rescues her from the grip of Frost, and 
with a few dabs of sole r mends the 

ipes. Winter, in remorse for his un- 
lainees, bestows upon the house his 
carefully-guarded secret of Central 
Heating, and Mary gives Bill her hand 
as the neighbours flock in to celebrate 
the engagement with a grand dance and 
revel. 


Tue Itt-Humovurep SLaveys. 


Cuortx. (Impromptu in A Flat.) 
Kitehen chairs by the Kwik-Klean 
Kompany, Tottenham Court Road. 
Maids’ uniforms by Mrs. Pettifer, The 
Promenade, West Tooting. Registered 
letter by kind permission of the Post- 
master-General. Stainless cutlery 

nerously lent by Rustono, of 
Javendish Street. 

Synopsis. 

Into the kitchen of 12, Musgrave 
Mansions the Spirit of Discord enters, 
and the servants, from dance and jest, 
begin to grow quarrelsome and dis- 
contented. Yvonne, the cook, mimes 
that the range is old-fashioned and in- 
convenient; Odette, the parlourmaid, 
joins with Hortense, the lady’s-maid, 
in showing that the mistress is incon- 
siderate about the amount of silver to 
be polished and trunks to be packed for 
week -ends (pas de deux with variations). 
A registered letter gains the Postman 
his admission, and in a solo (enchaine- 
ment de petites batteries de cuisine) he 
expresses his pleasure at the bacon, 

and coffee offered him by Yvonne. 

discontent is about to blow over 
and the maids to indicate their joie de 
vivre in a dance when, falling a victim 
to the charms of Hortense, he arouses 
the jealousy of Yvonne, when Odette has 
the happy idea of opening one of the 
letters to divert the party. It proves 
to be from the Lectralit Company, 
offering a wonderful new and magic 
labour-saving oven. The mistress, 
entering in the midst of the excitement, 
throws up her hands at the waste, 
noise and disorder just as Electra, the 
Spirit of Domestic Science, springs in 
and shows how all can be made smooth, 





with modern cooker, stainless silver 
and expanding suitcases. As the Post. 
man departs whistling, the maids 
cluster to the window and speed him 
with dusters, mops and glass-cloths. 


L’Aprks-Mrpt p’un Prone. 


Desussy. (Jeltes d’'O) and arr. of 
popular airs: ‘‘ The Bells of St. Mary's,” 
‘Oh, Call my Brother back to Me,” 
“Ring-a-ring-o'roses,” “Bid me Dis- 
course,” “I Hear You Calling Me,” and 
“Dial, O Dial, my Bonny Lass” (arr. 
by CuarLes Kennepy Scott). 

Décor by Batik. Choreography by 
Rigor Mortisse. Costumes by Stumer 
of Dover Street. 

Synopsis. 

In a Mayfair boudoir the Lady 
Celandine is arranging the flowers and 
is so enchanted when they come to life 
that she cannot refrain from expressing 
her delight in a pas seul. She runs to the 
telephone (balayé sur les points) and, 
raising the receiver to her ear, is 
instantly taken ill and falls in a swoon. 

The Doctor, in a series of entrechats 
cinques et tours en l’air with petits 
fouettés sur le cou-de-pied, conveys to 
her that her suffering is caused by 
germs in the démodé receiver and 
mouthpiece, and bestows upon her a 
washable and sanitary telephone. In 
an extreme of gratitude she dances 
with him and he departs (grand jeté 
volant) through the French-window. 
Celandine rings up her confidante to 
celebrate her recovery, but, dialling the 
wrong number at the mischievous in- 
stigation of Cupid, gets into touch with 
a young man who, falling in love with 
her voice, begs for her hand in marriage. 
She consents, while the flowers rain 
down petals and the telephone-bell 
rings joyfully. 


Ballets in preparation: Les Papillotes 
and Saeré Nettoyage du Printemps. 
cibeniiisiiiaass . AORRL 


‘Have a Barn to Commemonatre 


Jupiter Year.” 
Plumber's Advt. 


We resent the innuendo. 





Come to Knutsford and Keep Young! 


* A telegram sent to Their Majesties read: 
1,500 children of the loyal town of Knutsford 
respectfully repeat the good wishes they 
expressed to you on the occasion of your 
marriage, and again wish you continued 
health and happiness,”—~Local News. 





“Long and short stylee. Plain and striped 
covers in silk, rayon and union, Natural 
wood and novelty handles in baccolite and 
imitation reptile skins—and Fox's frames— 
what more could one ask of an umbrella?” 


Sale Catalogue. 





Only that it should keep out the rain. 
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“YES, I KNOW, GENTLEMEN, BUT WE DECIDED TO LEAVE 


ACCOUNT OF MY BIRTHDAY.” 
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The Gift. 

So many of our friends have lately 
vot married that when Eunice Heming- 
way sent us a little card inviting us to 
her wedding with Clarence es we 
thought less of the romantic aspect of 
the affair than the fact that bang would 
have to go another guinea. 

‘We have known Eunice and Clar- 
ence for years,” as Edith remarked, 
“and we must give them a present; 
but you might have a look round next 
time you are in Town to see if you can 
find something cheap that doesn’t look 
cheap.” 

I hovuil her instructions, but every- 
thing cheap looked so very cheap that 
| had almost abandoned all ideas of 
economy when a friendly clock-mer- 
chant, to whom I had confided my 
desire, suggested a way out. 

“I’ve gob a clock here that was 
originally priced at two guineas,” he 
said. “A lady bought it to give to 
another lady for a wedding-present, but 
at the last moment the affair was 
cancelled and she brought it back again. 
There is a tiny scratch underneath 
that prevents my selling it as new, but 
you can have it for fifteen shillings, 
and the recipient will no doubt think 
it was damaged in the post.” 

1 told him to wrap it up and post it 
off to Eunice, and gave him one of my 
cards to show who it was from. It 
would have saved me a lot of trouble 
if I had enclosed one of Edith’s cards 
instead, but I didn’t happen to have 
one with me. 

We were away from home at the 
time of the wedding, and it was not 
until three weeks later that I met 
Clarence in the golf-club pavilion. 

He cut me dead. 

I couldn’t understand it, for we have 
been friends since boyhood, and I asked 
him rather haughtily for anexplanation. 

“If you try to speak to me again,” 
he said in a voice quivering with 
emotion, “I will wring your something 
neck and hurl your something carcase 
out of the window.” 

I gathered that he was in no mood 
for light chatter, and returned home 
puzzled. There another shock awaited 
me. Edith was sitting in the front- 
room reading a book, and when I 
greeted her she looked me up and down 
as if 1 were some rare loathsome 
form of insect, sniffed twice and left 

| the room. . 
I followed her into the garden and 
demanded an explanation. 


“Tsu 


| you are annoyed because 
| temeth wiehens "eee thet 
_ don’t see that you need make such a 


fuss over a little thing like that.” 


“IT don’t mind your being late home,” 
she said coldly. ‘In fact I should not 
have worried in the least if you had 
never come home at all. You might as 
well know that Eunice has been round 
here and told me everything. She 

tends not to know what you meant 
y it, but that is obviously just to save 
her own face.” 

“What on earth are you talking 
about?” 

“You know perfectly well what I am 
talking about. I suppose you won't 
deny that you wrote inside the clock 
you sent her for a wedding-present: ‘In 
memory of the happy hours we spent 
together at Brightsea in 1932.—From 
your Boo-Boo *? ” 








Bedside Reading. 


Ill.—The Orphan of Waterloo. 


My copy of Anna Ross; or, The Orphan 
of Waterloo, is dated 1854, and the book 
had then reached its eleventh edition. 
The tale is preceded by a preface in 
which the authoress, GRACE KENNEDY, 
exhorts all religious parents to impress 
upon their children that life is short 
and the one thing needful a prepara- 
tion for eternity. Thus primed, we 
begin the story. ‘Surely there is no 
British boy nor girl who has not heard 
of the Battle of Waterloo!”’ So far so 
good; we are well educated, we are 
yatriotic. The guns are firing from 

tdinburgh Castle to announce the 
victory. Mamma, an_ incorrigible 
pessimist, turns pale at once; Papa is 
serving overseas. News is brought that 
he is wounded, and Mamma develops 
a cough and pain in her side. We feel 
that it will not be long before the nine- 
year-old Anna is an orphan. 

Mrs. Ross decides at once to proceed 
to her husband’s side, taking Anna 
with her. She warns the child that they 
will both be sick on the voyage, and 
her pessimism is more than justified: 
they are both very sick. Arrived at 
Rotterdam, they travel rapidly to the 
field of Waterloo, with Mamma re- 
“genet clasping her hands and raising 

er eyes to heaven. Everything goes 
according to plan. They sae Pone’s 
funeral upon the road, Mamma goes 
into a rapid decline, and Anna is 
launched upon her career as an orphan. 

It is now discovered that Mamma 
has left a most foolish will, directing 
that Anna is to spend the first six 
months of her orphanhood with Uncle 
Ross, Papa’s brother, and the next six 
months with Uncle Murray, Mamma’s 
brother, and is then to make her 
choice of a home. Uncle Ross is worldly 
and Uncle Murray a Scotch minister, 
80 the result, in Miss Kennepy’s hands, 





is never in doubt. Aunt Ross, as was 
only to be expected, has four spoilt 
children and an unpleasant governess. 
Marianne, the youngest child, is con. 
verted by Anna but dies in the measles 
on page 85. Even this sad incident, 
however, does not check the Ross 
family in their mad career, and Anna 
herself finally kicks over the traces— 
albeit in quite ladylike fashion—and 
learns to dance ey dress. 

The six months’ jollification is up, 
and Uncle Murray ap in Charlotte 
Square from the wilds, draws Anna 
close to his bosom and whispers, “God 
bless my sister’s child!” They drive 
away in the public coach, which also 
contains a small boy who has a pain in 
his stomach and who kicks Anna’s 
pelisse. Anna, taught by Aunt Ross to 
despise the poor, expresses displeasure, 
but Uncle Murray folds the unpleasant 
little boy in his bosom and discovers 
that he too is an orphan of Waterloo. 
On arrival at the Manse, the travellers 
are greeted by Aunt Murray and her 
four boys. Aunt Murray is in deep 
mourning, and gazes with fixed gloom 
at Anna, so that it is soon evident to 
the reader that the good lady has re- 
cently lost her rent aughter. 

‘Next day is the Sabbath, but what a 
different Sabbath from those at Uncle 
Ross’s! Uncle Murray, in the intervals 
of preaching, is continually folding 
Anna into his bosom and asking her 
awkward questions about the sermon, 
but she appears to enjoy it, and 
Kenneth, the eldest boy, repeats all 
the day’s sermons till his father has 
time to hear no more. Kenneth is 
indeed a paragon of virtue and spends 
his time when not at school in putting 
on the kettle, singing hymns and 
assisting Anna to answer the awk ward 

uestions put to her by Uncle Murray. 

nna retorts by darning Kenneth’s 
socks. It is a real relief when Kenneth 
splits an infinitive on page 142. 

The second six months draw to a 
close, and on the appointed day Uncle 
Murray returns with Anna to the lions’ 
den, where she is tempted by the offer 
of a fortune, some new dresses and a 
ride in a blue-and-silver curricle. “I 
have chosen,” she cries, rising and 
throwing herself on Uncle Murray's 
breast. Uncle Murray, by now an adept 
in such matters, clasps her firmly to his 
bosom and they return to the Manse. 
where Anna is formally admitted into 
the family. Kenneth stands by, saying 
not a word but with tears in his eyes; 
and, though Miss KENNEDY’s story 
very properly closes at this juncture, 
we strongly that Kenneth and 
the Orphan of Waterloo eventually 
make a match of it, living piously, if 
not happily, for ever after 
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The Word War. 





x 


Horrors seem to breed fast and 
freely in this trade, which has already 
given us “servicing” and “stockist.” 
Many warriors grt ge eae “ start- 

_ ability.” I ean think of plausible de- 
fences for “startable,” though I like 
it not, and it is a queer boast in these 
days to say that a motor-car can easily 
be set in motion. (It is as if a wine- 
merchant advertised that his cham- 
pagne was drinkable.) : 

But I can think of nothing to be said 
for “improved roadability,” which has 
been found—let us be frank—in a 
Punch advertisement. I cannot even 


“And,” let us add, — 
persiflaged, entouraged, orphanaged, 
misusaged, wreckaged and stoppaged. 
Now, I think, the meaning ‘is clear. 


Contact. 


The useful noun “contact’”’ has been 
ill-treated for a long time by some of 
the young and precious, who no longer 
meet pleasant people but “make in- 
triguing contacts.” 

en thousand times more loathsome 
is the verb “to contact”—have you 
met it? A charming lady in the 
publicity business shocked me when 
we parted by saying “It has been 
such fun contacting you.” Oh, dear! 
Brothers, let this verb be sabotaged 
by every possible avenue! 


victim; but nine politicians out of ten 
make Frankenstein the monster, as Mr. 
Artr.ee does. But he goes farther into 
the swamps of error than most orators, 
For he speaks of a “share of responsi- 
bility for the creation.” So that Frank. 
enstein has now become a sort of com- 
mittee or corporation. It would have 
been strong, at least (though ridiculous), 
to say that the British Government 
was a Frankenstein which would be 
tormented and destroyed by the mon- 
ster of its own creation. But since the 
monster in his mind was “Hirier 
Germany,” not even Mr. ATTLEE could 
go so far as that. So he waters it down 
to a “share of responsibility,” and what- 
ever dramatic force there might have 
been in the allusion disappears. 

The orders are, then, statesmen all— 





imagine what it means—and 


chefs pampometenedver| (ALLE ILI 


tisement, which is to make spare 
me buy. 


“exceptional acceler- 
ation and _ hill - climbing, 
improved roadability, 
smoother running and 
lower fuel consumption.” 


What sort of a car, Ij 74/ 
wonder, is a car which is| %~ /, 
not “roadable”’? Is it a} ¥(g/ii.%4 
‘“hedgeable,” a “‘ditchable,” We 4d 
or perhaps a “turfable”’ car? dit ‘y 


Does it leap fences but} "4 )\)/, ‘ alls, “i> levery angle. 

refuse to travel on roads?) /4/7¢/7 wh 7 BS ai? 7 HR Cet: P.S.—I should add, in 
Does it achieve high velo-| “ ME Ny Ai, Wii jeg +4 | MOL, ' (EME i—7 |case I may seem to be 
city in bogs or ploughed CO WAASEG ANA BOM WAG NMA NYY, 8 oO claiming superior knowledge, 


fields but show unstarta- 
bility in Oxford Street? I 
cannot tell. Is there a word 
“airable”’ to denote a good 








takes: 
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CRICKET NOTES, 1935. 
LEATHERJACKETS C.C. TAKE THE FIELD. 





no more Frankenstein stuff, 
== |whether you understand 
—~ | what you are saying or not. 
= |And for you, my warriors, 
the only course is to cackle 
loud and long whenever you 
hear such a sentence rolling 
like a sea-fog from the plat- 
form. Go on cackling too 
until the orator has to stop 
and ask you why you cackle, 
Then tell him. He won’t get 
Frankenstein wrong again. 
Leave no stone unturned to 
victimize Frankenstein and 
hisconfounded monster from 


that I got the information 
about F. out of reference 
books. Mr. ATTLEE evidentl 

___S has not read the story of F. 








aeroplane, or “oceanable’’ for a sea- 
worthy vessel? Someone tells me that 
he thinks a roadable car is one that 
adheres to the road and does not fly 
into the air at corners. If that is so 
I suggest that some fine new word like 
| “anti-levitationalism”’’ might satisfy 
the rich fancy of the modern advertiser 
| without mystifying the modern cus- 
| tomer. Or “‘road-adhesion”? Or “‘en- 
| hanced roadophily”’ ? 
But “roadability,” brothers, must 
| not occur again. 


| T’'o Sabotage. 

| This ugly beast still prowls abroad. 
| See the May-Day Manifesto of the 
Labour Party and Trades Union 
Congress :— 

“Changes in the economic system 
| which will shorten hours of toil, 
| ete. . . . aredeliberately obstructed 
| and sabotaged.” 


Frankenstein. 


Mr. ATTrLze, in the debate on Foreign 
affairs, exhibited a delightful piece of 
Frankenstein-work :— 


“For the creation of this Franken- 
stein the British Government must 
bear its share of responsibility.” 


It is hard to say why so many 
politicians insist on dragging the dreary 
fellow Frankenstein into their speeches, 
especially as, nearly always, they drag 
him upside-down. ‘The illustrious 
Fow.er has patiently reminded the 
world of the correct method of doing a 
Frankenstein, if it must be done; but 
it may be worth while to remind the 


ph ol 
Fran in is a character in a book 


by the wife of the poet SHettey. He 
is a mortal who creates a being in the 
form of man; and he is himself tor- 
mented by his creature. 

Frankenstein, then, is the creator and 


Nor have I. And I don’t suppose I 
ever shall. But then I don’t drag him 
into political speeches. 


“Centre Round.” 


At the end of a great speech in the 
same debate our dear Sir AUSTEN 
CHAMBERLAIN said that if Germany 
took a certain course 


“she would find this country in 
her path again—and with this 
country those great free Common- 
wealths which centre round it.” 


No good man can be cross with Sir 
Austen, and I welcome this excuse 
to compliment him upon his speech. 
Moreover, he is one of the few men 
who can make a great speech without 
preparation, and I believe that he could 
plead that defence in this case. But 
we did give orders about “centre round” 
a few weeks ago, and this is a piece of 
naughtiness which must not happen 
again. Surely, if the great free Com- 


——_ 
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“ An—ER, WAITER, IS THERE AN EncyCLOP4DIA BRITANNICA IN THE INN?” 





“No, Zur, BUT WHAT IS IT YOU WISH TO KNOW?” 











monwealths do any “‘centring”’ at all, 
which I doubt, they centre in or at, 
or on the Mother Country? The one 
thing certain is that they cannot 
centre round her any more than she 
can stand at the heart of the circum- 
ference. 


“ Measures.” 


This good word is much overworked 
and gets a strange new job every day. 
Indeed in politics it can mean almost 
anything. The Prmwe MrntsTER said that 
he was “ distressed beyond measure ”’ to 
hear of Mr. EpEn’s illness. A legislator 
in the debate from which I have already 
quoted said that there had been “a 
great measure of inevitability about the 
Government’s policy.” Lord Cran- 
BORNE, speaking a little before him, 
contributed two measures to the same 
column of The Times. “A first step 
had to be taken . . . in setting up a 
committee to consider economic mea- 
sures . . .” and “The second measure 
was to strengthen our own armed 
forces...” Sir HERBERT SAMUEL 
spoke of “specific measures’’ (such as 
the formation of an Air-Raid Depart- 
ment); Mr. Winston CHURCHILL 





, 


scored two—‘‘our measures of defence’ 
and ‘‘a large measure of agreement.” 

Mr. ArTLee said that the Govern- 
ment’s policy had contributed in no 
small measure to something or other. 
Nobody said that the “measure of the 
tight Honourable Gentleman’s sin- 
cerity was his failure to do this or 
that”; but as a rule somebody says 
that. Mr. RANDOLPH CHURCHILL wrote 
one Sunday that a new Member spoke 
with “a measure of nervous hesi- 
tancy’’; and 7'he Times, two days later, 


_said that their Majesties had proceeded 


to St. Paul’s Cathedral “with some 
measure of pageantry.” We know that 
measure may mean a Bill or Act of 
Parliament—as in the slogan, ““Men— 
not Measures.” And then there is 
‘‘measured language’? and “unmeas- 
ured abuse.” 

Clearly a useful word. I am not 
very hot about it—yet; but I am 
curious. And I suspect that, if we are 
not watchful, measures may become as 
overbearing as issues, angles, avenues 
and values. I do not, for example, see 
why any man should say, “There is 
a substantial measure of agreement 
among us” when all he means is, 


“Many of us agree,” or “We agree on 
many matters.” And I warn both 
Houses that “measure,” in the sense 
of “amount” or “quantity,” is em- 
ployed too much and must have a 
rest. 

Nor am I quite hapny about the 
Prime Minister. No doubt when he 
said that he was “distressed beyond 
measure’’ he meant that he was more 
distressed than he could measure or 
express in language. Well, that is very 
nice (though it leaves him very little 
to say if he should have to speak of a 
calamity even greater than the illness 
of Mr. Epren—an outbreak of plague 
or war, for example). But lower per- 
sons, when they say “ beyond measure,” 
have in mind the idea of excess (over 
the line, beyond moderation), as they 
do when they talk of unmeasured 
abuse or measured language.. 

If they are right, the Prime Min- 
ISTER must have meant that he was 
more distressed about Mr. Epen’s ill- 
ness than he ought to be. I do not 
know who is right, but I am sure that 
‘measure’ is a dangerous word and 
must be watched. (A little homework 
here, I think, brothers.) A: P. ii. 
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THE COUNTRY COUSINS. 








Invitation to the Bay. 


No, John, I will not go; your subtlest mesh 

Of casuistry shall not come over me. 
| am of course aware the breeze is fresh, 

The sun at least apparent, and the sea 
Swamping across your mud-flats full-tide high, 
But neither now nor later on go I. 


| have been with you on a day like this 
And dodged about and ducked beneath the boom, 
And, perched upon the gunwale, borne the kiss, 
The dripping smack, of water, wind and spume, 
And patiently endured the twentieth tack 
Zigzag across your little bay and back. 


Also I shared with you sea-sodden food 
And drank a sad sea-agitated ale ; 
Now, wishing that the boat and I were glued 
Tightly in one, I stood and shortened sail; 
Then, the squall over, but against the grain, 
I stood once more and let it out again. 


You, John, you may remember, were that one 
Who held the sheet, who met the rudder’s kick, 
And evidently you achieved some fun; 
I, who did not, and felt a little sick 
In either sense, I knew beyond a doubt 
Why you insisted on my coming out. 


You felt no kindliness and no remorse; 
You merely felt what luck it was to find 

Ballast to keep you to your proper course, | 
Somewhere a little closer to the wind. 

So I was crammed in insufficient room 

To watch you tack, to dodge below the boom, 


And so on (as in verses 2 to 4)— 

Which being so, you see that any way 
I hold that being ballast is a bore; 

And, when you learn my fighting-weight to-da 
(Some eight-stone-six), you'll see I am too light. 
No? I might steer a bit? Perhaps I might. 

VERGES. 
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Impressions of Parliament. 





Synopsis of the Week. 


Monday, May 13th.—Commons: India 
Bill considered further in Committee. 


Tuesday, May 14th.—Lords: Voluntary 





ON GUARD. 
The Watch-Dog . . 
Mr. H. G. WiiiiaMs. 


“GR-R-RR! 


Hospitals (Paying Patients) Bill con- 

sidered in Committee. 
Commons: India Bill 

further in Committee. 


Wednesday, May 15th.—Lords: Debate 
| on co-ordinated Defence. 
Commons: Committee stage of India 

Bill concluded, 

Monday, May 13th.— 
One of these days a duel 
is going to be fought in 
Parliament Square over 
the honour of the Chinese 
Egg. Possibly with Chinese 
eggs. This enigmatic or- 
ganism provokes more 
hot feeling than any of 
the other subjects raised 
frequently in the Cham- 
ber. Daily its virtue is 
impugned. Daily its high 
qualities are sung with a 
fine occidental courtesy. 
This afternoon a verbal 
duel on these lines, eagerly 
watched by egg - lovers 
from all parties,was waged 
between Mr. HANNON,who 
held that putrefaction set 
in the moment a Chinese 
egg was unfrozen, and Mr. 
SHAKESPEARE, who chiv- 
alrously denied this slan- 
der, with the whole weight 
of the Ministry of Health 


considered 





CHIEF 


“ Here were 


behind him. There is a story about 
a Chinese curate—but there, some 
other time. 

Sir Wruttam Davrson'’s latest line of 
attack in his campaign for sweepstakes 
is over the arrangements made at the 
Mint to allot twenty-five commemora- 
tive gold Jubilee pieces by ballot at 
£50, their value greatly exceeding this 
sum; and he fired this new bolt at Sir 
Jonn Grimovr’s head this afternoon. 
The effect was not spectacular, Sir 
Joun replying in effect that the Mint’s 
little flutter had been absolved by a 
high authority of being that dreadful 
wicked thing, a lottery. 

No one will be sorry when the Com- 
mittee Stage of the India Bill is finished 
next Wednesday. To-day’s debate 
ranged over the question of aboriginal 
races being excluded from the control 
of the Provincial Legislatures and put 
in the personal charge of the Governors. 
In Lord Eustace Percy’s opinion the 
House was too imperfectly informed 
to decide such a question, while Mr. 
CHURCHILL sarcastically expressed him- 
self much disquieted by the implication 
that these peoples would not be better 
off under the new system of democratic 
government, Finally the ArrorNEy- 
GENERAL announced that as a con- 
cession the schedule would be with- 
drawn from the Bill, and the matter 
decided by an Order in Council, which 
would be submitted to the House; but 
not before Mr. Goprrey NicHoison 
had called Mr. CuuRCHTLL a rogue 
elephant. 

Tuesday, May 14th.—-After a brief 
debate the Lords concluded the Com- 





MOURNER: MR. 


WINSTON CROCODILE, 


22,000,000 of people in India who they were assured were 
too primitive to be allowed to share in the advantages of the franchise 
and Parliamentary institutions. ... That diaquieted him very much.” 


Mr. Cavnronie. 


mittee Stage of the Bill to enable 
hospitals to provide extra accommoda- 
tion in existing buildings for paying 
patients. 

Immediately Questions were over in 
the Commons Mr. Herserr WILLIAMS 
rose and asked leave to bring forward 





axel, 


FOR THOSE IN PERIL ON THE SEA, 
ON THE LAND AND IN THE AIR, 


Lord MOoTTIsTONE LENDS A HAND, 


a question of privilege. It appears that | 
the League for the Prohibition of Cruel 
Sports has just sent Members a circular 
letter saying that if the League does 
not hear from them in reply it will “feel | 
justified in letting your constituents | 
know that you have no objection to | 
cruel sports.” Mr, Wu- 
LIAMS, who pointed out 
that he had never either 
belonged to a Hunt or 
held a gun-licence (and 
was therefore above sus- 
picion of being a cruel 
sport), considered this in- 
timation a form of politi- 
cal blackmail and a gross 
breach of privilege, and 
asked Mr. Speaker for 
his opinion. This was to 
the effect that a prima- 
facie case for a breach of 
privilege had been made 
out; and Mr. Wi.taMs 
then incorporating this 
statement in a motion, it 
was clamorously agreed 
to by a crowded House. 
There, for the moment, 
the matter rests. 


The most interesting 
part of the day’s Indian 
debate was concerne 


with Sir Henry Pace- 
Crort’s Amendment to | 
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Labour support to the motion was 
given by Lord Srrapnoet, who felt 
that so long as we kept armed forces 


they should be of the maximum 
efficiency. Lord MipLeton reminded 
the House that up to 1903 there was 


transfer the question of money-lendi 
from the jurisdiction of the Provincia 
| Legislature to the Central Authority, 
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In a good speech he described how 
money-lending had become one of the 
most serious problems in India, bound 
up not only with economic depression 
but also with religious custom. He saw 
little hope of reform h the 
_ Provincial Governments, but thought 
_ it possible that the Central Govern- 
_ ment might be able to free the peasants. 
_ All this came a trifle humorously from 
| one of the opponents of 
_ Federation. 
| Wednesday, May 15th.—In a strik- 
ing speech Lord Morristone urged 
| his fellow-peers to realise that a state 
of emergency existed in this country, 
_ which he likened to the richest caravan 


in gold a hundred-and-thirty miles 
across @ desert to pay to tribesmen.) 
And he insisted that, at a time when 
re-armament was essential, it would 











OUR BACK BENCH WHO’S WHO? 


no consultative committee of any sort 
between the Admiralty and the War 
Office, and he agreed that some kind 
of unified authority was essential. Lord 
RoTHERMERE bowled a very gloomy 
maiden over rather wide of the motion, 
putting Germany’s bombing forees 
at 10,000 first-class machines; 
in reply Lord Hars#am detailed the 
latest methods for increasing 
liaison between the Services, and as- | 
sured the House that the Government's 
advisers were against the proposal. 
Lord Mortistonk’s motion was 
— by 23—9. 

n gratefully winding up the Com- 
mittee Stage of the India Bill, the 


; | in the world travelling through a land Commons had a little fun over 

| eran friendly, with a rathersmall question whether it was worth in- 
if | escort. teristioally he recalled cluding Indian widows in the franchise 
if how he had once himself carried £1,000 when they might be burnt before being 


able to exercise their vote, and whether 
a polygamously-widowed group were 
all entitled to the vote. Before packing es 
up, warm tributes to Mr. BurTLeRs | — 


clap ane Ge aan = oe cee “r 9 Surmtey Benn skilful and sympathetic handling of 
pollay wa ss apa Ye yor «4 oa leaperied Cutabnsiie, the Bill in the absence of his Chief 
| a mel “ee one , veryone listens—even Mr. J.H.Twom- were paid by Mr. Moraan Jones, Mr. 
| who w e it a whole-time job. ERCE. CrurcuiL, and Mr. Foor. : 
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As Others Hear Us. 


When Bloomsbury Meets. 

“My sweet!” 

“ Darling!” 

“My dear, how long is it since we've 
met, as they say? I've been screaming 
over that marvellous article of yours 

about sport or something, wasn't it ’ 

simply shattering for all the awful 
county people. They'll just moulder 
away when they read it. I suppose 
those people can read, can't they ?”’ 

“Darling, what a hope! Of cours: 
they can’t—not even one [ 
syllable, Still, 1 daresay 
it'll ooze in somehow. 
By-the-by, which article 
was it ? I'm always being 
bribed to write for some 
paper or other.” 

“My sweet, I simply 
couldn't tell you when I 
read it—you can't con- 
ccive the masses of stuff 
I have to read, and most 
of it too utterly dim and 
bogus. I’m nearly sure 
this was in last week's 
Urge, because I remem- 
ber so well wondering 
how many of the re- 
tired Colonels and people 
actually see it at their 
clubs, or wherever they 
herd. Anyhow, I know 
I simply adored your 
article and thought it 
wasabsolutely you, if you 
know what I mean.” 

“It’s simply heaven, 
darling, to know you 
liked it. Though, hon- 
estly, I don’t see how it 
can have been mine, be- 
cause I’ve never written 
a word about sport, and 
I’ve never even heard of Waat 
Urge.” * Loox 

“Darling! You must 
have Rcaal of it. It’s absolutely the 
newest, This is only the second num 
ber. They had a thing of mine in it 
a story.” 

“How marvellous!" 

“I’m developing an absolutely new 
technique. Everybody says it’s going 
to revolutionize the whole art of 
fiction.” 

“How utterly marvellous! Isn't 
that the man over there who drinks 
lemon-juice-and-cocoa for breakfast '”’ 

“I'd like to tell you about it, 
because I think you'd be so frightfully 
interested,” 

“But I'd adore to hear. Too lousy 
the way they will not circulate the 
drinks.” 














“Isn't it? My dear, that woman 
with the emerald nose got a fortune for 
just doing a rotten story for the films. 
I know it for an absolute fact.” 

“How utterly bogus! I know for a 
fact she can’t write. Who is she?” 

“Darling, I’ve not the faintest. 
Only I want to know exactly what you 
think about this new technique of mine 
because I believe it’s going to revo- 
lutionize the whole art of fiction.” 

“Sweet, how too thrilling!” 

“Swear to me that you'll be utterly 
candid,” 

Darling, I swear it utterly. Do you 
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see Ivan with that new girl of his? 
Sick-making, isn’t it?”’ 

“I know for an absolute fact that 
she drugs, and he has to be carried to 
the office, literally, every single morn- 
ing of his life. Well, look here, you see, 
this is what I am doing.” 

‘Just one second, sweet—Ivan, my 
pet, what heaven to see you! The girl- 
friend—too adorable ; but why the home- 
made frock, darling ?”’ 

“What I can’t help feeling is that 
Joyee and Lawrence and all that crowd 
are simply playing at writing. They 
didn’t begin to understand realism.” 

‘Of course that's exactly what I've 
always said. I've always said that the 
only reason I couldn't find a publisher 
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for my trilogy was simply because im 
this country we're so terrified of 
realism.” 

“The thing I'm writing now is going 
to put an end to all that. Absolutely, 
It's so absolutely new and so completely 
vital that they ‘ll &pring at it. What I 
feel is, that it’s simply a raw slice of 
life torn out and flung on the e." 

“That’s really what I feel about my 
trilogy. It literally spurts blood as you 
read it.” 

“Darling, it sounds like heaven.” 

“Darling, it is. The whole thing is 
written on a slant, if you know what I 

—————} mean. Life seen as a 
man with a squint might 


shortened leg of uncook- 
ed meat if he was hang- 
ing head - downwards 
from a gibbet standing 


the absolute middle of 
the Caspian Sea.” 

“TI know so exactly 
what you mean.” 

“Sweet, I knew you 
would. It really does 
give one the feel of 
the whole thing, doesn't 
it?” 

“Oh, utterly. It 
sounds too marvellous. 
In my trilogy I've told 
the whole thing back- 
wards, starting with the 
very last word of the 
book and just going on 
and on till I get to the 
beginning. Pattern is 
what I’m getting at.” 

“I think that’s so 
absolutely progressive 
and right.” 

“Oh, so do I, Nothing | 
matters except pattern.” 

“Oh, and rhythm.” 

“Oh, yes, rhythm. 
And of course utter 

wed Starkness.” 

‘Oh, one absolutely must be stark.” 

“The main thing, I always feel, is to 
be oneself, through and through and 
through.” 

‘Oneself really is everything, isn’t 
it?” 

“Oh, absolutely.” 

“ Darling, I've adored seeing you and 
hearing about everything. What I 
always feel is that people like us, who 
create, are so utterly worth listening 
to. Don't you!” KE. M. D. 
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“The opponents were W. ©. Choy (China 
and Pembroke), the Old Blue, and E. Itch 
(Japan and Pembroke),”-—T'ennis Report, 
By rights the latter should have 
scratched, 
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| front at the Victoria Palace, 
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a gay Montreal restaurant, 
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At the Play. 


“Tue Mrracte Man” (Vicrorta 
PALace). 

Ir you are a playgoer of the simple 
greedy type, who opens his 
programme hoping to see a 
very long list of characters 
and as many scenes as a 
pantomime, your place is in 


as the bad taste which a realistic hand- 
ing of such a theme would involve, 
nd to leave out the ecclesiastical 
authorities who would have taken 
charge, it is all left very vague about 
the religion of the holy man and the 





ay which Mr. 
Seymour Hicks has made 
and adorns — The Miracle 


Mr. Hicks knows what 
plays used to be like before 
the post-war era of difficult 
theatrical finance, and he is 
bold and lavish in the fare 
he provides. It is quite un- 
essential to show us both 
the inside and the outside of 


but he thinks we shall like 
to see some life before we go 


ling expedition to the hills of 
Maine. Much that in ordin- 


: : Tie Pee kn ce Mr, Bew WELDEN. : 
ary careful little plays is ~. a pe ies eel Slee There he is, ready for any- 
conveyed to the audience by _ A Re eee Miss Marcarerta Scorrt. thing, with his revolver in 
narrative dialogue is here Palefaced Harry .... . Mr. Jack MINSTER. his pocket, anxious for swift 


elaborately acted through; 
indeed, the action takes a little time 
to warm up and gather momentum. 

When we get to Maine we are taken 
everywhere, standing among enormous 
trees, sitting about in the inns and 
parlours and gardens, and hanging 
round the lit railway - station to 
watch the arrival of the Montreal Ex- 
press. And it does arrive on time, its 
headlights gleaming through the even- 
ing mist and its rene, mg toa 
standstill as the curtain falls. 

This is courageous, as is the whole 
dramatisation of a that lends 
itself to the screen so much more easily. 
It is a story of the exploitation by 
Montreal crooks of an and holy 
man in a backwoods vi I have 
not read Mr. Packarp’s novel from 
which the play has been made, and 
the novelist may have seized by the 
horns bulls which the dramatist has 
judged it prudent to evade. 

There are many French Canadians 


in Maine. and the choice of Montreal 


as the metrapolis that it is the 
intense French Catholicism of Quebec, 
the massed votive offerings at shrines 
like that of St. Anne of Beaupré, which 
have tempted the Doc, John 


| Madison (Mr. Skymoun Hicks) and 





PLOT HATCHING. 


village. It has to be vague when we are 
shown such effective and impassioned 
acting as Mr. Ben Wevpen (The 
Flopper) shows us as he crawls to the 
feet of The Patriarch and —— a cure. 

The Patriarch, played by Sir Parip 
Ben Greer, is not at all the hermit or 
holy man of common tradition, but very 
polished, like a converted Bank Presi- 





dent. He is blind and deaf and dumb, 
but majestic and benign. His pseudo 
great-niece is none of these thi 
Miss Marcaretta Scort, described in 
the ag os mme apna (of a certain 
class), has a very difficult réle to - 
for she passes from extecega 
tough underworldliness to a 
less convincing other-worldli- 
ness first of all the gang. 

At the end even the Doe 
repents and the play has 
a good old-fashioned ring 
about it. The trouble is that 
the holy atmosphere, which 
proves too much for the 
Doc and his associates and 
awakens terror and remorse, 
does not somehow come 
across the footlights. The 
village characters are relied 
on for light relief, of the 
Stick-in-the-Mud or market- 
day type, and they provide 
it so fully that it becomes 
difficult to take Needley, 
their home, with sufficient 
seriousness. 

The Doc seems to feel it, 
and Mr. Hicks with him, 


battle and vast loot. And 
it is all too easy and goes too well, and 
no one asks questions or interferes. 
Simple millionaires write out vast 
cheques, but his partners in crime 
succumb in the clear country air to 
the charm of simple goodness and the 
prattling of children. He blusters and 
storms, but he gives way and even 
decides to give goodness a run for its 
money in his own life. 

Mr. Hicks is so vital and resourceful 
that he needs more opportunities for 
his special gifts. He is trumped by 
unearthly aces which give his leger- 
demain no chance, and, seeing him 
striding purposefully but ineffectually 
about, one wishes his warfare could be 
with flesh and blood. D. W. 


“Suatt We Reverse?” (ComepDy). 


There is no more beautiful or accept- 
able domestic ornament than a grand- 
mother, provided that she is white- 
headed, comparatively inactive and 
has already subsided into the mellow- 
ness which views all the actions 

terity with radiant approval. If she 
knits, so much the better; if she should 
also play Patience she is nearly per- 
fect. But if—and there are few aspects 
of such an appalling possibility which 
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hunting husband, long enough to be 
made Queen of her tribe and to learn 
from her ju-ju doctor rites much more 
compelling than the sucking of eggs. 
then indeed it is time for her descend- 
ants to be doubly beware. 

For when Peter Van Dyke (Mr. Ep- 
WARD Cooper) became engaged to the 
lovely Lady Caroline Swayne (Jun®) he 
was not prepared for that enthusiastic 
Ju-jube, his Grandmother (Miss SYDNEY 
FArRBROTHER), to arrive from the 
jungle in a helicopter and, having 
registered a vain protest against the 
marriage, do her voodoo stuff on the 
spot. Her objection is that the Swaynes 
have always been a racketty lot; so, 
mixing a space-time potion (of curi- 
ously Nordic ingredients), she whisks 
Peter and herself back to about 1840, 
where they suddenly materialise in the 
clothes of the period at a garden-party 
given by the d Swayne of the day 

The convention followed is that Peter 
and Grannie remain their modern 
selves. They even rake up a cigarette 


| between them, which the fierce old lady 


furiously consumes; and such poor 


| historical fruit as their educations have 





yielded is unimpaired, so that they are 
able to engage in topical though 
sketchy chat with the other guests. 
The Lady Caroline is not at all unlhke 
Peter’s own Caroline, as pretty and as 
flighty, and, though Grannie warns 
Peter that on no account must he kiss 
her, as this will release more ju-ju 
machinery and propel them still further 
into Little Arthur’s England, no one 
can blame him when they are 
whisked, with an automatic 
change of clothes, to a finish- 
ing-school at Versailles on 
the eve of the Revolution, 
where an earlier Lady C., still 
very similar, is in process of 
being French-polished. 

And so the comedy goes on, 
through a series of short, 
crisply written and very funny 
scenes, enriched by attractive 
music, good dancing and sing- 
ing and charming settings and 
dresses. A brief osculatory 
restraint on Peter’s part, after 
he has kissed the party back 
to the Mayflower, brings them 
up to Edwardian times again, 


| but not for long; three hours 


in a May-week punt with the 

Edwardian Lady Caroline sets 

such potent ju-jus in motion 

that a non-stop come-back to the Stone 
Ageistheresult. Thereturn from there, 
vid Florence, where our twain have to 
poison their way out of the Borotas’ 
clutches, vid Athens, where Peter is 
persistently mistaken for AnrtsTo- 
PHANES, vid a medieval castle, where 


they find themselves in a compromising 
position and the most uncompromising 
armour, and vid various later plat- 
forms, each displaying its seductive 





WHEN KNIGHTS AND THEIR GRAND- 
MOTHERS WERE BOLD. 


Peter . . Me. Epwarp Cooper. 
Grannie . . Miss Syvpwey Fareproruer 
but unreliable Caroline, is as enter- 
taining as the outward journey. 

Mr. Macrae is indeed to be con- 
gratulated. Still in his twenties and 
with several good productions to his 
credit (including Indoor Fireworks, 





MAID OF 


ATHENS AND FATHER. 
Mr. Rosert Hate anp JUNE. 


which deserved a much longer run than 
it was given by a fickle town), he has 
now proved himself an enviably versa- 
tile writer, for in addition to a witty 
book he shares the honours of the 
lyrics and the music with Mr. Dennis 
van THat—tyries slick and pointed, 


music bright and tuneful. In addition 
he has assisted.Mr. Ropert Nessrrr 
with the production, which is marvel- 
lously smooth, seeing that no fewer 
than seventeen scenes are in hand. 

Miss FarRBROTHER affected me im- 
moderately. She moves her eyes in 
just the same way that small winged 
things do under microscopes, and every 
inch of her grave face is under rigid 
control. Moreover, she understands 
perfectly the comic pitching of the 
voice, a very subtle business. After her 
I laughed most at Mr. Rosert Haug, 
who impersonated a number of elderly 
vintage Swaynes and was equally 
happy as a Hull-speaking neolith and 
a Greek dramatic critic. The scene in 
which, an Edwardian officer and gentle- 
man besieged by savages in an African 
hut, he sits down in tails to eat the last 
crust, refusing to speak to his fellow. 
prisoner without an introduction, is 
perhaps the funniest of all. 

JUNE was at the very top of her form. 
This was exactly her part. For her 
best work she needs a piece of just these 
proportions, and here she was delight- 
ful. Miss QuEENIE LEONARD was, as 


always, a great asset. She attacks all | 


a a 





the time, can carry her tongue in her | 
cheek without inconvenience for long | 
periods, and is, in fact, becoming a | 


first-class comédienne. 


And Mr. Ep. | 


WARD Cooper, with his natural, almost 


casual manner, was 


invaluable for | 


maintaining an intimate spirit. He | 


and Miss FarrspRrorHEer 
gether, as they say, a treat. 


M. CHARLOT’s standard. 
You should go. Erte. 





Commercial Candour. 


“We might quote you extracts 
from our roomful of unsolicited 
testimonials, but an ounce of fact 
is worth a ton of fiction.” 

Foreign Firm's Circular 





This Age of Standardisation. 


“The King has appointed the 
Duke of Knet to be a Knight of 
the Order of the Thistle.” 

Scottish Newspaper. 
The Knig, surely, if we push 
it to its logical knclusion. 





“Miss 1935 . . & bleached 
head dressed with Jubilee curls on 
the forehead and dainty small curls 
from the nape of the neck to the 
crown; the ears were uncovered 

and the sides waved very flatly.” 
Report of Hairdreasing Exhibition. 


She should keep out of the wind 





‘Pere ww trae Box.” 
Newspaper Placard 


Thank you, we are not inquisitive. 


As for | 
the Chorus, it was well up to | 


worked to- | 
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Mr. Shagreen’s Gifts. 


| REMARKED to Mr. Shagreen that I 
had not seen him for some considerable 
time, and he explained that he had been 
away in the country writing another 
book. I asked him whether it had gone 
well, . 

“It went very badly indeed,” he 
replied in a tone of great satisfaction. 
Then, noticing my puzzled look, he 

_ proceeded: “I have always found that 
when a book goes very well it goes, if 
| you understand me, very badly. The 
easier to write the harder to sell. 
| Bearing in mind the number of sleep- 
less nights given me by this one, I have 
every confidence that it will knock 
| em,” Mr. Sh m ended with com- 
| placency, “cold.” 
| “How cold?” 
“Very cold indeed. Icy.” 
“But I thought you always knocked 
, ‘em iey,” I objected. “ n was a 
| book of yours hard to sell?”’ 


| He responded with ision: “In 
| the year 1923. M while, @ man 
whose execrable oollnnaher even when 





seen was seldom believed, sent me a 
note in which I understood him to 
demand from me a book about conic 
sections. I knew he always had his 
finger on the pulse of public taste, and 
from this perhaps insufficient evidence 
I concluded that conic sections must 
be the rhythm to which it was then 
beating. So I sat down and wrote a 
book on them.” 

“Just like that?” 

“Just like that. It came easily. There 
was no bother with characterisation 
or dialogue; the rolling periods flowed 
from my pen, together with the less 
rolling; inspiration was continuous. 
From time to time I was able to em- 
ploy my artistic gift in the production 
of diagrams worthy, I think I may say, 
of a Picasso.” 

“Were you able to employ your 
poetic gift?” 

“In the production of formule,” 
nodded Mr. Shagreen, “worthy—I 
think I may say—of a Stem.” 

“Er?” 

“Gert. The book was finished 
quickly, and, after sending it off to my 
publisher, I waited with confidence for 


the royalties to begin pouring in. They 
failed to do so because, as you have 
no doubt guessed, what my publisher 
had actually asked me for was not & 
book on conic sections but a book with 
comic sections.” 

I said I recalled a similar ii 
that once arose through the misread- 
ing of the word diseuse as “disease,” 
but Mr. Shagreen did not seem to be 
interested in this. 

‘In spite of misgivings,” he went on, 
‘‘ we decided after consultation that the 
book should be published. It was pub- 
lished ; but it did not sell. Hardly — 
body bought it. For the larger publi 
there was too much in it about comi¢ 
sections, and for the smaller public 
there was not enough about coni¢e 
sections in it. I told you, I believe, 
that inspiration had been almost con- 
tinuous—the smaller public could not 
approve of that. There was only one 
review even, and that in a sm 
provincial paper which assumed from 
the name of the author of the book 
that it must be a detective novel 
reviewed it as such. This paper 
if 1 remember rightly, that the story 
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was a thrilling one, ‘played out against 
the age-old background of geometry. 
Now that was not much, and it could 
hardly be quoted in an advertisement, 
but it gave me an idea.” 

“A striking phrase,” | 
coughing slightly. < 
“T was referring not to the phrase, 
Mr. Shagreen said, “but to the miscon- 
ception. It entered my head that this 
might unofficially be fostered. I wrote 
to my publisher suggesting that we 
should try to foster the misconception, 
and when he wrote back saying that 
in his opinion it would be a very good 
idea to fash the Mexican captain, | 
knew that he agreed with me. I there- 
upon drew up some plans and sent 
them to him and he had them carried 

out.” 
“Your artistic gift, 1 suppose, came 


agreed, 


in gain there?” I suggested. 


t did indeed,” he replied, ‘and my 
poetic gift too; for what I did was 
to design a number of dust-wrappers 
bearing, besides the customary violent 
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scene, some of the choicest remarks it 
has ever been my lot to blurb. These 


wrappers were all alike in — 
to be from copies of the book 
Conic Sections, by P. T. Shagreen. 
There, however, the resemblance 
ended. One, I remember, bore a 
lovingly-executed re tation of a 
very beautiful girl being strangled by 
an unpleasant man with arms like an 
octopus. On another was a picture of 
three stout millionaires impaled on a 
Malayan kris of formidable size. Yet 
a third was enlivened by a painting in 
several shades of red of a large gor- 
illa rising on stepping-stones of dead 
bodies, possibly to higher things, pos- 
sibly not.” 

“And your publisher had those 
printed ?¢”” 

“Thousands of copies.” 

“But surely,” I said—*‘surely the 
book was not issued inside them ?”’ 

“No, no,” Mr. Sh said, “of 
course not. That would have been 
criminally misleading. This is what was 





done. Each of the finished wrappers 
was carefully torn so that fragments of 
the last letter of the title were missing. 
It was thus possible to = to any 
indignant and disappointed reader that 
what had stented tien to the book was 
not a wrapper from Conic Sections but 
an advance specimen from a forth- 
coming novel by me about a lurid 
villain named Conic Sectione. These 
thousands of torn wrappers had been 
left in public places—in buses, trams, 
trains, tube stations and on park-seats 
all over the country, so that my 
publisher did receive many complaints. 
But not,” Mr. Shagreen added slyly, 
before he had received enough orders 
to make the book a success. Once again 
my commercial gift, with the help of 
my artistic gift and my poetic gift, 
had proved its worth.” 

“Mr. Shagreen,” I said, “has any- 
one ever compared you to LEONARDO 
pa Viner?” 

“Not lately,” replied Mr. Shagreen 
with a modest look. RM. 








Bowler. “ You CAN’T INTIMIDATE we. 


I’VE PLAYED AGAINST WORSE UMPIRES THAN You.” 
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Dual Representatives. 


Tuere is no doubt that at the 
Academy banquet Sir Jom Stuon was 
right when he commented on the 
different appearances that can be given 
to the same man by different painters. 
There is more than one example of 
this at the R.A., ps the best 
being the two versions of that in- 
corrigibly _ pict e and brilliant 
Scot, Mr. Ropert BontTiIngE Cunnine- 
Miss Katu- 
LEEN Mann, No. 102, and the other, 
No. 172, by Mr. James McBey, who, 
best known as an etcher, occasionally 
descends to portraits in oil and water- 
colour reminders of the beauty of the 
world, In the KaTHLEEN MANN treat- 
ment the old northern hidalgo looks 
as though he had been exhausted by 
the fatigues of the McBry régime; it is 


_as though the etcher got him first, 


extracted all his joie de vivre, and then 
handed him over to Miss Mann to make 
the best she could of the remains. In the 
result we have two presentments, very 
likely both authoritative: excellent 
material for Sir Jonn Srmon’s oratory. 

Another victim is Lord Davip 
Crct., where two painters, who chance 
also to be friends, have each tackled 
him—Mr. Aveustus JoHn and Mr. 
Henry Lamp, both in the t room. 
They agree as to the refined sensibility 


| of the features of the critic and his 


capacity for literary enjoyment; but 
when it comes to those symbols of 
character, the hands, they part. In the 
Johannian (shall we say?) treatment, 


| No. 194, the hands are negligible; but 
| in the Agnean, No. 160, they are vital: 





slender, mobile, indicative. It looks 
almost as though more than one painter 
should always be called in. 

Meanwhile it is to be wished that 
there was a second version of Lord 
CasTLEROSSE. In spite of the ecstasies 
of Mr. GeraLp KELty, who paints, 
and Mr. Frank Rvutrer, who writes, 
it is not easy to accept Mr. Sickert's 
valentine either as a Heaven-sent gift, 
or as the one and only. 

Artists are not always too kind to 
artists; but I heard the other day of 
a case where an old one went out of 
his way to befriend a younger and a 
possible rival. The younger, whom I 
will call B, was deligh to be se- 
lected by some fri of an eminent 
man to paint his portrait, and was eager 
to get to work and earn his unaccus- 
tomed fee; but the eminent man being 
also egregious, it seemed to be impos- 
sible to make any appointment that 
would suit, or that, when the time 
came, was not broken. 


The young portrait-painter having 


spoken of it among brother brushes, 
‘was astonished and pleased to receive 
from a well-known and_ successful 
colleague, whom I will call A, a letter 
saying that he too had a commission 
from other friends of the eminent man 
to paint his portrait, and if B cared 
to are his canvas and his materials 
to his, A’s, studio whenever the 
eminent one was there, he, B, might, 
free of any charge, share the sittings. 
What could be nicer than that? 
and B very naturally was enchanted 
and already, probably—for he was an 
artist—beginning to spend the fees. 
But there was, in this ointment—the 
ointment both of B and A—a fly. To 
none of the arranged sittings did the 
eminent man, who was also egregious, 
ever come, E. V. L. 


The Revolt of the Carpenter. 








Tue Walrus and the Carpenter 
Were walking in the Strand, 

But found no cause for weeping, 
It was so gay and grand. 

Yet, ’mid the wreaths and roaring, 
From his old comrade’s lips 

Queries in torrents pouring 
Assailed the ears of Chips. 


Instead of jubilating 
He never doffed his hat 
Or thought of moderating 
His flow of idle chat 
On mice and macaroni, 
And whether frogs have stings, 
Driving his faithful crony 
Mad with his questionings. 


‘D’ ye think the Seven Sleepers 
In the Ephesian hills 

Could close their drowsy peepers 
Against pneumatic drills? 

D’ ye think the earliest jazzer 
Who coined the ragtime strain 

Was the ill-starred BELSHAZzAR, 
Or was it TuBaL Carn? 


D’ ye think that rustic Cato 
Might have controlled the plebs 
By planting the potato 
Or following the Wesrs? 
D’ ye think the Emperor AkBar 
Was conscious in his time 
Of furnishing to snack-bar 
The only perfect rhyme ? 


D’ ye think if Curis had tarried 
And never crossed the Pond 
Or had PLotinvs married 
A platinizing blonde, 
That we should be more jolly 
Than if we all were dead?” 
The Carpenter cried, “Golly!” 
And then he up and said :-— 


“In walks and talks together 
For more than sixty years 

I’ve listened to your blether, 
Though often bored to tears; 


But now, amphibious mammal, 
I yield to Nature’s law, 

For I’m the weary camel 
And you’re the final straw.” 


—— C. L. G, 








Walk in Beauty. 
By Our Beauty Expert. 





Ir any of my readers are thinking of | 


going away for one of those week-end 


walking-tours which are so popular at | 


this time of year, it will be well for 
them to take heed of the few aids-to. 
beauty that every really smart girl 
needs. 

Never face fresh air unarmed. A 
week-end’s walking in the country can 
positively wreck a girl’s .complexion 
and career if a girl is so foolish as not 
to take a few simple but homely 
precautions. 

Let us suppose you are doing a 
thirty-mile tramp (not bad for a town 
girl on a week-end holiday !) and are 
carrying your simple rustic necessities 
in a knapsack. First you will want 
plenty of powder. (This can be pink, 
blue, green, ocbre or tango, to match 
your colouring and your mood.) The 
best powders are made of superfine 
granite and cost anything from two 
guineas per four-ounce box. Besides 
a change of undies, one of your 
naughtiest négligés and a pair of 
featherweight pyjamas and two pounds 
of absorbent cotton-wool, your knap-- 
sack should contain a tin of mascara, 
to be had in the following shades: 
coral, chinese red, flamingo, jade, eau 
de Nil and jasmine—rouge, lipstick, a 
hundredweight of hairpins (for the 
really smart girl guards her “ perm” 
against the wind), a tub of cold cream, 
foundation cream, vanishing cream and 
cream of tartar, a little Eau de Cologne 
and benzine, a packet of tissues 
(tissues are very useful on a walking- 
tour), some face-wax, 
beeswax and of course some rouge and 
lipstick. 


If you put all this on your face and | 
then wipe it all off again you will be} 


surprised at the dirt it will reveal. 


Mr 2 aed 
Pathog inet ove 





candle-wax, | 


i 


The smart woman too will never go. 


walking for the week-end without one _ 
of those ducky little back-brushes—_ 
the kind with the fascinating long 
handle and the fetching little puff om 
the end (the end you dust your back 
with, I mean). 


If you do not want your complexion | 


to suffer from exposure and a week- 


end’s frolicking in the wide open spaces | 


it will be necessary, every three or four 
miles, to remove all evidence of the un- 
kind ravages made by Mother Nature 


and put on an entirely fresh ouprly : en 





protective creams, powder, etc. 
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can be done quite easily behind a tele- 
graph-pole or a boulder. You should 
at the same time give your nails a 
quick run-round with the newest kind 


_ of nail-pencil, followed by a coat of 


blood-ruby varnish—the very latest 
from Paris, called ‘Travail d’ Amour,” 
and obtainable at any village store 
Don’t forget to push back the cuticles. 
Then, after you have washed your 
hands in the nearest stream (a moun- 


tain-stream is the most pure, but if 


there is not a convenient mountain 
any stream will serve the purpose), 
smear the hands well with a clay-and- 
honeydrip preparation ; work this well 
in until they look smooth, soft and 
white and smell most strangely. 

And now for some of those little 
things which “ make all the difference.” 
Tweezers come first on my list. These 
are most necessary, as your eyebrows 
will probably require plucking both 
before and after meals. The steel- 
backed kind with the adjustable prongs 
made of minute circular-saws are best 
and should be within anybody’s reach 
as they are only five-pounds-fifteen a 
pair. Next comes theatrical grease- 
paint, which makes a good foundation 
when mixed with a little starch and 
sawdust, and can be used when all else 
fails. This should be applied on the 
face evenly and before powdering. 

Never powder in a storm without 
first coating the face with olive-oil 
However good a powder is it will go 
patchy in the rain; and a three-hourly 
“pack”’ of gum-tar is a good thing for 
the smart woman to know of if she is 
thinking of going walking in a gale. 

A rosy-blush complexion can be ob- 
tained by pricking your finger on a pin 
(special pins are sold in neat hold-alls, 
price ten-and-six for seventeen) and 


then mixing the required quantity of 
your life’s-blood with a souwpcon of 
However, if 


greasepaint and cement. 
“he” likes you to favour the water- 
lily, the good old-fashioned sack of 
flour is still the best. 

A bright green mud-pack will alter 
your looks as will nothing else. These 


should be kept on at least five hours. 





and plenty of astringent lotions should 
be used afterwards. Finish by brush- 
ing surface of skin lightly with essence 
of garlic. 

A final word of warning to the smart 
woman on a walking-tour. Never forget 
your hot-water-bottle—it may mean 
so much to your circulation when you 
sleep under a haystack. And never 
worry too much about your looks, for 
that is the quickest way to lose them. 

I hope all my readers will return 
feeling braced, refreshed and rested 
after their healthy and carefree 
country week-end. 
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THE SEASON-TICKET HOLDER. 











Signs of Summer. 





Sweet Summer’s balmy days will soon 
be here; 

Then will the Common Picnicker appear 

Amongst the fauna of our rural places, 

Light-heartedly distributing his traces. 


Soon shall we see amongst the wayside 
grass 

The sparkling fragments of smashed 
bottle-glass ; 

Bright scraps of orange-peel their tints 

will mingle 

With that of native blooms in dell and 

dingle. 


The cigarette-box in its various hues, 
Gay packing that the chocolate-makers 


use 

Will deck the rural scene. Assorted 
paper, 

Breeze-borne, across wild Nature’s face 
will caper. 


Delightful thought, that everywhere 
we've been 

Such tokens of our passage should be 
seen! 

Be lavish with your mess, sweet louts. 
if only 

Lest Nature undefiled leave others 
lonely! W.K. H. 
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‘I’m sorry, Mr. ENTWHISTLE, BUT HOW was I TO KNOW THAT MY HUSBAND WOULD BE CALLED OUT TO A FIRE AND 


JUST AT THIS CRITICAL MOMENT? ” 








Our Booking-Office. 
(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 





Worthies in Pinafores. 
“Many boys,” says FuLLer, “are muddy-headed till 
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_ they be clarified with age; and such afterwards prove the 
| best.” He is echoed by Mr. WALTER DE La Mare, whose 
_ enchanting commonplace book of childhood, written in 
a desultory, meditative, Jacobean vein, is a tacit plea for 
| the individual handling of children. Disclaiming any 

pretence of “child-study,” Early One Morning (FABER AND 
FABER, 21/-) is rather a collector’s cabinet of child-pieces. 
| Here are children alone, children in company, children at 

good schools, children at bad ones, children victimized, 
_ children pampered, diarists, letter-writers, story-tellers 

and poets. The author’s attitude is by no means idyllic. 
He chronicles childhood’s leani towards the horrible, 
from spooks to pig-sticking. He indicts society for its satanic 
mills, its sweeping-boys and its motoring carnage. He de- 
nounces compulsory milk, “an affliction by day and a horror 
by night,” and notes that the hearty and happy WiiL1am 
Morris had “the run of a splendid garden” and unlimited 
peaches. He should be by experts, for his dislike of 
regimentation; by parents, that they may take heart of 
grace and reassume their delightful responsibilities; and, in 
many fascinating excerpts, to (or by) the children themselves. 


The Near East. 


Once again I have spent some delightful hours in compan 
with Sir Hanny LukE making More Moves on an Basters 





Chequerboard (Lovat Dickson, 12/6). We have roamed 
together ‘‘somewhere in the Mediterranean,” watched the 
“Palestine Chiaroscuro” from the Governor’s Palace in 
Jerusalem, and spent a happy and most entertaining year 
in the Caucasus amidst innumerable princes claiming 
descent from the royal house of Davin. Those were the 
days in 1919-20, when the Bolshevist menace hung like,a 
thunder-cloud above the mountain-ranges of Georgia and 
the repulsive oilfields of Azerbaijan. Nevertheless Sir 
Harry Luxe found “existence wonderfully varied” 
during the months in which he lived in a millionaire’s 
palace in Tiflis with four princes serving him as butler, 
chauffeur and office messengers. Sir HARRY must indeed 
have been happy in that land of castles, for he avows that 
he has been “ pursuing’? Crusaders’ castles in Palestine 
and Syria ever since ABpUL the Damned ruled the land. 
His account of those he has found is an example of learning 
lightly worn and is illustrated by some splendid photo- 
graphs. I hope that Sir Harry Luxe will continue to move 
the entertaining figures on his Eastern chequerboard. 


“Keep Quite Still, Please.” 

Most of us have seen and enjoyed Mr. CHERRY KEaRTON’S 
films of wild animals, and now, in Adventures with Animals 
and Men (Lonemans, 12/6), we have his descriptions of 
how some were taken. The book is as exciting as his photo- 
graphs; I know that the camera is a more thrilling and 
sporting weapon than the rifle, but few have the nerve and 
zeal to use it as the writer does. There is a good chapter 
on the experiences of a War Correspondent in Belgium m 
1914, and a most interesting account of three years of the | 
East African campaign, where the dangers were rated a8 | 
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| of news known only to himself). A 


| with no need of salt or other condi- 
| ment—except perhaps for a tiger “at 


| there I would probably have guessed 
| at fifteen at the moment. 


| Sir W. Beacn Tomas shows 
| Trees, flowers, fishes, beasts and birds, 


| Desert and tillage, flocks and herds— 


| Moreover there is not a page 


| What pens of every bygone age 


| But most I'd like his book to go 





| curious instances of telepathy are 
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disease first, wild animals second and 
Germans third. The book has a good 
yarn on every page, interspersed by 
absolutely unfaked pictures. Some 


given, a startling one being that in 
which his native porters knew five days 
before his telegram was sent that he 
was coming out from England (a piece 


traveller's book which can be taken 


least eleven feet long” that walked 
past the camera. But if I had been 


This England. 
In Village England (MACLEHOSE, 
At 8/6, a modest charge) 





The English scene displayed at large ; 
People and field and farm and fen, 
All’s one to his engaging pen 


But shows he’s learned and marked 
and read 


Of prose or poetry have said ; 
It doesn’t matter where you look, 
An apt quotation you will see: 
The land to him ’s an open book— 
Nay, more, an open library. 
I recommend his guiding mind 
To all who'd read the land aright, 
For few therein will fail to find 
Something of profit or delight: 


To those who live in or have planned 
Some jerry-builder’s Jericho 
In England’s green and pleasant land 








“Ler'’s GET out, JOHN; WE DON’T WANT TO BE MIXED UP IN A FIGHT.” 
“Ir ISN'T A FIGHT, MY DEAR; OUR DRIVER IS ONLY ASKING THE WAY.” 











“The Human Boy” (American Sample). 
I defy anyone to wish to keep Mr. Boorn TarkrneTon’s 


| latest book to himself. Humour shared is humour doubled, 
| and the exploits of Little Orvie (HEtNEMANN, 7/6) should 


be read aloud and laughed aloud over. Orvie was eight years 


old and very bad, though in the most charming way 





| possible. At times “his conscience troubled him somewhat 


—that is to say he had a slight fear of detection,” but all 
the same his misdirected virtues were usually rewarded 
(though not deliberately). If ever heaven lay about a child 
it lay about Orvie when, as punishment for fighting, he was 
too hastily imprisoned with half an angel-cake and three 
gallons of ice-cream. I more than recommend you to read 
about Orvie’s “‘fixation”’ and “‘Grandpa’s error’’ and “dear 
little Boydie-boy,” who looked like “ something just freshly 
out of a heaven painted by Fra ANGELICO”’ but behaved like 
an embryo criminal. In my opinion Mr. TarkKIncToN has 
said almost everything there is to be said about any small 
boy and has said it perfectly. He is consistently funny, 
but in a subtle way that cannot bore. Incidentally he gives 
a very good picture of the adult American attitude towards 
children. I shall hope to follow Orvie’s promising career 
in another volume. 





Forty Years On. 

It is difficult for us to imagine nowadays the misery, 
the zeal and the uphill struggle that marked the early days 
of motoring, especially in England. We get some idea of 
these in At the Wheel Ashore and Afloat (Fou.ts, 12/6), by 
Lieut.-Commander Montagur GraHAM-Wuirte, R.N.V.R., 
who owned a motor-bike and drove in cars just forty years 
ago. It seems strange to think that these machines may 
have been watched on the road by people who were at 
Waterloo. The author gives much detail of the slow fight 
against prejudice and the growth of the industry; but I 
found the chapters on power-yachts and the intricacies and 


worries of ship-brokerage caused by Lioyps and laws and | 
libels (I mean the ones pinned to the mast, not the other | 


sort) more interesting. Perhaps of all the good things in 


the book the best is the “Rules for Safety and Courtesy | 
on the Road”’ sent to the R.A.C. by Mr. Granam-WHire | 


in 1911. It is better, in my opinion, than the new hand- 
book about to be issued by the Ministry of Transport. 
Surely some Government Office could have unearthed it 
and put it to good use before this date? The book is full 
of anecdotes told with that touch of spice that adds so 
much to humour. 
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ii | Young London’s Joy. In the Arena. 4 
: | . Watrer Reynowps’ delicious entertainment I suggest that those of us who do not admit the attraction | _ 
ite 7 | ee cae off it will comfort me at least a little to of circuses should read Wagon Wheels (Heat Crayton, | 
ie "give its book a permanent place on my bedside-table ; for 7/6), for in its pages they will find much information and 


i ightly gladdens the hearts also the reason why this form of entertainment is g9 
aoa we or all time between culiarly popular with young and old. Mr. Wittay G, 
sean ll writes with knowledge and authority, and hag | 
traced the history of the circus from its origin to the present | 
day. It is a fascinating because it is such an inten eae 
human story. Over a hundred-and-sixty years ago attempts | 
were made to establish a circus in England, and to-day we | 
all know to what a pitch of skill and splendour these} 
performances have been brought. And it is good to be 
assured that “there is defi- 


much of the art 
of so many habitués is here, € 
the covers of Young England (Goutancz, 5/-). This play 
_ is the theatrical curiosity of our time. It has been running 
_ now since the beginning of last September, its cast numbers 
thirty-five without the T'wo companies of soldiers, the 
cohort of Women with babies, and other groups, and the 
_ naive simplicity of its sentiments would have guaranteed it 
immediate oblivion had it not been adopted by an ever- 


growing body of enthusiasts 
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who, word-perfect, treat it in 

the old music-hall manner as 
| a satirical melodrama and con- 
tribute every sort of interpola- 


nitely no room in the complex 
training now presented to 
cireus audiences for anything 
that even remotely savours 


of brutality.” The numerous 


photographs are excellently 
chosen and produced. 


tion. In accepting the state- 
ment of its aged author that 
he intended it as a piece of 
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| acquit the cast of what I had 
imagined to be their astute 
insertion of the more telling 
lines. These are nearly all to 
| be found in the original script, 
| which I recommend warmly, 
| especially for reading aloud. 


| The Complexity Complex. 
| In his contribution to the 
Whitehall Series—The War 
Office (Putnam, 7/6) — Mr. 
HamppEN GORDON waves 
gracefully into an historic past 
all the committees of reform, 
the mountains of marvellous 
| red tape and the many hard 
| criticisms that the English 
| people have from time imme- 
morial associated with the ad- 
| ministration of His Majesty's 
Land Forces. Dealing rather 
lightly with the monstrous in- 


AND-TIE*” 








Foreman (concluding argument). “ Aut I asks 1s—-wHo’s 
THE BOSS "ERE—WHO IS IT WEARS THE BLINKIN’ 


lee LUN A 

ke _ clean propaganda for the Boy 

Hl | Scouts and other salutary Republicans and Sinners. 

ie _ bodies, I. must congratulate _ Mr. Rogzr East, in present. | 
‘ | him on the preservation of an ing his Twenty-Five Sanitary | 
i _ innocence rarely found nowa- Inspectors (COLLINS, 7/6), has 
1 | days, alas! in a child of ten; treated a theme which is es- 

if but at the same time I must sentially farcical with com- 


mendable_ restraint. The 
setting of the story is ina 
West Indian island, where 
Pero Zaragoza, a ‘ cosmopol- 
itan financier,” was trying to 
create a playground for mil- 
lionaires. In this endeavour 
he was assisted by Ex-Super- 
intendent Simmonds, who, after 
a long experience of Scotland 
Yard, found the atmosphere 
of this tiny republic more 
than a little bewildering. Pero 
indeed was far from being 
|popular with the islanders, 
who put spokes in his elab- 
orate schemes and, if | may 
express it so, in him. Of its 
genre a clever novel. 








COLLAR- 


Love’s Labour Found. 











flation of the War period, he joyously dissects and sub- 
dissects the multitudinous departments, with their staffs, 
their functions, their genealogical descent from other de- 
—— and their appropriated funds, until at last there 
ie before him and his 


. 


As I beheld. my loved one 
thickening 

I took it very hardly and I felt it more than sickening; 

I felt I could not tend and love and always keep on 


and perceived that she was 


, ers the bare bones not so much treasuring 
of an office of State as of an army in being. His pages A wife that thus recorded such a constant growth to meas- 
convey an extraordinary effect of intricacy and scope of uring. 


interests, from courts-martial to service manuals and from 
fire-engines to stewed . Mr. Gorpon revels in strange 
meaningful initials, like D.S.T., R.A.O.C., P.U.S. and 
J.A.G., and refers without wincing to fifteen miles of 
shelving now devoted to “records,” or a volume of Regula. 
tions for Civilian E which runs to two hundred 
pages. I would like to add that he gives no small im- 
pression of modern business efficiency applied with the 
most conscientious attention to the minutest details of a 
confoundedly involved concern. 


I asked her to reduce, but she replied, “I’m not the 
slimmin’ kind.” ; 
(Unlike the vast majority of self-respecting womenkind). 


What here I find instructive and, I must confess, find 
funny is, 

Inflated love is just as worthless as inflated money is. 

If women would preserve the men’s respect and love and 
bonhomie 





They need to learn the rules of strict interior economy. 
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first Boat-Race in 1829. . Pathetic A newspaper recently ran a com- 
ion Charivaria. interest would be added by the last — to discover the Prize Bore. 
ON, boat in which Oxford won. embers of the staff were of course not 
ind | WatTER thrown from a bucket freezes so eligible to compete. 
80 18 before it reaches the ground in * ae 
@. [= Oi-Mekon, a town in East Siberia. This The best view of Mr. EpstEmn’s * 
has | strengthens, if possible, our earlier Strand statues is said to be obtained Manchester peo were puzzled 
ent resolve not to live in Oi-Mekon. from the middle of the road. Unfortu- recently at seeing a large luminous ball 
ely * % Re Pay Me se 33 suspended over 
pts * a . their city for six 
we “Only on rare We Le i \! Meat ath i {| minutes. Could it 
ese occasions did the ) HE a RN ah AMP, SO have been the sun ? 
be sun venture out i if) il WM) iy | \ ae 
efi- this month,” says it \ y * . 
lex an essayist. This iN “Something | 
to is not surprising Wi should be done to | 
ing considering the! SU WAS do away with bot- | 
urs weather we have | | | tle-necks at the en- 
ous been having. | trance to main-line 
tly ee | stations,” says a 
* | railwayman. Pass- | 
| The villagers of | /engers are already | 
rs. Fairplay, Color- | requested not to 
nt- ado, are to erect throw the things | 
ary a monument to a| | out of the window. 
has hen. Motoristssug- | — 
es. gest that it would | | * 
m- be A | if | | Complaint is 
[The it were placed in | jmade that the | 
a the middle ofa} |Seottish crest is 
ere road. 4 » |not shown on our 
0l- * | smaller silver coins. 
to In connection | Yet few Scotsmen 
ik. with the opening | reject them for 
our of. the Moscow | this reason. 
ati Tube, honorary | | ae 
fter badges were con-)} * 
und ferred by the| Somebody has | 
ai Soviet on chiefs of | | discovered that a 
ore the London Under- | nightingale can be 
oro ground. A sugges- | istarted singing 
ing tion is that these | again by throw- 
ers, decorations should | jing stones into 
ak. be worn hanging | }the thicket. Kkats | 
lay by straps. ‘didn’t think of | 
its * that. + * 
Attemptsare be- | | “What does the 
ing made in Ger- | | average man have 
d. many to photo-| \in the way of a | 
graph the soul. If} 'good view at Ep- 
a they succeed, no} som ?”’ asksarace- | 
Nazi home will be | goer. A size eight 
complete without | bowler-hatusually. 
: a framed enlarge- a 
ment of the soul | * 
as- of Germany. AND WHAT SORT OF THING HAVE YOU BEEN WRITING HITHERTO? | A scientist as- 
% # AN UNBROKEN SEQUENCE OF WORST-SELLERS.” serts that if anum- 
the tee a — . EET IPO LI is AS | ber of savages were 
“HITLER is still encouraging large nately in designing the building they to be isolated on a large island they | 
t) families,” we read. Still pursuing a adorn, no allowance was made for would in time achieve a civilisation 
: Herr-raising policy. traffic developments. similar to our own. In that case it’s 
1 % % os not much use trying it. 
sie x % 
The boat used by the record- {n interpretation of the new L.b.w. 
“a breaking Cambridge crew of 1934 is to rule in first-class cricket is that a bats- Leander Takes the Count. 
be preserved in the Science Museum, man is out if he stops with his legs a “Romance or Gra, Swiamen. 
| i South Kensington, which already in- ball which, in the opinion of the um- From Canapas to Exotaxp to Wep.” 
“a + cludes the craft used by Oxford in the pire, would otherwise have hit the bat. Daily Paper. 
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The Jubilee Cake. 


LatE on the evening of the sixth of 
May the new and as yet unsophisticated 
cook-general employed by old Miss 
Fitzgerald of Bawnoge a sud- 
denly in the doorway of Mrs. Dooley’s 
shop and there made her dramatic 
announcement. ‘‘She says she'll have 
me life if I don’t make her a Jubilee 
Cake,” she said despairingly, “an’ 
me not knowin’ no more nor an infant 
child what class of a batther that 
would be; but I never let on to her. 
She says Bawnoge can go its own way, 
but = ll stand aside from the rejice- 
ments no longer. ‘I may be a bit late 
in the day,’ says she, ‘but there’s one 
thing I can do annyway, an’ that’s to 
have a Jubilee Cake;’ an’ she pounded 
the floor wid her hand-stick an’ put 
the heart across in me.” 

Then, as suddenly as she had come, 
the distracted Stasia fled back to 
the ivy-covered house of the old lady 
who through all the changes in her 
bewildered country, still clings with 
tenacity to her memories of the 
Diamond Jubilee of the late QuEEN 
VicroriA, when, she insists, the village 
of Bawnoge was one of the most 
brightly scintillating jewels in the 
Imperial Crown. 

Mrs. Dooley spoke soo’ y to her 
flabbergasted customers. “I gev me 
solemn oath to that girl’s mother,” she 
said apologetically, “‘that I’d assist 
poor Stasia the best way I could; for 
this is only her first place, God hel 
her, an’ she’s a kind of backward. 
said the very same to the girl herself. 
‘No matther what onnatural cookery 
she axes for,’ I , ‘let you bate in 
here to me, an’ it’ll be the foreign dish 
that we can’t concoct eosin two 
of us. What doesn’t kill will fatten,’ 
I says. An’ sure enough she makes 
twenty darts in here in the day wid 
some new request, for the misthress was 
always terribly choicey, so she was, an’ 
when she does be vexed she has a 
powerful spate of talk. I’d like to do 
what I could for Stasia on account of 
the mother, for we were reared side be 
side at Ardbeg ; but I wouldn’t know at 
all what you’d put in a mixture to 
make it into a Jubilee Cake.” 

One of her customers cleared his 
throat promisingly, “I dunno would it 
be the same as that Domineerin’ Cake 
they had at Lisduff,” he suggested, 
“the time Delia Byrne gev in her notice 
on the head of it? I only thought of it 
this minute, alth I heard enough 
about it at the time, for I was white- 
washin’ out there, an’ Delia wasn’t 





_ anny too terse in her talk, if you could 


mind what she was sayin’. She was to 


get the sugar from one British Do- 
minion, seemin'ly, an’ the currants 
from another, an’ so on like that. But 
she got them all in Ballykealy the same 
as ever, an’ she put Chinese eggs in it— 
or that’s what the shopman said they 
were, an’ herself an’ the misthress had 
a wordy battle about it, you may be 
sure. 

Mrs. Dooley groaned aloud.. “ Bedad, 
poor Stasia may as well pack her few 
aprons an’ go on back to the mother,” 
she said hopelessly, “if there’s anny 
talk of her havin’ to gallop around the 
British Empire for ingredients, for she 
wouldn’t have the wits of Delia Byrne 
at all.” 

Michael Foley tried to reassure her. 
“Wasn't I talkin’ to the cook at 
Knockbawn?”’ he said; “an’ she had 
one of them magazines, an’ there was 
a Jubilee Cake wrote out in it, she was 
tellin’ me. But when she had it well 
perused she said it was the very same 
as anny other plum-cake, only for the 
sugary Crown an’ Anchor upon the top 
of it for greater grandjer.” 

The faces of his hearers turned to- 
wards him hopefully. To people who 
never missed the local race-meeting 
with its numerous side-shows this un- 
expected scheme of decoration had a 
pleasantly familiar sound. But the 
speaker had realised a slip of the tongue. 
“The cook said it was on account of 
the King of England bein’ so long upon 
the sea,” he added hastily, “that t ey 
had the Anchor along wid the Crown ;” 
and there was a long-drawn sigh of 
disappointment. 

en the landlady spoke again it 
was as one without hope. ‘ Musha, 
Michael honey,” she said faintly, “if 
the misthress waits for Stasia to put a 
sugary anchor upon a cake it’s waitin’ 
she'll be; an’ I could make no hand of 
it aither, God knows.” 

co * # * * 

The most leisurely of Bawnoge’s 
shoppers had gone home when Mrs. 
Dooley went slowly towards the ivy- 
covered house, from the kitchen- 
window of which the light still 
streamed. Cautiously she opened the 
back-door and was met by a blast of 
heat and by the unmistakable smell of 
a newly-baked cake. 

“She med it herself afther,” Stasia 
explained, waving a grimy hand to- 
wards the two sections of steaming 
plum-cake on a wire tray; “‘an’ she 
put too much of something lightsome 
in it an’ it ruz to frightful elevations, 
an’ the half of it hot agen the top of 
the oven an’ it bruk away from the 
rest. ‘There’s the crown of it,’ she 
says, ‘an’ tis just as well th’ other half 
was anchored to the tin or it may have 
follied it. Clap the two together when 















































it cools off,’ says she, ‘for we can don 
more now.’ ” 

Gradually it was dawning upon Mr 
Dooley that the mixture had it 
solved the problem of the Crown 
Anchor, and the inevitable opening 
word of Bawnoge’s many battle-cries 
sounded through the lamp-lit kitchen. 
“Ur!” she said, then paused—‘“Up, 
THE JUBILEE Cake!” she finished; 
Stasia blinked, for it was very late. 

“Bedad, it upped all right,” 
said reminiscently. D. M. L. 





The King’s Postillions. 


WHEN true love flamed like Etna, 
Are these not of the breed 

That whirled the brides to Gretna 
On spinning wheels of speed ? 

In dust chek dicitued the daisies 
Are these not of the line 

That rode before the chaises 
When dukes went forth to dine? 





Yet never sat they prouder 
With boot and spur on high, 
Nor won a welcome louder 
Than when our Kine went by— 
When, through the cheering millions 
Along the Senate ways, 
Sun-crowned the Kiva’s Postillions 
Led history on the Greys. 
W. H. 0. 


Bedside Reading. 
IV.—The Gentleman’s House. 


The Gentleman’s House ; or, How to 
plan English Residences from the Parson- 
age to the Palace, by fessor KERR, 
had attained its third edition in 1871, 
and I know of few books which carry 
a fuller flavour of the life of the upper- 
class Victorian. 

The note is struck early in the book: 
“Let the family have free passage-way 
without encountering the servants 
unexpectedly.” The house is to be 
riddled with staircases to attain this 
desirable result—front staircases and | 
back staircases, gentlemen’s staircases | 
and young ladies’ staircases; evasion 
and escape are writ large over the plan, 
As to the servants, they are to be 
considered, of course, but not pam- 
pered; their quarters are to be “equal 
to those of a similar class of persons im 
their own homes—perhaps a_ little 
better, but not too much so,” but it is 
conceded that the Servants’ Hall 
should have a prospect which shall be 
“at least not di ble.” pe 

But with the family quarters it 18 &) 
very different matter. Here all is tO} — 
be laid out on the best principles. Itis} 
admitted that in suburban villas, where 
the accommodation is radically mM 
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“WOULD YOU CARE TO SIGN A PETITION ABOUT THE DREADFUL FOOD we'RE GreTrrina?” 








sufficient to the numbers occasionally 
received, it may be required that the 
Dining Room shall be connected with 
the Drawing Room—‘‘a grievous in- 
formality, but one which nevertheless 
will yield to contrivance. An ante- 


_ room ought always to be interposed.” 


The connection with the Nursery 
suite should also be closely studied. 
The suite must of course be well 
secluded, yet connection there must 
be; for, as the author justly observes, 
“no English mother, not even a 
duchess, will confide her children 


_ wholly to other hands than her own.” 
_ Sanitation too is not disregarded, for, 


| so much used, 


preteeniats will 





“although the morning sponge is now 
t no house of any 
devoid of a general 
vathroom,” 

But perhaps Professor Kerr is at 
his best when dealing with the Gentle- 
men’s Quarters, The Library, we are 
told, is primarily a morning room for 
the gentlemen, “though ladies are not 
exactly excluded,” while the Smoking 
Room is introduced with a heavy mid. 
Victorian jocularity suitable to the 
subject. In order that the gentlemen 





may enjoy ‘the pestiferous luxury of a 
cigar’ an apartment may be specially 
dedicated to the use of Bie And 
here the Professor, with a planning 
problem to tackle, becomes serious 
again. The ideal situation for a 
Smoking Room is a prospect chamber 
in a tower, approached, of course, by 
a special stair. Complete ventilation is 
essential on the score of both health 
and cleanliness, and a large ventilator 
in the ceiling will always be required. 

The Gentleman's Odd Room, again, 
is carefully thought out. It may have 
a work-bench and tool-chest; over the 
mantelpiece there may be foils and 
dumb-bells; the fireside may be dedi- 
cated to the cigar, very properly 
forbidden elsewhere ; in a closet, out of 
harm's way, there may be an electrical 
machine and half-a-dozen other things 
of the sort; while in a plain cabinet 
at the end of the room botanical and 
entomological specimens may be de- 
posited. 

But we must not linger in the 
Gentleman's Odd Room. Let us take 
the Dinner Route from Dining Room 
to Servants’ Quarters, past the still- 


rooms and the sideboard rooms, the 
salting rooms and the smoking houses, 
the wet larders and the dry larders, 
the upper and the lower servants’ 
halls—past all these and out into the 
stable-yard, to watch “the heavy and 
valuable carriages guided safely into 
the carriage-house upon the wheel- 
tracks.” Then on again, past forcing: 
houses and conservatories, through 
shrubberies and glades, and away to 
the far-flung farm with its pig-sties and 
its calf-houses, And here in the calf: 
house we may call a halt, for a calf- 
house, we find, “is matter of a little 
controversy.” The calf must be out of ° 
sight of the mother, but should it be 
out of hearing also? For once even the 
Professor is flummoxed. He hums and 
he haws, and finally hedges by giving 
alternative plans with the calf within 
hearing ual the calf without. Till 
now the Professor has been so definite, 
so didactic, so cocksure, that one 
may be pardoned a certain malicious 
pleasure in taking leave of him with 
the problem still unsolved as to the 
proper relationship of the calf with its 
mother. 
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The Whole Boiling. 


“Mr.k,” said old Dr. Hawkins, eye- 
ing me reflectively—‘milk, barley- 


| water, and I think we might safely 
| say a lightly boiled egg.” 


“Why not a heavily boiled egg!” I 


| inquired. 


Pamela said “Hush, dear!" I had 
been suffering from a mild attack of 
influenza and from hearing her say 
“Hush, dear!” for three days. 

My lunch, chastely arranged on a 


| small tray, consisted of an egg. As 





| out it came, 


soon as I had removed the top | 
realised that Pamela had stressed the 
“lightly” more than the “boiled.” 

* There is nothing I dislike more than 
a raw egg,” I said firmly. 

“Now, now!” said Pamela 
must get your strength up 

“T can’t if it means getting a raw 
egg down.” 

“Not raw. Lightly boiled. You 
heard what the doctor said,” 

“And you heard what I said.” 

She patted my hand. ‘There, there!’ 
she said. “You mustn't get excited 
It'll send your temperature up.” 

“My temper is already up,” I said 
coldly, 

Pamela offered me a lightly boiled 
egg for supper and another for break- 
fast. I saw I should have to put my 
foot down and said so. 

“You'll do nothing of the kind,’ 
she said. ‘You'll stay in bed for the 
rest of the week at least.” 

“Unless I have something to eat | 
shall stay in bed for the rest of my life, 
and that won’t be long.” 

“Hush, dear! You shall have a nice 
drink of barley-water,” she said, and 
added as an afterthought, “There 
there!” 

‘Hear, hear,” I said, * You brought 
me a lightly boiled egg for lunch yes- 
terday, a lightly boiled egg for supper 
It is now breakfast-time, and you bring 
me——” 

“A lightly boiled egg,” she said 
brightly. 

“T warn you not to overdo it,” 

“T haven’t overdone it, A bare two 
minutes by the kitchen-clock, and 
Eat it up like a good 


‘You 


| boy.” 


I ate it up like a lightly boiled egg 
Old Dr. Hawkins arrived at twelve 
o'clock. When he had taken my 


temperature, made an unsuccessful 


e . + 


attempt to choke me with a silver tea 
spoon, and announced that we were 
getting on nicely, I thought the mo 
ment right for my appeal 

“Tell, me, Doctor,” | asked gently 
“need I eat raw eggs?” 
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He seemed a little surprised, “ Raw 
eggs!’ he repeated. ‘There's no 
reason why you shouldn't eat raw eggs 
if you fancy them.” 

I realised that I had — too 





gently. “ You suggested lightly boiled 
eggs,’ IL began, raising my voice, 
but 


But they might just as weli be 
raw,” he continued. “Every bit as 
well. No harm in a raw egg. I re- 
member an old lady who wouldn’t eat 
them any other way.” 

Your grandmother ?’’ I suggested, 
giving up the struggle. 

“My grandmother? No, She liked 
them hard boiled. Went to the other 
extreme, if one can use that expression 


of an egg. And very well they must 


have agreed with her — ninety-six 
when she died, and all her faculties 
perfect.” 








As Pamela, who is sometimes | 





strangely intelligent, shook her head | 


and frowned, I refrained from saying 
it ran in the family. 

“You were telling us about the old 
lady who liked raw eggs, Doctor,” she 
said. 

“Dear me, yes. Just like your dear 
husband, She would have raw eggs. 
Took them in a tea-cup with vinegar 
and a pinch of salt. ‘As good as an 
oyster!’ she used to say. Yes, yes, my 
dear lady, if your husband craves for 
raw oggs, let him have raw eggs.” He 
turned to me. “My dear fellow, if you 
want them raw you shall have them 
raw.” He turned to Pamela. 
him one for lunch. He might even have 
two. Yes, let him have two.” 

I had two. Mercifully Pamela has 
a soft heart. The eggs were hard 
boiled 
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_ Specimen Englisch Epistles for Nordic Students. 


(Made in Germany.) 





_ VIl.—Lireie! An Epist.e To THE AvurHor oF SKANDLE- 


MANGER Notes, AN ACQUAINTED OF EQUIVALENT 
Sration, «x A Press SHEET. 


Dear Mirorp Tuompson,—Bless me! I am oh dear so 


| grievous! It is what I do not care very much for doing, 


to rejoinder to the remarques of your very own which have 
been made public y in the news, for which you put 
pen to paper, but am compelled to registre a murmur 
against certain of these which put me out and make me 
look oh what a silly fellow! 

You and I must come to gripes and affect some sort of 
an understandment; for you see, although the things 
which you infer against me may be nothing-but-the-truth, 
yet it is not the act of he who is a gentleman to put them 
at the disposal of all who read. It is the jolly limit, really! 
I say! 

Now I am well aware that once-on-a-time I was a bit 
of a someone, who went in for making whoopi and generally 
burning the candles at their ends, and I was not for hiding 
the light below a buschle, for I was all a-boast at my 
ragging and raising the devil very. 

But what you must sit up and take notice about is 
that all that is now bygones-be-bygones and I have now 
become a man about and someone to be looked up towards, 
so that if I should go so far as to merrymake and carry on 
it is not to be schrieked from the houseroofs but to be kept 
— lock and key and nobody the wiser, please under- 
stand, 

What you penned concerning me being arrested in a 
dance klub oan belie unkind to a astabeter, only to be 
deprived the next morn of a guinea or more by the magisters’ 
bunch, is of course quite so and just my style, but it does 
not do for a person of my station and seniliti to blemisch 
my character in such a way and it is about time that you 
comprehended that discretion gives better value. 

I shall be glad to have your apologi by postal comeback. 

Your humble servingman, 
Dvuxke Epwarps. 








The Great Illusion. 


THERE were only two of us in the bar-parlour at the time. 
He was a dull-looking little man, but he had the most 
extraordi moustache. It shot about. Like a police- 
man, I th t, holding up first one arm and then the other, 
and sometimes s ing them both out sideways to hold 
up the traffic coming from behind. That was the way it 
went, 

“You're interested in my moustache, I see,” he said 
suddenly. 

“Certainly not!” I said, burying my face in my tankard. 
“I never take any interest in moustaches.” 

He did not seem to be offended. 

““Mine’s been very useful to me for all that,” he said. 

I was going to him how exactly it had helped him, 


but he spoke again before I was ready with my question. 
“You sh t i 


in your kets,” he said 

reproachfully. They igh easel” i 

“What on earth makes you think I do?”’ 

He leant forward and took three hens’-eggs out of each 
of my coat- ets. 

“Very risky,” he said. 

I felt a bit of a fool. Nobody likes to have hens ’-eggs 
taken out of his pockets in a bar-parlour. 































































“Did you put them there?” I asked sternly. 

The ends of his moustaches shot suddenly up 
“Keep perfectly still!” he hissed. 

I sat like a graven statue while he lifted a small gree 
lizard off my collar. It had a yellow underneath and @ 
long black tongue which went in and out . . . flickering. 
But it was no lizard of mine. 3 

After that he took a mouse out of my hair and an 
and a large silk Union Jack. He found ping-ping aan 
inside my waistcoat and a packet of birdseed under my | 
tie. There was no holding him. He pulled yards and veal 
of coloured streamers out of my ears. There was a parasol 
too, I remember, somewhere about me, and a flowering | 
shrub and a number of musical instruments. And all the |” 
time his moustache went this way and that, up and down) 
—it fascinated me. . 

“*More comfortable now ¢”’ he asked when he had finished. | 

I looked at the great heap of live and dead-stock | 
assembled on the table. , a 

“Sir,” I said, “you are a great magician. You could make} 
a fortune on the London stage.” a 

He held up his hand. 

“Please!” he said. “You pain me. There was a time 
once, long, long ago. . . . But now ' Ah, well, it’s 
a sad story.” 

“T should like to hear it, if I may.” 

He accepted a whisky-and-soda and began the following 
remarkable narrative :— 

“T started work as a grocer’s assistant, and by the time} ~ 
I came to man’s estate I was running a nice little business} 
of my own. Quite a tidy profit I was making before I 
reached the five-and-twenty mark. But I wasn’t satisfied, 
Not by a long way. My moustache had grown, you see, and 
I pretty soon realised it was something out of the way. 
Not one man in a million had a moustache as mobile as 
mine, even in those days, and I wasn’t going to waste itif 
I could help. It’s always been my belief that Providence 
fits each one of us for some special task in life, and I said 
to myself, ‘Providence never meant you for the grocery 
line, my boy, not with a moustache like that. It's wasted 
here. It was given you for a purpose, and you've got to 
find out what that purpose is.’ Well, I thought and thought, 
and then at last it came to me—all in a flash, as you might 
say. 

“T was serving a customer at the time. I'd given her 
her change and was turning to the next one in the line 
when she suddenly says, ‘But the things,’ she says—‘the 
things I ordered—where are they?’ 

“*T put them in your bag, Madam,’ I says. ‘It’s in your 
hand.’ 

“*Why, so you did!’ says she. ‘What a funny thing! I 
never noticed.’ 

“*Perhaps you were looking at something else!’ I 
suggested, meaning nothing. But what must she do but 
blush all over her face and Tany out of the shop. 

“I knew what it was all right. She’d been looking at my 
moustache all the time—it fascinates people, you know, the 
way it jumps about—and never noticed what I was doing 
with my hands. ‘Ho, ho!’ I says to myself, ‘this is interest- 
ing, this is;’ and I tested the theory I’d got on the ver 
next customer. She ordered a pound of sausages, and 
wrapped her up a tin of beans and a quarter of butter 
right under her nose and she never spotted it. Well, it 
didn’t take long after that to see what I was intended for. 
There’s only one profession, barring Crime, where you don't 
want people to see what your hands are doing, and that’s 
Conjuring. So I became a conjuror. : 

“I learnt a lot of tricks out of a book, and 1 practised 
and practised till I was pretty good. Then I went up to 
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London and bought a seat at a big conjuring show. The 
great MASKELYNE was on, and after a bit he asked someone 
from the audience to come up and help him with a trick. 
I was out of my seat and on the stage before you could say 


knife. He started to make fun of me, as they always do, 
and he pretended to find a hedgehog in my hip-pocket. 
It ’s a simple trick. 

“Hullo, hullo,’ he says, ‘this is a queer thing to carry 
about with you, this is!’ 

“*Oh. I don’t know.’ I said the audience had 
finished laughing ; ‘we all have our little peculiarities,’ and 
I pulled a carrot out of his coat-tails 

“Well, of course that made them laugh louder than ever, 
but MASKELYNE didn’t seem over-pleased. He tried to look 
as if he’d known the carrot was there all along, and then he 
fished a couple of balloons out of my hair just to show 
who was master. I replied by finding some white mice in 
the turn-ups of his trousers, and very soon we were at it 
hammer-and-tongs. There wasn’t a square inch of standing- 
room on the stage by the time we'd finished hauling things 
out of each other's clothes, and the place was alive with 
animals—mice and rabbits and parakeets and I don’t know 
what-all. The audience roared themselves sick, and, to cut 
a long story short, the management offered me a three- 
figure contract at the end of the show 

‘Il did wonders. In three months I was starring, and in 
another three I’d have been highest-paid 
artists in the profession—if it hadn't been for one silly 
little slip.” 

The little man took a pull at his whisky 

“There was one illusion of mine—it 


Mw hen 


one ot the 


Was in those 


new 


days, though it’s old enough now—where I put one of the 
audience in a box and cut the box right through the 
middle with a hand-saw. A very popular trick it was too, 
and easy enough when you knew the way of it. Well, one 
night something went wrong with the box. I must have 
been careless or something, but anyway when I opened the 
lid at the end of the trick to let my assistant out I found——” 

“You don’t mean——?”’ I gasped. 

“Yes,” said the little man gloomily. “I'd sawn him 
clean in half. He was nobody very important, luckily, but 
of course it ruined me professionally.” 

‘And the police ?”’ I asked. 

“There wasn’t any trouble,” he said. “They reckoned 
the man had got into the box of his own free will, knowing 
it was going to be cut through. They brought it in ‘Suicide’ 
in the end, I believe.” 

He began to gather up his impedimenta from the table 
and stuff them into a bag. My heart ached for him. 

“You managed to find another profession in which that 
wonderful moustache was of use to you, I hope!”’ I asked. 

He picked up his bag and stepped to the door 

“There was only one other,” he said sadly, and with a 
courteous little bow was gone. 

It was only when I looked for my pocket-book and watch 
that I remembered what the other one was. H. F.E 








Wireless Item That Might Be Otherwise Described. 
“Love Srory tn Music, 
Hersert Samvet on Bepeerr at 9.50 px.” 
Daily Paper. 
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True Stories. 
TRUE stories are of course the best— 


even th the tellers continually 
interrupt themselves to insist on veri- 


similitude. Invention, for one thing, is 
easy; truth, for another thing, is rare, 
or rarely passed on. But so often has 
truth been tampered with that nowa- 
days nine out of every ten narrators 
insist that they are not exaggerating. 
During the relation of the two stories 
that follow, both told to me by artists, 
each of the tellers now and then stopped 
to say, “I assure you this is gospel.” 


But I am that recom- 
mendation. I am old enough not to 
let truth surprise me 


“We went”’—this is the first artist 
talking, an artist known for his tran- 
scriptions of marine humour—‘‘we 
went for a long week-end to a cottage 
near Cuckmere Haven where a painting 
friend was then living. You probably 
know it—very lonely and desolate at 
night, with nothing to think about in 
the small hours but the old smugglers 
and their war with the revenue officers, 
and by day nothing to do but stretch 
and laze and listen to the gulls. But 
a perfect retreat, and probably the 
nearest of its kind to London. Well, 
before we went to bed on the Satur- 
day we were talking about words, 
this unusual word and that, and some- 
one asked what ‘halcyon’ meant. One 
man said it was what the Greeks called 
a nightingale; another said nonsense, 
it was what they called a swallow; our 
host said it was what they called a 
kingfisher but it was now used chiefly 
as an adjective for calm. According to 
our host, who seemed to know things, 
the Greeks thought that the kingfisher, 
the alkuon, bred in the winter in a nest 
floating on the waves, charming them 
into quietness for that purpose. 

“ Anyhow, we went to bed with the 
argument about the word in our heads, 
and the next morning’’—(interval 
here for reference to truth, the whole 
truth and nothing but the truth)—“the 
next morning my host and I went down 
to the shore of the Haven and there 
found that in the night, among other 
flotsam and jetsam, a lifebuoy had 
been washed up. And what do you 
think was the word on it? ‘Halcyon.’”’ 

Pause for sensation. 

It was then that the other artist told 
es pe A artist being known for 

is sensitive landscapes—usuall " 
lish, although he has been for oe. 
tion as far away as Venice—and for his 
portraits. 

“Many years ago,” he said, “ when I 
was a newcomer to London and in need 
of lodgings, I went from house to 
house trying to find suitable rooms. 


The landladies were all alike—hopeful, 
ri, i each with something marvellous 
to let-—and I looked at everything that 
sounded ible, and refused, and tried 
again. At first I gave the reasons for 
declining, but when I found that 
all that I lacked could be at once 
supplied I gave it up and merely said, 
"Ne thank you,’ and passed on. 

“But at last I came to the perfect 
abode. A top storey, self-contained, 
with the kind of view I wanted, east 
and west, good furniture, comfortable 
bed, not too dear. 

“I was just going to accept when I 
noticed hanging over this bed a memorial 
eard with a big black border’’—(in- 
terval for reference to the truth, the 
whole truth and nothing but the truth) 
—‘‘and for some reason or other I 
read it. And what do you think the 
name was? It wasmyown. The same 
Christian name and the same surname. 
And it recorded that he had died at 
what was then my age.” 

“So what did you do?” we asked. 

“As this story is true,” he said, “I 
shuddered and left.” E. V. L. 





Sure Thing. 


“THERE’s no doubt about it this 
year,” said Pamela. “We're on to a 
certainty. With my own eyes I saw 
the horse’s name.” 

I said I was delighted to hear it. 
Every year Pamela, shortly before the 
Derby, dreams a Derby dream. Only 
a slight recurrent difficulty in inter- 
preting the omens has robbed her of 
an unbroken run of successes; but, if 
brutal truth must be told, last year’s 
dream was the only one actually to 
give the winner, and then unfortu- 
nately it gave eight other horses as 
well. 

“IT was there,” Pamela continued. 
“At the race. You were there too, 
and Uncle George, for some unearthly 
reason.” 

“Perhaps we wanted to see the 
race.” 

“But why Uncle George? We 
haven’t heard from him for ages. Still, 
the main thing is that I saw the 
horse——” 

“Did Uncle George and I see him 
too?’’ 

“T don’t know. 
doesn’t matter.” 

“Uncle George is a very sound judge 
of a horse.” 

“He wasn’t in my dream. At least 
he may have been, but it was me who 
picked out the horse.” 

“You mean ‘I’.” 

“TI don’t. As if you’d pick the 
winner. I saw it in the dock before 
the race. It was frightfully clear.” 


I suppose so. It 


“The horse ?”’ 

“The dream. I wish you wo 
keep interrupting. It was all huddled’ 
up in a corner, and I said I should back 
it because obviously nobody else had, 
and that was why it See so wretched, 
You said it wasn’t a horse at all, and | 
as a matter of fact it did turn into 
a semi-detached house at Wimb 
only afterwards it turned into a horse 
again, but by that time we were 
the grand-stand and I’d put ten bob 
on it.” 

“What odds?”’ oe 

“Why, it’s frightfully important.” 

“T mean, what odds did you get on 
the horse ?”’ 

“Oh, I see. I’m not sure. Hundreds, 
I expect. It was such a funny-looking 
horse.” ¥ 

“An odds-looking horse.” Pe 

“Do please let me go on,” said} 





Pamela. “It had a funny name too.”| 


“Not Bahram ?”’ } 
“No, of course not. Its name was | 
written on it somehow, so it made it | 
frightfully easy to see it winning.” 
“You're sure it did win?” ae 3 
“Of course I’m sure. Besides, there} — 
weren't any other horses.” 2 
ri But-———” 


“Yes, I know it sounds ridiculous, S q 


but it was literally the only horse 
there. That just shows. The rest 


weren’t in it. It rushed round the course | _ : 


all alone, and it simply sailed past the | — 
winning-post. Then they put up its 
name in huge letters, and I said to you, 
‘What did I tell you?’ and you said 
something silly.” 

“What?” 

“IT don’t. know. The sort of silly 
thing you always do say. And I said of 
course a horse with such a funny name’ 
was bound to win, and x 

“What was the name?” 

“The name?” repeated Pamela. 
“Why, I told you——” She broke off 
abruptly. “Didn’t I tell you?” she 
asked fearfully. 

“You did not.” 

Pamela sighed. “Of all the awful 
luck,” she said; “I’ve forgotten 
name.” 


Our Cynical Advertisers. 











“It misses nothing from the smallest blade | 


of cut grass to paper, leaves or even half- 
bricks—all are swept up. Ideal after galas 
and garden parties. 

Advt. for Patent Sweeper. 


Good News For Hikers. 
“ Liverpoot Corron 
Suorts Cover.” 
Financial Column. 
But in some cases only just. 








“Her 19TH Basy Namep ‘GeorcE.’” 
Daily Paper. 


Rather confusing, surely ? 4 : 
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Birds Ashore and Birds 
Aforeshore. 


Sir Heron. 

(A Falconer’s Song.) 
{Didlington was a well-known Norfolk 
| heronry placed in open country and the scene 
of many famous flights in old days. The 
| French is “ faleonry French,” the old Norman 
| jargon of the chase.] 


| Maid Merlin flies the field-lark brown, 

| A dainty flight she makes; 

Our gossip Goshawk knocks a-down 
The coney "twixt the brakes; 

_ But where, since hawking did begin, 
Is quarry fit and fair 

For Peregrine, Queen Peregrine, 
The Empress of the Air? 


As snipe the new-sprung coveys twist 
Earth low and, from on high, 

She, falling, kills and comes to fist 
Or ever asked to fly; 

The timid partridge and the grouse 
To strike she’s but to stoop; 

So doth the kestrel take the mouse 
Or chicken at the coop. 


The rook’s a popinjay to Her, 
The pye she makes “put in”; 
Then a falconer, 
Shall Queen Peregrine ? 
I'll tell you who'll take tax and 
toll 
| And test her sovereign rights— 
Sir Heron comes (now, 4 la vol /), 
Sir Heron in the heights! 


A thousand foot he’s up. Oh, son 
Of falconers, off-hood! 
His heronry’s at Didlington, 

His passage fair and good. 

_ There’s never bush nor tree nor whin 
Till Didlington’s to view; 

Now climbs—now climbs Queen Pere- 


grine, 
And climbs Sir Heron too! 


“It is not improbable that the 
circumstances conditioning the life 
of man have undergone greater 
change during the reign of Kino 
Georce V. than during any previ- 
ous quarter of a century in human 
experience.” 


We know that certain unscrupulous 
Americans speak of “conditioned ”’ air. 
But who is the writer of this? The 
illustrious Professor G. M.;TREVELYAN, 
O.M. Are we afraid? No. 


“The circumstances conditioning the 
life of man.” 

That is, the circumstances producing 
the conditions among which man lives. 

Without explanation, you might 
think that the circumstances mentioned 
included all the influences upon hu- 
man life, mortal and divine, climatic, 
mechanical, scientific, spiritual, mat- 
erial and whatnot. And, learning that 
these circumstances had changed, you 
might suppose that God and the 
weather had suffered great alteration 
during Kino Grorce’s reign. But 
from. what follows it is clear that the 
writer has in mind “the rapid applica- 
tion of scientific inventions to the 
service of man’s needs,” etc.; in other 
words, the wireless, telephone, machine- 
gun, aeroplane, and all the other 
mechanical nuisances. In short, the 
material circumstances of human life, 
or the material conditions, controls 
or even things of human life, or the 
material influences on human life. 

What the writer wants to say is not 
an easy thing to say shortly; but if 
so fine a writer can only say it by 
calling to his aid the vile verb “to 
condition” I must express my respect- 
ful regret. 

You say, maybe, that it is not a vile 
verb. But obviously it is, you lump ! 
You take a noun with a neutral, 
passive, non-committal meaning and 
lazily convert it into a verb with a 


tions, or stated by mechanical 


or by aeroplanes, or amounted 
by birth-control, or languaged by the | 
cinema .. . Need I goon? No. ; 


The “Re” Peril. 


As I said before, these “re” verbs 
are a menace, Was it really neces 


for example, to add the word “De. eo 


restriction’’ to our language in order} 
to say that the speed-limit would no} _ 
longer be enforced 9n certain roads?} 
Would not, for example, “exemption” | 
or “hberation”’ have served as well 
and sounded better ? 

But the Golden Star (with Epithets) 
of our Order goes to a General who has 
joined our ranks. He sends me two 
museum-pieces of de-re work. 

The first, believe it or not, is the 
word “redecontamination.” 

“Decontamination,” he tells me, is 
part of the special vocabulary of the 
gallant fellows who are learning how 
to save us from the next air-raids. It 
is defined as “the process of cleansing 
contaminated personnel, material or 
ground by the removal, neutralization 
or destruction of blister gas.” (But 
since it is the process of cleansing 
why not say cleansing—or cleaning— 
and leave it at that?) But the question 
arose, says the warrior: ‘‘Supposing 
the Blister Gas showed signs of beating 
the Bleach paste?’”’ And the answer 
from high places was: “A process of 
redecontamination would be ad- 
visable.” Or, in other words, “Cleanse 
again.” 

Let us, dear printer, have it in large 
black capitals, to be a perpetual shame 
and warning to the enemy, so:— 

RE—DE—CON—TAMINATION! 

Gosh ! 

After that the General’s second 
offering, from the B.B.C., is almost 
disappointing ; but it is, I think, worthy 
of record :-— 


| Now spare not in heart paladin 

| To ride as never known 

| And you may see Queen Peregrine 

| Out-pointed and out-flown, 

_ Or you may see ere that be done 

But which what man shall say ’) 

| Sir Heron took at Didli 
All @ la haute volée. 


positive emphatic sense. But if you 
may do that with “condition” you 
may do it with “quality,” with “state,” 
with “situation” or “circumstance.” 
If you are right, you thoughtless egg, 
the Professor might as well have 
written— 
“It is not improbable”—(Oh, 
dear!)—“that the conditions cir- 
cumstancing the life of man .. .” 


“No objection will be taken to 
your proposed rediffusion of the 
> eg > to be made by His Majesty 
the King . . .” 


Nit re BIS i SR IDA ni. Leh conn nerinsonaaenatlenteck ld. tne ASE 
ad é Be . — . a a - 2 a 


Ras ee Mie iecalce 


“Recondition” again. 
(Or should I say re-recondition *) 

Now, some of our enemies, wriggling 
under the knife, whine feebly thus: 
“If we are not to use these wicked 
words, how are we to say what we | 
mean? Besides, our words are shorter.” 

They are not shorter. That is one” 
answer. It is a profound but common” 
fallacy to think that one horrible he 


, 7. ” word is shorter than two or three ; 
head in the best society. I look at the oe Huan Dace. . - short ones; that if you call a spade am} 


first sentence of The Times Jubilee Or he might have said that human excavator you are being modern, pt | 
Number and what do I see? life was qualitied by scientific inven- gressive oat vastly efficent. ; 


P. R. C. 


eT ca ath TL he 





Lcnerceqereaewes 


The Word War. 
| x1.—“ Re”-WEek. 
To Condition. To Recondition. 

| We have already had a bout with 
| the verb “to recondition,” and here is 


or 


“It is not improbable that the cir- 
cumstances situationing mankind...” 


or 
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tamination, for example, contains 
seventeen letters, but “Second Clean” 
has only eleven, and no typist would 
require to have it spelt. 

Not that brevity or the itch for 
hurry would be a good defence for 


| redecontamination if it were only eight 
| letters long. 


| to wear. 


It is no defence to a charge of 
walking about indecently clothed that 
one was late and could not think what 
Any Staff Officer who is 
tempted to write about redecontamin- 
ation must think again and go on 
thinking until he has thought of some- 
thing better; and if he cannot think of 
anything better he must simply give 
up the idea of discussing the subject 


But where the enemy is chastened 
and reasonable we are willing to help 
him if we can. I have received a very 
reasonable, almost pathetic appeal 
from a Birmingham gentleman concern 
ing the “to you odious but to me con 
venient word, to recondition. What,” 
he says, ‘‘can I use instead? Take the 
Housing Act, 1930,” he says. He wants 
to talk about “‘ schemes for recondition- 
ing houses.” Must he, at my command 
talk about “schemes for the treatment 
of houses in accordance with the bye- 
laws in the area for securing the 
improvement of housing conditions 
therein’? No. 

“ Repair,” he says, ‘is not exact, for 
‘reconditioning ’ means more than that 
It means improving the object until 


| it conforms to a standard now, not 


formerly, imposed.” 

Well, my dear old Birmingham boy, 
the answer is simple. You are evi- 
dently the slave of official verbiage. Far 
from being a seeker after brevity and 
swiftness you would rather have a long 
word than a short one, because without 


| a long word you do not feel that any- 
| thing important is being done. You 


have yourself used twice what seems 
to me a perfect word for your purpose 
—‘‘improve.” It says, to me—and, it 
seems, to you—all that “recondition” 
says and is not offensive. So why not 
“House-Improvement Schemes”? Or 
“Schemes for Improving Houses’’? 
Or you may, if you like, be a little 
precious and talk about House-better- 
ment. (I am not keen on betterment, 
but I like betterment better than re- 
conditioning.) Or, if you will not be 
happy without a “re,” you may use 
“reconstruct”’; for “ construct” is a 


| good verb, and “‘ condition,” as I think 


that I have hinted, smells 

No, Birmingham, thank you for your 
pleasant letter, but we will not have 
“reconditioning.” Don’t you see, dear 
old fellow, that the next horror will be 
‘“‘deconditioned ’’—for a house that is 
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Tur, Tot, Sm! ARE YOU TRYING TO INSULT ME, OR IS THAT THE NAME OF 
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demolished or has fallen out of repair ? 
And at last, maybe, we shall have 
‘‘derecondition ”’ or “ redecondition ’’— 
though what they will mean I cannot 


imagine A. P. H. 








Letter from a House-Agent 
to a Client. 


MADAM, 

We note 

That you desire to let your maisonette 
In Dulville Gardens 

But fear it may be difficult to get 

The rent you quote, 

Unless the market hardens. 

While up to date, 

In Dulville Terrace, Square and Gate, 


Demand for houses is persistent, 

This fact does not hold good, 

We much regret to state, 

Of your immediate neighbourhood, 

Where it seems non-existent. 

We further think we ought to add 

That for some reason, 

While flats and houses scarcely can be 
had, 

Maisonettes do not let well this season 

We are, dear Madam, always at your 
service, 

(Signed) Ports anp Purvis. 








Looking on the Bright Side. 

“As the lecturer was unable to come a 
good deal of business was transacted.” 

Report of W.1. Meeting. 


| 
| 
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The Stratagem. 


‘Tue cards flashed in the sun as the 
| first taxi-driver rattled them from one 
| hand into the other. But the second 
| taxi-driver was not impressed. 

| “That ain’t a shuffle,” he declared. 
“That’s what they call a Russian 


Report. I says to the missus, I says, 
‘That ain't——’ ” 

“And what about your brother 
Stephen?” inquired the fifth driver 
loudly. 

“What? Oh, ah! Well, ’is soul was 
in steam, but ’e got sweet on a girl 
and ’e used to drive ’is engine past ‘er 
‘ouse every day.” 





shuffle; it don’t mix 
| ’em.” 

“My brotherStephen,” 
said the first driver, un- 
moved, “used to be able 
to get ’em into any order 

|’e wanted doin’ this 

| twice. Clever, my bro- 

| ther Stephen was; but 

| ‘e counted the world well 
lost for love. Did I ever 
tell you about that? ’E 
was drivin’ an engine at 
the time.” 

“Get them cards 
shuffled,” said the second 
taxi-driver bad-temper- 
edly. 

The third driver was 
at the moment leaning 
over to get a light from 
the fourth, and neither 
made any comment; the 
fifth, who was taking no 
part in the game but 
stood outside on the 
pavement leaning 
through the window of 
the taxi in which the 
others sat,observed:“ All 
right; let’s by all manner 
of means’ear about your 
brother Stephen.” 

“What about gettin’ 
them cards——?” 

‘‘ My brotherStephen,” 
the first taxi-driver said, 
“used to drive a rail- 
way engine. You never 
saw anyone drive an 
engine better. "E made 
an art of it, like. Used 
to say that when ‘e died 
clouds of steam would 





”* ‘3 
be found engraved on ’is “Now HOW THE BLAZES DID 1 COME TO FOOZLE THAT DRIVING TEST?” 


‘eart. In fact,” he went 














Stephen was drivin’ t the 
‘cana, what stood besid Sikes lines —— “ : 

‘’Struth! we got the ‘ouse on the | 
move now,” the third driver observed, 

“T mean, it always stood beside the 
lines. On ‘is route, see? ‘FE used to 
look at the washin’ ’anging out, Mon. 
days, and know if she was ‘ome or not.” | 

** Like the Royal Standard,” said the 
"| fifth in a chatty tone. 

“As for ‘er name, I 
can't call it to mind——” 

“Maybe you could 
if you got them cards 
shuffled,” the second 
driver said sourly. “T 
got my living to make, 

ave. 

“You can’t make a 
livin’ playin’ nap,” the 
first objected. “TI 'eard 
of a feller once what 
thought ’e could——” 

“And ’e ended up in 
the Gas Company’s 
Report,” remarked the 
third. 

“ Oy "—the fifth driver 
tapped the first on the 
shoulder —“ you forgot 
your brother Stephen.” 

“"K was a big stout 
man,” the first resumed 
at once, “with ‘air like 
an ‘orse’s moustache, 
but it seems she saw 
something in ‘im. This 
time when ’e went past 
she was at the window 
wavin’acloth onaccount 
of bein’ in the middle 
of washin’ up the tea- 
things. So ‘e waves 
back, full of love.” 

Full of what?” 

* Love.” 

“FE was full of steam 
amomentago,” the third 
driver said gruffly. 

“They ain’t allowed 
nothing else on duty.” 

“And a good thing 
too,” declared the nar- 
rator, sticking out his 
—_____] jaw. “I read in the Com- 

















on audaciously, ““’e used to be on the 

books of the Company as an artistic 
| driver; ‘e was a byword for bein’ 
_ artistic. In the Company’s Report one 

year I read it in the paper where it said, 

‘Notable among our most artistic 
_ drivers, those oo drive with something 
_akin to inspiration, like, what you 
| might say, is our Mr. Stephen——’ ” 

“That ain't feasible,” said the third 
driver flatly. 

“No, it ain’t, is it?’’ the first 
with enthusiasm. “That’s just what I 
said when I see it in the Company's 


The fourth driver’s jaw dropped. 
“What! do you mean 'e took it across 
country?” he ejaculated. “Off the 
lines ¢”” 

“I did ’ear of a chap did that once,” 
the first driver said. “It was in the 
Company’s Report—I read it in the 
paper. ‘Last Tuesday week,’ it said, 


‘there wasn’t half a funny bit of 


” 


work——’ 
“Your brother Stephen,” the fifth 

admonished, waving a finger through 

the window. 

“Yes. Well, one day my brother 





pany’s Report in the paper once——" 

“Nah then,” the fifth driver inter- 
jected mildly. “Full of love. Full stop. 
Then what ?”’ 

“Well, bein’ a’ead of schedule, ’e 
thought ’e might sneak in an’ see ‘er 
for ‘alf-a-tick. But there was a director 
on the train.” j 

The third driver observed : ‘* Must ha 
fell out of the Company’s Report.” 

“Stephen didn’t want the director to 
see. So ’e says to ’is fireman, ‘Oy, I’m 
‘oppin’ out this side ‘alf-a-tick. You 
go out that side into the wooc 
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Mother. “1 HOPE YOU ARE NOT A TELL-TALE AT SCHOOL,” 


Cyril, * Bor, 








whistle like a nightingale.’ So they 
done it.” 

“T don’t see no point in that,” the 
fourth driver said. 

* Ah, but you see, this was the idea: 
The fireman went into the wood and 
whistled like a nightingale, and the 
idea was, everybody in the train would 
stick their ’eads out that side an’ 
listen to ‘im, Stephen meanwhile 


| runnin’ over the allotments to the gir! 





an’ givin’ ’er a nice kiss.” 

“What about if the director was— ?” 

“You've got it,” agreed the first 
driver sadly. “The director was deaf, 
so ’e never went listenin’ to no night- 
ingales; ’e looked out the other side 
window an’ ’e seen Stephen, an’ ’e didn't 
’alf create. It was in the paper what ‘e 
said at the Company meeting : ‘Far be 
it from me,’ he says———” 

“It’s a sad story,” said the fifth 
driver. 

“Get shuffled,” the 


them cards 


} second said. ‘‘That’ll cheer some of us 


up.” iar R. M 





“ Henri’s Choice, the hurdler who fell and 
broke his neck at Liverpool races in March, 
will race again.”—Turf Notes. 

Over the Styx, we presume ¢ 


MorTHER, YOU FORGET THAT I WANT TO BE A REPORTER.” 








The Duchess Drives. 


Tue Duchess went out driving, 
For she heard the moorland call; 
She left her books, she left her guests 
To chatter at the Hall. 


She passed the griffins at the gates 
And touched her glossy greys, 

And vowed she would be happy 
On that loveliest of days. 


She looked up at the dappled sky 
And waved her little whip, 

And, like a truant schoolgirl, felt 
She'd given the world the slip. 


She smiled upon the heather 
And she nodded to the whin; 

The moorland opened wide its gates 
To let the Duchess in. 


She hitched her ponies to a gate 
And let them nibble there; 
She chose the mossiest of banks 

To be her summer chair. 


She took her shoes and stockings off 
And stood with slender feet 

Where the golden water wandered 
Through the rush and meadowsweet. 


And then she flung her hat aside 
And sang that ditty gay 

That the breezes teach the swallows 
Where the blue sky meets the brae. 


When home she came that evening 
And put her diamonds on, 





They looked quite dull beside her eyes, | 


So full of stars they shone. 


And when they asked her where she'd 
been 
She only tossed her head: 
“Perhaps I've been to Fairyland’’— 
And that was all she said. 








Well of English Undefiled. 


“M. Titulescu said that as President of 
the Council of the Little Entente and of that 
of the States signatory of the Balkan Pact 
he had explained to the members of those 
bodies what in the present international situ- 


ation it was in their interest to accept and | 
with what they were under no conditions to | 


put up.”—Report of Statement to the Press. 
“Up with what they were under no con- 
ditions to put” would be even better. 


“‘Wen You Are Stune’ py a Famiiy 
Docror.” 
Heading of “ Health Hint.” 


We simply don't pay. 
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THE NEW LADY’S-MAID 
IF THE VOGUE FOR NATURAL FLOWER COIFFURES CONTINUES. 
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Uncivil Aviation. 


{Sir Caarrres Brron, writing to The T'imes from a nursing-home, supports the protest of another correspondent against 
the nuisance of aeroplanes flying over London at night.] 


In this uncomfortably strident era, 

st ar the stark disquietude of Frevp, 
When ler-hats predominate in Pera 

And we have still two millions unemployed, 
Uncanny sounds, recalling the Chimera, 

Are ever bombinating in the void, 
And simple folk are driven into hysterics 
By the malignity of atmospherics. 


Day is made hideous by the deafening roar 
Of demons who disintegrate the street 
And, after disembowelling its core, 
‘ The operation endlessly fogs ‘ 
ight brings no respite to the sick and sore, 
Thanks to the of the aerial fleet, 
Whose squadrons the di welkin fill 
With imitations of the dentist’s drill. 


Heard from afar, I can serenely bear with 
The plane that at a distance faintly drones— 
A note that favourably can compare with 
The penetrating squeals of saxophones ; 


But close at hand it desecrates the air with 
A rattle like the grating of dry bones, 

And rivals the detestable Macbeth 

In the fell art of doing sleep to death. 


Is there no remedy? Silence is best; 
But if that boon transcends the reach of science, 
Cannot our instrumentalists suggest 
Some gadget or mechanical appliance 
Enabling those in need of peace and rest 
To bid these devils of the air defiance— 
Cannot, for instance, gifted Mr. Goossens 
Devise some way to mitigate the nuisance ¢ 


If birds can sing divinely, why, oh, why 

Should not their artificial substitutes 
Be fitted with machinery whereby 

They could diffuse the melody of lutes 
Instead of sounds that would di a sty, 

That lower them to the level of the brutes 
And, incidentally, make many martyrs, 
Including worthy Beaks like good Sir CHARTRES ¢ 

Cc. L. G. 
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M. LavaL. “WELL, WE 
Joun Buu. “ YES, 
DOESN’T ALTER THE 
PROPOSALS WITH THEM 
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WODEN HORSE. 


ALL KNOW WHAT'S INSIDE THAT.” 


OF ARMED MEN AS USUAL—BUT THAT 
THEY'VE BROUGHT SOME VERY REASONABLE 
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Impressions of Parliament. 


Synopsis of the Week. 
Monday, May 20th.—Commons: Hous- 
ing Bill considered on Report. 
Tuesday, May 21st.—Lords: Brief dis- 
cussions on Foot-and-Mouth Disease 
and the Burmese Council. 
Commons: Finance Bill 
second time. 
Wednesday, May 22nd,—Lords: Debate 
on Defence. 
Commons: Debate on Defence. 


Monday, May 20th.—<A dull start to 
what should prove an interesting Par- 
liamentary week. Question-time gen- 
erated no sort of combustion, Morpheus 
stalked deadly though unseen, and no 





read a 


| birds sang. 


The Housing Bill, which is now being 


| considered in the Report stage, is going 


through pretty smoothly, steered with 
tact and skill by the MrnisTer and Mr. 
SHAKESPEARE. To-day, after an appeal 
from Sir AUSTEN CHAMBERLAIN, Sir 
Hriton Youne promised that the Gov- 
ernment, without laying down any 
hard-and-fast rule, would do its best to 
leave voluntary schools undisturbed by 


PRIDE AND PESSIMISM 
. Tas CaANcCELLOR or THE ExcHEeQueEn. 
. Sm Rosert Hamiston. 


Peacock . 
Raven . 





slum clearance schemes in areas to be 
rebuilt where no alternative site was 
available. 

Puesday, May 2\st.— Foot-and- 
mouth disease, which is rampant on the 
Continent and absent from America 
and Canada, is sufficiently serious in 
this country, where recent outbreaks 
have cost us £70,000. Lord Strracnie 
to-day suggested that straw-packing 
might be a carrier for the germ, and 
moved that the Minister or Agri- 
CULTURE should have power to pro- 
hibit its introduction. The Parliamen- 
tary Secretary to the Ministry, Lord 
De La Warr, described the precau- 
tions taken and the difficulty of trac- 
ing infection to any one source. The 
ancient theory that this was spread by 
migratory birds had now been dis- 
proved, and a research committee is at 
work on the whole problem. 

In reply to Lord Renne.y, Lord 
STANHOPE emphatically denied the 
accusation made in the Italian Press 
that Britain is “equally guilty with 
France, Belgium and Czechoslovakia in 
sending war materials to Abyssinia.” 
No supplies have passed from this 
country to Abyssinia for a considerable 
time. 

In the Commons Mr. 
LIDDALL’S suggestion 
that the law governing 
breach of promise should 
be tightened up discov- 
ered two unsuspected 
wags in Mr. McGovern, 
who wondered if Mr. 
LippALL had been fickle, 
and Mr. Groves, who 
inquired if the state of 
Parliamentary business 
was not sometimes due 
to breach of promise. 

The Labour Motion for 
the rejection of the 
Finance Bill was moved 
rather dimly by Mr. 
Patina. He made agreat 
song about the increase 
of the tax on heavy oil 
from a penny to eight- 
pence, although he had 
already been told that 
the Diesel is more eco- 
nomical than the petrol 
engine in the proportion 
of 4 to 7, and therefore 
to equalise the tax heavy 
oil should pay ls. 2d.; 
and, blinking the signi- 
ficant fact that the 
three-and-a-half million 
income-tax payers con- 
tribute over five hundred 
million pounds in rates 
and taxes, he tried with- 
out success to make out 

















Mr. Arrive (to Mr. Batowiy) 
I'm all for looking to our moat and keeping 
the flag flying, were it not that as spokesman 
of the Opposition it is my duty to oppose 
everything that you do about it.” 


that the CHaNceLior had thrown an 
unfair burden on to the indirect tax- 
payers. 

Sir Ropert HaMiLTon got an easy 
laugh by reading aloud a Press-cutting 
commenting on the CHANCELLOR'S 
success as a star in the Govern- 
ment’s propaganda film, propounded 
with great solemnity the academic 
Liberal view that the country is 
secretly going to the dogs, and gave 
Mr. P.’s R. great pleasure by prefacing 
one of his passages with the phrase, 
“Be that as it may,” which ur. P's 
R. had always imagined to be the 
monopoly of stage-politicians. 

Against the poverty of these and 
other attacks Mr. CHAMBERLAIN had 
no need to exert himself, and he 
answered them all conclusively. As 
an instance to show that duties do 
not increase the price of home-made 
articles, he cited the motor-car 
industry, which, protected by a very 
heavy duty, yet produced cars at a 
cheaper rate than ever. 

Wednesday, May 22nd. — With 
scarcely sufficient time to consider the 
full implications of Herr Hiren's 
speech, both Houses to-day gave them- 
selves up to the question of defence, 
yarticularly in the air. A motion of 
word Lioyp’s of anxiety as to our 
defencelessness gave Lord Lonpon- 
DERRY an opportunity to announce 









“Of course | 
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details of the expanded R.A.F. pro- 
gramme. The first-line strength at 
home would, by March 31, 1937, he said, 
be brought up to 1,500 machines, and 
this would mean that the present home 
strength of the R.A.F. would be almost 
trebled. A tremendous expansion of 
activity would follow; 2,500 more 


_ pilots would be required, and 22,500 


more personnel altogether. The cost 


| would be substantial, but at the mo- 
_ment he was unable to put it into 
| figures. 


The Government’s plan for the day’s 
debate being obviously that Lord 
LONDONDERRY should mainly confine 
himself as Air Minister to the technical 
issue and that the question of national 
policy should be left to Mr. Batpwin 
in the Commons, Lord Ponsonsy’s 
complaint that Lord LonponpERRy 
had almost ignored Herr HitTier’s 
speech fell wide of the mark. In his 
view the Government’s policy was 
deplorable; but for the Liberals Lord 
LOTHIAN mised support for the 
principle of air parity. 

In the Commons Mr. BaLpwin’s 
speech was one of his best. He began 
by laying emphasis on the sincerity 
and usefulness of Herr Hirier’s de- 
claration, i in its reference 
to Germany’s intention of limiting her 
Air Force to parity with those of the 


other great Powers, and to her willing- 
ness to discuss an air convention sup- 
plementary to the Locarno Pact. 

He then went on to explain how 
closely the efficiency of the three 
Services was watched by a Ministerial 


Mr. Jack Jones 

Makes no bones 

About being the Great Cham 
Of West Ham. 





Committee, and he assured the House 
that the technical co-ordination of the 
Committee of Imperial Defence was 
satisfactory. Panic must be avoided; 
a measure of rearmament was necessary 
as much for collective as for national 
security. 

Having given the particulars of ex- 
pansion which the Arr MINISTER gave 
in the Lords, he wound up with a 
generous tribute to the Labour Party 
for the way in which it was keeping 
the flag of Parliamentary government 
flying, and with a fine passage express- 
ing his horror and repulsion that two 
thousand years after Curist the bestial 
business of war should still be upper- 
most in our minds. Mr. ATTLEE’s re- } 
sponse was mainly reproachful that the 
Government's foreign policy had led us 
into such dangerous waters. While the 
Opposition was concerned for the safety 
of the country and had never defended 
Germany’s rearmament, their aim was 
still the complete abolition of all 
national forces and the creation of an 
international police force under the 
League. 

Sir ArcutBaLp SrxciarR contrived 
for the Liberals to suggest that peace 
would remain a pretty forlorn hope un- 
less the Government revised their eco- 
nomic policy, but having done so, he 
promised his Party’s support. 
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Pilgrimage 2035. 


Pieris from every quarter of the 
civilised world flocked to Walthamstow 
on May 24, 2035, to celebrate the one- 
hundredth-and-fiftieth anniversary of 
the birth of the immortal WopEHOUSE. 
The date and place of the great his- 
torian’s birth having been lost, Wal- 
thamstow had claimed the honour, 
| arguing that there was nothing to prove 
that WopDEHOUSE was not born there, 
and, anyway, Walthamstow trade was 
| in a pretty bad way, and there were 
| plenty of local artisans available to 
build the Wodehouse Memorial 
Theatre, the Birthplace of Wodehouse, 
the Jeeves Memorial Library and the 
other buildings for which subscriptions 
had been raised by the Wodehouse 
Trust. 

May 24th had been chosen as Wope- 
HOUSE'S birthday, it being felt that a 
genius so peculiarly English as Wopk- 
HOUSE must have been born on either 
St. George’s Day or Empire Day, and, 
as SHAKESPEARE had already collared 
St. George’s Day, Empire Day would 
be the next best. 

Long before May 24th, when the 
Memorial Theatre, the Jeeves Library 
and the Birthplace were to be opened 
by the Prime Minister, the Captain of 
the Australian Cricketers, and the 
Minister of Transport respectively, the 
shops of Walthamstow began to display 
for sale Wodehouse busts, Wodehouse 
china, Wodehouse biscuits, Wodehouse 
toffee, Wodehouse rock and other 
mementoes of the great man. The 
principal public-house was renamed 
“The Mulliner Arms,” and many of 
the streets took on a Wodehouse 
flavour, notably Wooster Way, Ems- 
worth Avenue, Cuthbert Crescent 
Psmith Pstreet and Tilbury Grove. 

The Prime Minister, opening the 
Memorial Theatre, pointed out that 
| until the coming of WopEHOUSE 
| England relied almost entirely on 
| SHAKESPEARE for persuading the world 
that we counted for something in the 
history of literature, and when we 
beefed to other nations about SHAKE- 
SPEARE Germany would reply, “If you 
have a SHAKESPEARE, we have a 
GoETHE.” France would draw herself 
up haughtily and say, “If you have a 
SHAKESPEARE, we have a RovussEAvU.” 
But when we were able to hand them 
SHAKESPEARE and WoDEHOUSE on the 
same plate they were struck dumb with 
admiration and chagrin. 

In opening the Jeeves Library the 
Captain of the Australian Cricketers 
struck a more academic note, point- 
ing out that had it not been for the 
unforgettable first paragraph of The 
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“Went, Toni, WHAT'S ON TO-Day?” 


“To-pay, SARE, YOU CAN 'AVE ANYTING YOU LIKE: 


ROSTA BIF, ROSTA CHICK, 


DUCK, PORK AND BOILED MUTTON; BUT ROSTA BIF, ROSTA CHICK, DUCK AND PORK 


ALL FINISH.” 








Clicking of Cuthbert we should never 
have known that golf in the twentieth 
century was played in the same gar- 
ments as those worn by ApaM after the 
Fall. The paragraph in question put 
this beyond doubt, saying simply, “A 
pleasant breeze ruffled the leaves and 
cooled the forehead of the Oldest 
Member.” 

The real sensation of the day, how- 
ever, was the speech of the Minister of 
Transport in opening the Birthplace 
of WopgHouse. He began by saying 
that he knew his remarks would cause 
a good deal of pain to WopEHOUSE- 
worshippers, and he would have re- 
mained silent had he not owed a sacred 


duty to posterity. After long and care- | 
ful investigation he had proved beyond | 
doubt that the books attributed to 
WovenovseE had not been written by 
Wopenovss at all; that WopEHOUSE 
had in fact been an obscure poet 
who had consented to appear before 
the public as the creator of Jeeves 
and Psmith in return for a percentage 
of the royalties. The real creator of 
Mulliner, the real genius who fashioned 
Fish and hewed Hank was a long- 
forgotten dramatic critic named 
Swarrer, whose shrinking nature 
persuaded him to hide his personality 
behind another rather than endure the 
glare of publicity. 







































Sot St Gm ROE any ota RY 




















nine 


[May 29, 1935 





At the Play. 


“ Hervey Hovse”’ (His Masesry’s). 

Navonuty Nineties indeed! In the 
first scene of this ambitious play a new 
footman is felled like an ox for 
making a reference which he— 
and I—imagined would have 
gone down very well with the 
other lads in the servants’-hall 
of Hervey House—a reference 
to the fact that their master, 
the Duke, keeps a fashionable 
mistress round the corner in 
Brook Street. This emphatic 
suggestion that such a proced- 
ure in an employer of 189] 
would have met with so mus- 
cular a disapproval amongst his 
own staff shatters at a blow a 
whole group of my illusions. If 
Romance with a big rosy capital 
R was dead in the kitchen, 
where else could it bloom? ask 
we novel-readers. 

Not, surely, in Brook Street. 
For, although the new footman 
was accurately informed about 
the para-ducal establishment, 
you could hardly label as ro- 
mantic a relation in which after- 
noon téte-d-tétes tend to decline 
into sub-meetings of the Cab- 
inet, the Duke being up to his 
handsome neck in politics but 
rather too slow from there up- 
wards, according to his Sophy, 
to keep properly abreast even 
of the leisurely processes of the 
Front Bench. Politically ambitious 
for her lover to a quite extraordin- 
arily unselfish degree she makes it her 
business to brave the Ladies’ Gal- 
lery of the Lords, observe him in 
action, tabulate his errors and detail 





| them to him with infinite tact at their 


next merry meeting. They are in 


| love too, we are to suppose; but 
| his career comes first on the agenda. 


Miss GerTRUDE LawRENCE is Sophy, 
and somehow I cannot quite believe 
in her nosing about in political intrigue. 
With such a paragon in Brook Street 
Hervey House might easily have con- 
tained a dragon of a Duchess, but in 
fact its mistress is an angel of com- 
lacent goodwill. The Duke, who is a 
eeble and second-rate fellow however 
you look at him, has apparently backed 
ife both ways with com success. 
If his wife suffers, as she undoubtedly 


does, knowing all about his affair, he: 


_ can only be sorry, for, although he loves 


_ haloed part the Duchess has 





her, he loves Sophy too; and for her 
80 great 
a respect for them both that she would 
rather die than spoil their relationship. 
So we are shown the odd and, I submit, 





Duchess of Shires 
Duke of Shires 
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the unnatural spectacle of the Duchess 
arranging their meetings and giving 
Sophy a genuine affection, which 
Sophy—as indeed she should—warmly 
reciprocates. 

ews of the Brook Street ménage 
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1891.—H ERVEY HOUSE PREPARING TO RECEIVE 


MARLBOROUGH HOUSE. 
. Miss Fay Compton. 





HIELO 


1901.—PUTTING HIS HOUSE IN 
ORDER. 
Duke of Shires . Mn. Nicwotas HAaNNEN. 
Sophy Gerould . . Miss Gertrupe 
LAWRENCE. 


. Mr. Nicnoras Hannen. 





getting in time a wide circulation, two 
strangely contrasting influences unite 
to end it. Queen Victoria on her death. 
bed, in a final burst of moralistic 
activity unrecorded by her historians, 
sends an embarrassed messenger to 
point out that great office awaits 
the Duke in the next Govern. 
ment only if he reverts to re. 
spectability. At the same time 
the Labour Party threatens, un. 
less he does, to withhold their 
(very anachronistic) support, 
Sophy decides for him. After 
a painful scene they part. There 
is enough tragedy in this situa. 
tion to suggest, not for the first 
time, how wonderfully Miss 
LAWRENCE could handle a big 
sound tragic part, but not 
enough left over to attract much 
of our sympathy to the Duke, 
who under a cloak of nobility 
and patriotism is sacrificing 
Sophy not for his wife's sake 
but for that of a fat job. 

Twice, with intervals of many | 
years, Sophy comes back, the last | 
time as an entrancing old lady. | 
(How Miss LAWRENCE enjoyed | 
this!) One of the amusing things | 
about this play is to watch the | 
characters growing older and | 
older and to give marks to the | 
members of the cast for their 
reception of decrepitude; and 
one of its faults is a shapeless- 
ness which gives a feeling that 
senility might continue to creep 
over them for Act after Act. 

Behind them all the time is the back- 
ground of the great Mayfair house, 
brilliantly brought to life by Miss 
Motty McArtuur and perfectly or- 
ganised, with its backstairs hierarchy, 
by Mr. Tyrone Gururiz. Its final 
passing to make room for an hotel is 
perhaps a truer tragedy than that 
enacted in its drawing-room, where 
Mr. C. R. Avery’s values are too often 
obscured under a coating of sentimen- 
tality. The play is saccharine in 
patches, but Mr. Gururre has kept it 
moving quickly, and it is a very colour- 
ful picture of a period. 

Miss Fay Compton could not have 
played the trying part of the Duchess 
with greater sympathy or tact. Her 
performance calls for the highest praise. 
Miss LAWRENCE was charming, tho 
her part was cramping. In the rather 
wooden character of the Duke Mr. 
NicHoLas HANNEN might have shown 
a little more elasticity, but his voice 
and manner were splendid. Of the 
rest of a good cast (thirty of them!) 
Mr. Srarrorp Hiiiiarp’s portrait of 
an irascible and lovable old Victorian 











ostler-peer was excellent. Eric. 
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The Story of the Boy Who Knew 
Too Much. 


Anthony, though not un- 
ki 


Had « disbelieving mind. 
At a pantomime or play 
Anthony would yawn and 


say, 

“Let's go home—for I per- 
ceive 

This is merely make-be- 
lieve.” 

When his mother came and 
re 

Story-books to him in bed 

Anthony would shake his 
head : 

“Mother, dear, I've had 
enou; 

Of this wishy-washy stuff; 

If it's all the same w you 

Kindly read me something 
true.” 

So his mother, with a sigh 

Meekly laying fiction by, 

Read him books about 
machines 


And scientific magazines. 


Christmas-time came round 
once more. 

See him sitting on the floor 

At a party, after he 

Had enjoyed a sumptuous 


tea. 
Solemnly the Conjuror 


Then from nose and ears 
he hauls 

Half-a-dozen billiard-balls, 

Shows them with a smile, 


and then 
Makes them disappear 
again. 
Children clap him with a 
loudly, “1 believe 
That ‘s got them up his 


sleeve. 


So with all his other tricks : 
Flour and raisins he would 
mix 





In a bowl, and “One—two 
three!” 

There the finished cake 
‘ould be. 


wi 

Loud applause — but An- 
thony 

Merely said, “ Well, I be- 
lieve 

That he had it up his sleeve.” 

Coins he'd find in Susan's 
hair 

That she didn’t know were 


Handkerchiefs of every hue 
He would draw from Ed- 
ward's shoe, 
And UCe, a8 Pat as pat, 
Ra from an empty . 
All the other girls and boys 
and clapped with 
merry noise : 
But Anthony said, “ I believe 
He had the whole lot up his 
sleeve.” 


The Conjuror politely 
smiled 

At the infuriating child, 

And said,” Come close, my | 
little man, 

And learn my secrets if 
you can.” 

Young Anthony marched 
up with glee, 

Remarking, “ Hub! You 
can't catch met” 

“Now,” said the great 
man, “one — two — 
three|” 

And Anthony—ah, where 
was he? 


His mother wildly glanced 

around, 

The boy was nowhere to 
be found, 

But in the Conjuror’s top- 
hat 

A third and extra rabbit 
Children, when you go 

to parties 

Never talk like little 
Even if you don't be 
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As Others Hear Us. 


Driving Mother in the Car. 

“Now, dear, I am quite ready. It’s 
so nice to have a chauffeur. I just want 
to tell Ellen———” 

“D’ you want the rug, Mummie?” 

‘What, darling? No, don’t put that 
parcel on the floor; I’d better take it 
on my lap. I’m quite ready now. Oh, 
wait a minute—there was a book to go 
back to the library.” 

“It’s gone.” 

“Then let’s start, dear. I don’t 
want to be late for my meeting. 
Just let me see if I’ve got those 
papers.” 

“Wouldn't they be in your bag?” 

“Darling, this is the wrong bag. No, 
it isn’t—it’s the right one. But the 

apers aren't there, Yes, they are. No. 
Vee. Yes—they’re all there. Now, 
darling, we must start. And do re- 
member to be very careful. It’s so 
nice to have a chauffeur.” 

“Mummie, I do think you ought 
to speak to Binks about the car. 
I know it’s frightfully old, but 


| really——’ 


“Old! It’s not in the least old. 
Besides, 1926 was a particularly good 
year —everybody says so. Mind, 


| darling.” 


“To's all right.” 

“No, darling, it isn’t. You went 
round that corner a great deal too 
fast. Suppose some poor woman had 
been wheeling a pram in the opposite 
direction in the very middle of the 
road ?”’ 

“Serve her right if she did get run 
over, if she was in the middle of the 
road,” 

“The coroner wouldn’t say so. Not 


| that they know what they're talkin 
| about, I always think. Why not so 


your horn, darling ?”’ 

“No really good driver ever sounds 
a horn except in a great emer- 
gency.” 

“Still, dear, you could hardly call 


_ yourself a really good driver, could you ? 





Though I must say it’s nice to have a 
chauffeur.” 

“Gosh, Mummie! Look at that bird! 
I bet anything it’s a hawk.” 

“Very likely, dear, though I must 
say it looked more like a wood-pigeon 
to me; but you must keep your eyes on 
the road.” 

“A wood-pigeon! How could it—— ?” 

“There’s a car coming, dear.” 

“It’s all right.” 

“T think you had better slow down 
a little, It seems to me to be going 
much too fast.” 

“Gosh! it’s a beauty.” 

Keep your eyes on the road, dear.” 


“Tt’s all right, Mummie. I know 
how to drive.” 

“Darling, I’m only trying to help 
you. Remember the cross-roads, won't 
you?” 

“We're not near them yet.” 

“IT always remember a dreadful 
accident at the cross-roads, years ago, 
when people were just beginning to use 
motor-cars, and a carriage-and-pair got 
overturned and poor old Mr. Chote was 
killed. I always think of it whenever 
I come this way.” 

“How jolly! I mean to say, really, 
Mummie, you ought to try to get over 
being so nervous. If it was an aero- 
plane, now : 

“Don’t be silly, dear. And don’t you 
think we ought to go a little faster? 
I don’t want to be late.” 

“Rather! I only thought you might 
be nervous.” 

“Slow down for the cross-roads.” 

“Ts it the next turning, or the one 
after that?” 

“Next on the left, not counting the 
next.” 

“The next but one, then?” 

‘Mind, darling.” 

“Tt’s absolutely all right, Mummie.” 

“Doesn't Binks always change gear 
for the hill here?” 

“T shouldn’t think so. She’s taking 
it beautifully.” 

“Still, I don’t think it can be very 
good for the engine. Oh, dear!” 

“Was that the turning?” 

“T ought to have told you sooner. 
You'd better go on to the top of the 
hill and turn round.” 

“T can back her into the lane.” 

“No, darling, I think you’d better 
go to the top of the hill and turn. 
It’ll be much simpler. I think you 
ought to hoot here. There are children 
in that cottage. Now, dear, why not 
turn round here? I'll tell you how 
far you can go. Not too fast, now. 
That’s perfectly splendid. Now back, 
very carefully. Go on. Yes, go on. 
Wait a minute. No, it’s all right; I 
thought there was something com- 
ing, but it’s all right. Right back, 
you've got any amount of—— Stop! 

fou’re nearly in the ditch!” 

“But, Mummie, you said——” 

‘Never mind, dear, we’ve all got to 
learn. Now we’re all right. I think we 
shall really have to hurry a little or I 
shall be late. But don’t forget the 
thirty-mile limit.” 

“We're nowhere near one, are we?”” 

“We shall be presently. I think the 
engine’s getting rather hot, dear—or 
is something on fire ?”’ 

“I don’t think so. Why?” 

“Oh, I just smelt a smell of burning. 
We can have it looked at while I’m 
at the meeting.” 











“It’s not in the least necessary.” 

“Carefully round the bend, darting. 
I must say it’s very nice to have a 
chauffeur. And remember, when we 
get into the town, look out for the tra 
signals.” E. M. D, 


The Lament of a Slow Bat 
Over the New l.b.w. Rule. 








I REMEMBER, I remember 
The years of lost content, 

How confident I always was 
When in to bat I went. 

First in, last out, my motto was, 
Or else not out at all; 

A run an hour my programme was, 
And never hit the ball. 


Before I came to England fame 
I learnt the game at school ; 

If someone tried to hit the ball 
We called the man a fool. 

Then at the ’Varsity they said, 
“Just never mind the win; 

The bowler’s job’s to get you out, 
Your job is to stick in.” 


The Leather Jackets played, I think, 
The Green Jackets at Lord’s; 

Not quite first-class, but still upon 
The sacredest of swards. 

I’d learnt my lesson; there I sat 
And crushed those soldier lads. 

I couldn’t play them with my bat, 
I played them with my pads 


All through the morn they saw me 
there; 
They sweltered in the sun; 
From lunch to tea I used my pads 
And did not make a run. 
At last at tea, refusing tea, 
Their Captain took a peg: 
Result, a very slow long-hop; 
I got a four to leg. 


Was’t but last year, that day for 
four ? 
It seems so long ago, 
The blanco flying from my pads 
As white as driven snow! 
Bang! Bang! the off-breaks fizzed, and 
then 
My legs replied, “ Bump! Bump!” 
Appeals ? he umpire gave “Not 
Out”; 
It wasn't on the stump. 


I stooped, I crouched, I covered up, 
Right over went my knees, 

An angle elegant they made 
Of forty-five degrees. 

And though those dense spectators 

yawned 

The papers said, “‘ Now look, 

Y. Quiggins has a sound defence” — 
I stuck that in my book. 
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It’s quite all right for “PLum”’ and 
“SHRIMP” 
(1 mean that Leveson-GowERr), 
They’ve given up the game. They 
simp- 
Ly don’t play any more; 
So they have gone all Bolshevik 
How can I hope to score 
If, when I put my leg in front, 
They give me “ Leg before’ ¢ 


Red ruin threatens England 
And the breaking-up of laws; 

If this goes on—this sort of thing, 
There won't be any draws. 

I don’t know what’s come over them, 
I don’t know what they're at. 

How can one have a sound defence 
With but one meagre bat’? J.C.5 


The Straight Eight. 


Now that summer tramping time has 
come, it is a delightful sensation to 
summon the man-of-all-work—if pos- 
sible in the presence of aristocratic 
callers—and order him to “bring the 
| Straight Eight to the door, James.” 

Our Straight Eight is a smooth, 
straight, stream-lined cheery-wood 








stick, and is built for speed. We like to 
travel in top and fairly fast. We are not 
one of those affected creatures who pro- 
ceed permanently in neutral with the 
stick—usually of the cane make of 
stave, built entirely for show purposes 
—held horizontally to the body and 
merely swinging to and fro with the 
action of the arm. Neither are we of 
that cautious type which travels al- 
ways in bottom-gear. To journey by a 
series of short sharp jerks and never 
bring the point of the stick further 
forward than the vertical line of the 
body seems to us to be a powerful 
means of locomotion but too jarring 
and injurious to the body framework. 

No, we like to travel in top, with the 
point of the stick swinging well out in 
front of us and coming to rest on the 
ground at about every third step. On 
bad hills we change down to first gear. 
Road-hogging we abhor; the passing 
thrust at the harmless mole-hill, the 
murderous sweep along the line of in- 
offensive thistles, and, worse still, that 
windmill action of the arm which sends 
the club revolving at lightning speed, 
seems to us to violate all the unwritten 
laws of club-land. 

Our Straight Eight, as its name sug- 


gests, has at present eight notches. It 
would of course be in the true tradition 
of travel to add that these notches 
represent the cracked skulls of offensive 
tramps and vagabonds who have as- 
saulted us by the way. Are we pro- 
claiming ourselves effeminately un- 
adventurous when we confess that 
tramps have always seemed to us to be 
the soul of courtesy and vagabonds 
remarkably inoffensive; that no single 
man lies dead in a roadside ditch as 
the result of an unsuccessful encounter 
with the heavy end of our stick; that 
were we to notch for skulls cracked our 
stick would be of a virgin smoothness ¢ 
Or is this the experience of other 
travellers too? Is the necessity of the 
“stout oak stave’’ a myth, a barbarous 
illusion of man’s carnal lust for cruelty ¢ 
I cannot answer these things. But, 


skulls or no skulls, a stick must be | 


notched for something: the journeys 
completed, maidens who have returned 
a smile, dangers overcome, gallons of 
ale consumed, It matters not what a 
man notches for—miles or smiles, 
dragons killed or flagons filled, but 
notch it for something he must. 

“The Straight Eight’s at the door, 
Sir,” said James. 





| 
| 








caer, 
re. 


wae >, 7 
IRN. SENATE MURR 


a stu a 
oe 








edie, 


ected La nina 


cca sandlthis 85 








asi ? 
fa ee ee aL 


erin game wae Say a 














-~ PUNCH, or The London Charivari 


a 
[May 29, 1935 








Competitive Spirit. 
A Territorial Nightmare. 


In two short hours the competition 
is due to begin. I call a meeting in the 
Company Orderly Room tent to discuss 
our prospects. Present there are, in 
addition to myself, my two subalterns, 
the C.S.M., the C.Q.M.S. and the P.S.I 

The proceedings open with a remark 
from a subaltern expressing his con- 


| fidence in our chances. The P-S.1. 


looks doubtful and says that if Private 


| Stubbs is allowed on parade we are 
lost. I am inelined to agree. Private 


Stubbs’ method of sloping arms is 
unique; it requires fifteen square yards 
of clear space and is done in seven 
separate sweeping movements, With 
a fixed bayonet Private Stubbs is a 
menace. Moreover, he is incurable. 
Numerous instructors have reeled away 
from him in defeat to solace their 
wounded feelings in beer and _pro- 
fanity. 

We decide that Private Stubbs must 
go sick, and the C.8S.M. undertakes to 
provide Private Stubbs with a choice 
of maladies, failing which he hints 
darkly that accidents sometimes hap- 
pen. Private Stubbs is but mortal, 

One of the subalterns says he has a 
man in his platoon with flat feet and 
no roof to his mouth who cannot tell 
the difference between the “ Present” 


| and the “Port,” and also he has an- 
| other man who always waits until a 





movement is completed before com- 
mitting himself for fear of making a 
mistake. 

The other subaltern, not to be out- 
done, says he has a complete section 
who pride themselves on the speed 
with which they perform. He estimates 
with gloomy satisfaction that they are 
five seconds faster than anyone else in 
the battalion. 

I send him forth with instructions to 
collect his swift section and slow them 
down with harsh words and practice. 
He departs unwillingly. His brother- 
subaltern closes his mouth firmly and 
takes no further part in the conference. 

The P.S.1. expresses doubts about 
Corporal Snippet, who, so he informs 
me, had his face trodden on the 


| previous night because the Ace of 
| Spades slipped out of his puttees. Ser- 
| geant Brown too, he adds, is not so 


well this morning—a tent-peg outside 
are 5d Mess... 

he C.8.M. draws a piece of r 
from his tunic and recites a further t tale 
of woe. Three gentlemen are without 
cap-badges; two have lost their caps; 
one has lost a bayonet, and one, 
Private Higgs J., has lost everything 
and is even now sitting in his shirt and 





socks brooding on a mystery which has 
baffled the united intellects of the 
entire Company. 

I determine to interview Private 
Higgs and hand the other deficiencies 
over to the C.Q.M.S., who abandons 
his private problem of why seven-and- 
fourpence plus fifteen-and-six less two- 
and-twopence gives so many different 
results, and waits until he thinks I 
am out of hearing before delivering 
a striking oration on the Territorial 
Army. 

I find Private Higgs in unbecoming 
lingerie denying visitors with the butt 
of arifle. He thinks that some thieving 
adjectival swabs from “C” Company 
have swiped his things in order to 
wreck our chances in the competition. 
The C.S.M. suggests that Private 
O’Loopy, whose distressing habit of 
scratching on parade puts him amongst 
the undesirables, should transfer his 
garments to Mr. Higgs temporarily. 

In this masterly manner the diffi- 
culty is overcome, and I move across 
to the Mess for a drink feeling fairly 
satisfied. Taken all round I reckon our 
chances are good. As I sip my beer I 
hear floating down the wind the sound 
of my stalwart C.S.M. stifling the 
protests of the denuded O’Loopy. All 
is well. 

At eleven o'clock the troops fall in 
and I return to hear more bad news 
from the C.S.M. Private Slumper, a 
lover of animals, has been down to the 
transport lines and patted a horse, 
which has patted him back. He is 
being reassembled in the hospital. 
Private Wallop’s father has wired for 
him to go home at once as the sow is 
due to have a litter and his expert 
assistance is required. 

I interview the pig’s midwife. He is 
a lank youth with a tarmac complexion 
and a permanent leer, and he says 

uite frankly that his father is daft. 

e is sugared if he will desert his 
Company in its hour of need. Further- 
more his revered but mentally- 
afflicted sire is wrong in his calcula- 
tions; the interesting event is not due 
for another week. He ought to know, 
dammit! he was best man at its wed- 
ding. I decide to retain the indignant 
Wallop. 

My two subualterns bear down on me 
and with four matches and disordered 
brains propound problems which the 
War Office itself could not solve. I tell 
them to shut up and fall in, which they 
do with the air of men who have 
abandoned all hope. 

Lots are drawn and we get the last 
turn. The first Company passes us on 
its way to the place of judgment looking 
like a cireus-troupe. The sergeants are 
milling round like madmen with last- 


the Judges and the other three Com- 


minute instructions and the troops are | 
shuffling about getting the scruffiest’ 
out of sight as far as ible. Watching 
this seething confusion I feel happier, 

I let the Company sit down and our 
P.S.I. floats about with a bland smile 
and kindly words. He is anxious: he 
has backed us for five bob. A gri 
smile flickers across the C.S.M.’s face 
as a khaki figure flashes past us like a 
racehorse. It is Private Stubbs, who 
has been rendered sick. From his 
strained features and the nature of his 
destination it is obvious that theC.S.M., 
a born realist, has taken steps to make 
his ailment genuine. A head pro. 
truding bashfully from a tent twenty 
yards away tells us that Private 
O’Loony—for once able to deal with 
his perpetual irritation in private—is 
with us in spirit if not in person. 

We are not allowed to watch, but 
we can hear. To our great joy the noise 
of the other Companies’ arms-drill 
sounds like a five-ton lorry passing 
through a series of greenhouses, and as 
they return their Company Comman- 
ders are wild-eyed and speechless 

Our turn comes at last and we move 
on to the parade-ground, marching 
fairly well in spite of the efforts of a 
drummer who has got half-a-crown 
on another Company. We halt, and I 
await the pleasure of the judges, three 
regular officers, busily discussing if 
two dropped rifles are equal to a fight 
in a rear rank. 

The question settled they come over 
tome. They do not smile or betray any 
emotion. They look me straight in the 
eye without flinching and politely ask 
me if I mind fixing bayonets. 

I don’t mind, and we do fix bayonets, 
with the exception of Private Wallop, 
who has left his sticking in the tent- 
floor. I begin to wonder if I have done 
the right thing in depriving that pig of 
its medical attendant. We slope arms, 
and poor Private McRafferty is carried 
away to the hospital to have his ear 
stitched on again. 

But we have got into our stride now; 
there is no stopping us. We Present, 
Trail, Port and Order; we Unfix, we 
form column of platoons, and we do 
an entirely new movement never even 
thought of before. It leaves us seven 
deep against a wall, and our P.S.L, 
watching from the edge of the parade- 
ground, buries his face in his hands and 
sobs aloud. 

It is over at last, and we march past 
the judges, giving them a haughty 
stare. They sneer back and record their 
secret thoughts in little notebooks. 

After a period of anxious waiting I 
am sent for to the Orderly Room, 
where I find the Colonel, the Adjutant, 
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“|’VE BROUGHT THESE, Miss Smrru 





pany Commanders. The senior judge 
rises and addresses the meeting. He 
says that on the whole the standard 
was excellent; he was surprised at its 
excellence; his brother-judges were 
| dumbfounded at its excellence. In 
fact, to put the matter in a nutshell it 
was—ah—excellent. 

The arms drill, he continues, was 
marvellous. When one considered that 
there had been some three hundred 
men on parade and there were only 
seven injuries, none of which was fatal 
it spoke volumes for the esprit de corps 

| of the battalion. He was prepared to 
| overlook the conduct of the epileptic 
| in “D” Company. Possibly the 
| weather... 





I’p HAVE GOT A WHOLE BUNCH ONLY I DIDN'T 


WANT TO DEVASTATE THE COUNTRYSIDE.” 








The drill-movements were carried 
out with an originality that was 
positively unbelievable. It simply left 
him dazed; and as for the marching, he 
had never seen anything like it before. 

He turns to me with the happy smile 
of a man whose news is hor: a drink 
and congratulates me on being the 
winner. The Colonel congratulates me 
and so do all the others, except the 
Adjutant, who has dropped into a 
refreshing slumber. 

I convey the news to my gallant 
warriors and they yell themselves hoarse, 
but whether from amazement or pleas- 
ure it is impossible to determine. 

Everybody takes the credit. The 
P.S.I. puts it down to his personality ; 


the C.8.M. to his disciplinary powers; 
both subalterns are certain their 
personal appearance affected the 
judges favourably, and the rank and 
file are sure that their charm of man- 
ner alone was sufficient to pull it off. 
Two figures stand aloof from the 
rejoicing throng. They are Private 
Stubbs, pale and wan, but carrying 
himself proudly as befits the son of 
a fried-fish chieftain, and Private 
O’Loopy, scion of a noble line of ex- 
patriated moonlighters, dressed for the 
occasion in a towel and a pair of boots. 
But I shall not forget them in the 
celebrations. They have played their 
part by wearing martyrs’ crowns. 
They also serve . . 
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“QUITE ALL RIGHT, THANKS; WE'RE TAKING IT IN TURN TO SUNBATHE IN THE FRAME—MARVELLOUS HEAT!” 

















Our Booking-Office. 
(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 


Journalism without Tears. 

| aM not sure that Nine Lives would not have hit off 
Mr. HaMILTon Fy¥Fe’s admirable autobiography better than 
My Seven Selves (ALLEN anv Unwin, 12/6), for, although 
the author may have sloughed his skin every seven years, 
I do not feel (as he does) that his mental outlook invariably 
went with it; whereas the journalist who started on The 
Times at seventeen, revived The Daily Advertiser, salvaged 
The Daily Mirror and, after a brilliant career as Nortu- 
CLIFFE’S Special C ndent, took on The Daily Herald 
and ran “features” for The Chronicle in the days of deals 
and mergers—such a journalist must have needed the whole 
of the cat’s traditional outfit for longevity. So thronged 
a career, allied to the signal gifts that carved it out, was 
bound to issue in an interesting autobiography. Its War 
memories are unique, for their writer spent 1914-18 in 
France, Russia, Roumania and Italy, and his story of the 
editing of the first accounts of Mons is only one of many 
illuminating sidelights. Kindly to quixotism so long as 
there is no bg of staff-work, political, military or 
ecclesiastical, Mr. FYFE is an excellent companion. 








The Shepherd of the Ocean. 

Yet another novelist has turned biographer, and with 
results which conspicuously justify the change of genre. 
Not everyone, it may be, will agree with Mr. Epwarp 
THOMPSON in every detail of his reading of Sir Walter 
Ralegh: The Last of the Elizabethans (Macmi.ian, 15/-). 


There were ambiguities in the achievement and obscurities 
in the character of that most various man. His place 
among the Worthies of England is secure, yet, as Mr. 
THOMPSON maintains, he was constantly unsuccessful in 
his undertakings. He was disliked by most of his contem- 
poraries, yet fascinated them as he has fascinated posterity. 
He was a poet as authentic as MARLOWE or Donne, yet 
rarely touched or even came near perfection. These are 
baffling discords, but Mr. THompson’s resolution of them 
is in the main convincing. With the imagination of a 
novelist who is himself also a poet, he combines a true 
historian’s respect for his evidences, which he quotes in 
discriminating abundance. In portraiture he aims at 
exactitude, neither extenuating nor setting down aught in 
malice; and his background is as firmly handled as it i 
brilliantly coloured. He has got into the ethical as well as 
into the physical skin of his period, and refuses to pass 
judgment by anachronistic standards. With no sacrifice of 
humour or critical alertness he has risen to the height and 
heroism of his theme. His book is a spacious revival of 
spacious days and of a man who represented, transcended 
and finally to his own undoing outlived them. 


Genius on the Threshold. 

It is a long time since I encountered a more charming 
novel than Jake (MacmiLLaNn, 7/6), which portrays with 
a refreshing blend of exaltation and simplicity the genesis 
of a great virtuoso. Starting with the child’s rescue b 
a quixotic master from an uncongenial school—all schoo 
are uncongenial to a child who has already found a man’s 
work—Miss Naom: Roype Smrru sees her hero as far a8 
his twenty-first birthday. She surrounds him with a vivid 
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crowd of patrons, colleagues and 
toadies, and stages his adventures at 
an academy of music on the Austrian 
frontier, in London, Paris and New 
York. Leaving it to the expert to 





decide whether his creator has sub- 
stantiated the technical side of Jake's 
achievement, I can vouch (like HOMER 
for Heen) for the effect he has on 
his world; on his mother the tranquil 
Desireé, who never made a crisis but 
always rose to one, on his chivalrous 
tutor Lingard, on Braun the great 
maestro, and on Adams the devoted 
music-seller turned agent and watch- 
dog. The knavish tricks of a bright 
young world are duly frustrated and 
an original curtain fitly ends a dis- 
tinguished and delightful book. 





Colonial Wild Flowers. 


Wild Flowers of the Great Dominions, 
By Lady Rockey, C.B.E., 
| Can scarcely lead to two opinions 
As to its worth and quality. 
Not merely does she fully cover 
Her chosen field, but she reveals 
| That charm of the true nature-lover 
Which learning frequently conceals. 


Her scope’s confined, for it embraces 
Those plants alone which may be found 
In Britain’s wide Colonial spaces 
Existing on their native ground. 
Those which are there by immigration 
Are touched upon, but these are not 
| Strictly within the limitation 
Of her far-flung wild-garden plot. 


Thus, not a book for those who travel 
And want a superficial view, 

It’s rather one which will unravel 
The problems of the student few. 
And yet it comes, as though to fill an 
| Avid demand which must be met, 
| With thirty coloured plates (Mac- 

MILLAN), 
At only 16/- net. 


“eG get 
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Leadsman. “ THeM LADS DOWN THERE, Sir, AVE PINCHED THE LEAD AN’ ARE 
TRYIN’ TO SELL IT BACK TO US.” 











Down Under. 
At the beginning of this century Mr. H. G. Watts enter- 
| tained the magazine-reading public with the adventures of 
| an intrepid young engineer who descended to the ocean 
| abyss in a steel shell containing a searchlight and provided 
| with a window from which he looked out upon an amazing 
world which had hitherto been only guessed at. The story 
was of course at that time a mere flight of the imagination, 
based on the scanty knowledge of the period. Yet the post- 
War world has lived to see the dream come true, and Dr. 
| Writ1aM BEEBE’s adventures, as set forth in Half a Mile 
Down (Tue Boney Heap, 18/-), must rank as an important 
scientific achievement of our progressive age. Beginning 
with comparatively shallow descents in the sunlit waters of 
Bermuda, Dr. Beebe with but one companion last year 
descended in a globular steel case over three thousand feet 
below the sea surface, where a view of the world without 
was afforded through windows of fused quartz three inches 
| thick and withstanding a pressure of thirty thousand tons. 
| There, by means of verbal descriptions to a telephone- 


operator in a vessel half-a-mile or more above him, he 
contrived to place on record something of the marvels he 
beheld. The many beautiful paintings and drawings in this 
book give some inkling of a world transcending the wildest 
dreams of a romanticist—a universe inhabited by fish that 
glow like beacons, devour creatures five times their own 
bulk, and often present such extraordinary variants gow 
the accepted piscine form as scarcely to be recognised as 
fish at all. wien though he is, Dr. Berse gives all 
due credit to the earlier adventurers of deep-sea explor- 
ation; and his history of diving, from classic times on- 
wards, is not the least entertaining portion of his book. 
The price of this fascinating work is a modest enough 
fare to the abyss and back. 


A Knave of Parts. 

In order to arrive at M. Sacua Gurrry’s Memoirs of a 
Cheat (GoLLaNcz, 6/-) I had to tear my way furiously 
through wretched little paper strands of peculiar recom- 
mendation which caused me to be full of prejudice and my 
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study to look as if it had recently been the scene of a 
wedding ; but after reading this delicious little book I had 
to admit to myself that beyond doubt it merited the 
rupturing of a thousand comic strips heralding the 
approval of this or that Society. In the first place it Is 
original; in the second, wise, and in the third it made me 
laugh. A pseudo-autobiography, it begins with its subject's 
ludicrous escape from “— as a small boy, and thence 
traces the course of his adventurous and diverting career 
and the growth of his even more diverting philosophy. 
Although he came to profit hugely by his ability to rob 
the Monégasque and other altars of the God of Chance, he 
is here entirely honest in his attempt to lay bare the soul 


| of a rogue of high principles. His observations on human 


| ze has still, more 
| than two hundred 


| grave doubts about 


| Cheviots from a moss- 
| troopers’ No-Man’s- 
| Land tothe boundary 


| and Times (THE Por- 


| He has hankerings 


life, wealth and manners the splendid penetration 
of cynicism on the grand scale, and his analyses of Paris 


| and Monte eipaity. ier J of Monte Carlo—are brilliant. 
i 


M. Gurrry has embellished his charming (and very occa- 
sionally shocking) work with a generous number of sketches, 













subject to human failings, he has a heart of gold and fally i 
deserves the happy ending. He meets with plenty of loves | 


and adventures in the course of the book, and the author’s| _ 


knowledge of the Indian scene lends a certain actuality to} _ 
all of them. This is, I think, Mr. Hizron Browy’s fifth | — 
novel, and it shows an advance in the art. As a rs 
gandist too he goes a long way towards putting the] 
“benighted Presidency’? on the map. 


An Enjoyable Combination. 
After reading a few pages of Out of the Rough (WILLIAMs | 
anp Norcate, 7/6) I little realised that a valuable 
addition to the literature of golf was in my hands. For 
with what turns out to be real instruction Mr. Josern T. 
Saaw has combined a love-story; and at first I did not 
imagine that they would go happily side by side. Mr. Saaw} 
has transported an American golf “rabbit’’ to Scotland, | 
where, under the instruction of a delightful old man, the 
rabbit is transformed into something at any rate resembling 








which are as fresh and 
funny as his writing. 


Self-Determination 
Mr. W.C. Macken- 


years after the event, 


the Treaty of Union 
that changed the 


between rival football 
camps. In his study, 
Andrew Fletcher of 
Saltoun: His Life 


POISE Press, 15/-), 
he allows his hero to 
voice a well-informed 
hatred of tyranny 
and a very serious sus- 
picion of Southrons. 





after Bannockburn. 





“ ALL THE SAME, I CAN’T BELIEVE THIS IS THE RIGHT WAY TO CATCH ‘EM.” 


a tiger. And while 
this transformation 
is taking place the 
American finds time 
to fall in love with a 
Scottish lassie. Per- 
haps the tale of this 
courtship is a little 
sentimental, but there 
is no doubt that the 
hints on golf are bris- 
tling with wisdom. 
It is claimed that 
this story will lower 
your golf-score, and, 
granted that you 
have the patience 
and determination of 
Mr.SuHaw’s American, 
I believe the claim 
to be just. 


Crimes. 

The publishers 
(STanLeY Pavt) of 
The 13th Chime (7/6) 








It is never perhaps difficult to fasten opinions, as reasonable 


| probabilities, on an exponent in whose recorded history 


| there are gaps, and 


r. MACKENZIE makes free use of 


| this liberty; yet certainly ANDREW FLETCHER was not 
_ slow in declaring his sentiments. He did not argue with 





his opponents in the last Scottish parliament; he simply 
told them. If they were not pleased, they had their 
choice between swords and pistols. Seeing that years 
before he had thrown the Monmouth Rebellion out of gear 
by shooting an important fellow-insurgent, his opinions 
were worthy of all respect. He was in fact universally 
respected and allowed to form a political party of one. 
This is a fascinating commentary on the conditions under 
which the Union was finally achieved. 


Modern Madras. 

Punch readers are familiar with the work of “H. B.,” 
the metrist. They now have a fresh opportunity of studying 
Mr. Hruron Brown the novelist. In pe Food (BuEs, 7/6) 
he allows his hero, Martin, tospend a certain time in Bomba y; 
but soon him back to his own beloved Madras. 
Martin \eads his life am the commercial community, 
removed from Government House and its circle. Though 


__ correctly assert that 
it is “an amazing thriller,” although to some of us who 
cannot digest an unlimited number of lurid incidents it may 
be more amazing than amusing. Starting with a murder and 
an escape from Dartmoor Prison, Mr. T. C. H. Jacoss, even 
among writers of sensational fiction, must be considered 
a lavish provider of excitement. The Foreign Secretary 
becomes involved in this network of crime, a mysterious 
drug plays a sinister part, and an international spy with 
his minions is never idle. For my own part I found the 
diet offered me lacking in variety, but by anyone who can 
live on thrills alone Mr. Jacoss will be warmly welcomed. 








Lines to a Lusty Smiter. 


(Written on learning that one Giwsierr, a farmer’s son, of 
Watchet, playing for Somerset in his first county match, smote 
the men of Essex to the tune of one hundred notches in sixty-three 
minutes, ) 





How comes it that this agricultural youth 
Can meet the wiliest ball and featly scotch it? 

Simple and elementary is the truth: 

His GIMBLETT eye enables him to Watchet. 
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stand for?” asks) 


| seats are occupied. | 





| ment that labora- | 
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HAY-FEVER is believed to have been 
delayed this year by the high winds and 
cold weather. The wrong people have 
been sneezing. 4 x 


Many cricketers agree with the South 
Africans in their[™ 
dislike of a band 
playing while they 
bat. Few bands- 
men, on the other 
hand, are in the 
least distracted by 
cricket. 





One of our gos- | 
sip-writers reminds 
us that the Derby | 
of 1887 was won| 
by Bendigo. Run- | 
ning, asmanyrace- | 
goers will recall, | 
under the name of 
Merry Hampton. | 


“What does the | 


a writer. Simply | 
because all the} 


The announce- 





tory-workers have 
discovered how to 
absorb carbon di- 
oxide from the air 
and waterand con- 
vert it into sugar 
in one process, as 
plants do, has 
thrilled scientists | 
and doctors. But 
it has deepened the 
gloom in the sugar- | 
beet industry. 





| 


Microphones bi 


which make speech sound less sibilant 
are being adopted by the B.B.C. It is 
understood, however, that other ar- 
rangements will be made for broad- 
casters who lisp. , » 


The final heat of a swimming handi- 
cap in the Serpentine was decided 
during a heavy downpour. The com- 
petitors were drenched. 


* & 
* 


An Evesham motorist who collided 
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j Small Thing. 
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with a window-cleaner and knocked 
him into a crate of cabbages complains 
that the man threatened to punch his 
head. There seems no pleasing some 
people — 

“What is being done with the 
stretches of mud-flats all over Britain ?” 


demands a critic. Lots of them, we 








fear, are being advertised as ‘ideal 
building estates.” 

+ & 

* 

“Where, nowadays, are the world’s 
best pig-producers to be found ?”’ won- 
ders a writer. In sties, we should guess. 

> & 
*% 

An artist confesses that he always 
finds it difficult to paint the portrait 
of a man with a beard. He should use 
a brush 


AA 


“Taat SMYTHE CHILD CANT RIDE YET.” 
Smaller Thing. “ An! I SPECK SHE STARTED TOO LATE.” 


A race between jobbing-gardeners 
pushing their wheelbarrows was held 
at a village féte last week-end. The 
result is not known yet. 

According to a medical correspon- 
dent, a good way to keep cool is to twist 
the wrists to and fro. Another way of 
r ge ue td course is to bend 


the elbow. 


% % 
| A town-crierhas 
| been invited to 
}open the batting 
}in a cricket-match 
jin aid of charity. 


| bowled first bawl. 
* + 

| 

| Last week a cen- 


' 


| his birthday with 


ja cake holding a 
|}hundred candles. 
| It may bedescribed 
as a fine blow-out. 
¥ 
A manina North 
London court said 
| he came from Auch- 
| termuchty. 
|of people couldn't 
| say that. 


| 

| 

| * % 
| * 

| 


We are told of 
a fifteen-year-old 
girl who reads a 
| book while practis- 
| ing the piano. The 
difficulty of this 
| feat will be appre- 
iciated by those 
| who have tried to 
'read while little 
| girls were practis- 
jing. « « 
| A 


| Cork is being 
| used as paving for 
| new roads, we are 
Sts whe ao !told. Just the 
thing for bottle-necks. 


* & 
* 


“The soles of slippers should be 
felt,” says a shoemaker. A great many 
small boys will disagree with this 
statement. » % 

* 


“Hundreds of men nowadays get 
paid good salaries for what is nothing 
but sheer incompetence,” declares a 
Member of Parliament. Well, he 
should know. 








| Bad luck if he was | 


tenarian celebrated 


Lots | 
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The Sacrifice. 


O Icuasop, O Ichabod! the glory is departed. 
Forgive my incoherence, but I don’t know what to do. 
They’ve taken my moustache away and I am broken- 
h . 





They wouldn’t let me wear it in the Aldershot Tattoo. 


They bribed me with a wig and with the glories of the 
eant ; 
They said it wasn’t suited to the eighteenth century; 
They said they wouldn’t spoil my looks as much as I 
imagined, 
Though I was so attached to it and it attached to me. 
Right nobly the condemned moustache still twirled 
throughout the morning, 
Right gallant was its bearing in an atmosphere of gloom ; 
Then, for the last and final time my countenance adorning, 
It went with me without reproach but proudly to its doom. 


_ The barber clipped it once and twice and lathered it and 


shaved it, 
And all my crowning glory lay about me on the floor; 


| But now the situation’s saved—my sacrifice has saved it, 





And the anachronism now need trouble us no more. 


About me in the ring shall flash the halberd and the 
claymore ; : 
Bewigged and glorious I shall move to my appointed 
place ; 
But this I swear: I'l] not remain clean-shaven for a day more 
Than need be till I right the wrong I did upon my face. 








Impossible Stories. 


1L—The Nouveaux Riches. 


ONCE upon a time there was a young couple called Alfred 
and Emily Harris, who with their three children lived in 
the basement of a tenement-house in Islington. 

They were dreadfully poor, a fact which you with your 
amazing quick-wittedness have doubtless already guessed. 
They were so poor that Alfred and Emily often went hungry 
so that they could pay the rent and so that their children 
need not go about barefoot in the streets; so poor that the 





_ children often went about barefoot so that their parents 


might pay the rent and not go hungry. 

In spite of it all, however, Alfred and Emily were happy. 

Each morning Alfred whistled gaily as he went off to 
take up his usual position outside the Labour Exchange, 
and Emily hummed to herself as she watered the aspidistra 
and washed up the plates. The children whistled off to 
school in the morning and hummed back again in the after- 
noon; and sometimes of an evening the neighbours or 
Emily's relations dropped in for a nice hum and a spot of 
tea with a dash in it. 

So, you see, everything went hummingly. 

One day, however, A bought a ticket in the Irish 
Sweepstake, and his horse, which was French, won. Natur- 
— who was half-English and half-Welsh, won too. 

ou guessed that? All right. 

Well, Alfred, whistling louder than ever, brought his 
winnings home in his pocket and laid them before Emily. 

“You shall have everything you want in the whole wide 
world,” he said; at least he didn’t actually say those 
words, because he left out the “h”’ in “have” and “ whole,” 
but that’s what he meant. 

“Coo!” said Emily. ‘I want a big house with a garden; 
{ want diamonds and rubies and sables; I want millions of 
toys for the kiddies, and a great deal of food.” 





“Right,” replied Alfred ; “they're as good as yours. | 
a rich man now.” 

So the Harrises packed up their few belongings, threw | 
them away, and went to live in a large mansion in Maida | 
Vale. There they started life all over — a 

Alfred bought himself ten of the loudest check suits he | 
could find and a gold watch complete with chain. , 
bought herself a mink coat and a diamond tiara. The 
children bought themselves three bicycles and at least q 
ton of nougat. : 

Alfred invested his money wisely and well—chiefly in 
beer, of which he was inordinately fond. Each year he 
grew fatter and richer and more bloated-looking. And each | 
year Emily wore richer and more bloated-looking diamonds, 
And each year the children ate more and more nougat and 
became greener and greener in the face as the result. 

Need I say that Alfred supported all Emily’s relations, 
her aunts and her uncles and her cousins? He also 
supported many of his old friends, so that about twenty.’ 
five people benefited by Alfred’s good fortune. And all 
Emily's relations and Alfred’s friends grew large and round 
and smooth, and had fat fingers and dyed their hair and 
wore sealskin-coats on the hottest days. ; 

But, dear reader, were they Pye That is the vital 
question. They had money and all that money can buy— 
automobiles, aeroplanes, yachts, and of course a lot of other 
things, like champagne and lobster and asparagus out of 
season. But could they truthfully say as they lay o’ nights 
in their big feather-beds—could they honestly confess as 
they stooped to pick up the eiderdown for the ninth time, 
that they were utterly and completely happy ! 

They could! They were in heaven—every one of them. 

Each time Alfred lay in his hot scented bath he remem 
bered the time when there wasn’t a hot scented bath to 
lie in, and he thanked God there was a hot scented bath 
to lie in now. And as he lay there he whistled just as he 
used to whistle in Islington, only if anything he whistled 
more loudly. 

And do you suppose Emily didn’t hum ? 

Of course she hummed. As she pinned an emerald 
brooch or an orchid into her corsage she hummed with 
passionate intensity, like a humming-bird working overtime. 

Did Emily ever think with regret of her cosy tenement- 
house, with its touching aspidistra and its lovable creat 
crawlies, and of the love she and Alfred bore each 
between its quaintly-peeling walls? Believe me, she 
did not. 

Alfred and Emily loved each other with the same love, } 
only now that they were no longer hungry or cold or anxious 
they had time to love each other harder than ever. 

Yes, every year they grew fatter and sleeker, and the | 
outside world—which is you and I—thought that they | 
looked perfectly beastly rolling about in their orange i 
Royce. “They can’t be really happy,” we sighed, smugly 
looking at our rather worn fur tippet, because, as every: | 
body knows, riches do not bring happiness. Nobody rich 
has ever been happy. After all, one cannot buy happiness. 

Meanwhile Alfred and Emily, all unconscious 0 
scornful “outside world,” continued to live in splendour 
in Maida Vale; and as they grew older and older and richer 
and richer they became happier and happier, and 
whistled and hummed more and more loudly. 

Then at last they died—Alfred first, suddenly and cheet- 
fully while he was tying his bootlaces; and Emily second, 
after a short illness due to a surfeit of caviar. 

They left behind them a sorrowing family and a lot of | 
money with which their children could assuage their sorrow, | 
as through their tears they repeated Alfred's favourite ) 
motto: “Too much is Better than a Feast.” V.G. 
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“ You HERE? 


“T po, scT GABRIEL ADOREs IT.” 
“YouR HUSBAND?” 
“Don’? BE ABSURD—MY PEKE.” 


| THOUGHT YOU HATED BRIGHTGATE.” 














The Servant Arts. 


“Mine,” said the scruffy-looking 
chap who had started by borrowing a 
match, “is a tragedy of jealousy. 





| Although,” he went on in the manner 


of one determined to have the thing 
right whatever the cost to his audi- 


ence, “that is not perhaps a complete 
| analysis of the case. It — be better 
| to draw the com 


n between my 
story and that of Rembrandt’s frame- 
maker, with which it has the essentials 
in common. 

“You have heard of Van Houten?” 


| (His eyes dared me to pretend that I 





| had.) ‘He and Rembrandt were boys 


together at Bruges. Rembrandt—the 
fact is now quite generally recognised 
—Wwas a very competent painter. Van 
Houten used to frame his pictures, and 
Van Houten was an artist. 

“It is not too much to say that 
before Van Houten’s time picture- 
— was a mere trade in the 
Netherlands. For generations they 
had been in the habit of nailing a bit 
of woodwork around a picture, and 
the more conscientious craftsmen had 
essayed a little simple carving—fluting 


at the top and bottom, perhaps, with 
a pair of Corinthian pillars, or of urns 
that had long outgrown their strength, 
at the sides. But these things at the 
best were mere borders or surrounds. 

“Van Houten was contemptuous of 
convention. He was the first to intro- 
duce those little knobs, like grapes, and 
then a year or two later, to show that 
they could be grown not only down- 
wards but sideways and upwards as 
well. One or two of the old school had 
used acanthus leaves, but his was the 
idea to merge one end of the leaf into 
the crest of a breaking wave. No one 
but Van Houten would have dared 
such an innovation as a Scottish targe 
surrounded by dandelion leaves, or 
a heraldic shield joined by tendrils 
to a number of acorns or fleur-de-lys 
running in a spiral. 

“Of course he was mauled by the 
critics, called highbrow and charlatan 
by the masses, but he was oblivious to 
such influences. So for years Rem- 
brandt and Van Houten remained 
unrecognised—Rembrandt because he 
did not know the right people; Van 
Houten because it is the will of the 


gods that supreme genius should suffer 
neglect. 


“Then one day Rembrandt, by} 
representing that he was related to a] 
well-known tulip-grower of the same} 
name, contrived to get an order for @ 
portrait out of the Burgomaster of | 
Dordrecht. The price, framed com- | 
plete and delivered free, was forty | 
guilders. Although this was at the time } 
when the Dutch School was at the 
height of its activity and when, a 
to the smallness of the population 
the Netherlands, it was inevitable that 
a public functionary like a burgomaster 
should be painted twenty or thirty | 
times a month, the commission Was 
not to be despised, and the two friends 
worked with a will. 

“A few days after the picture had 
been completed and sent off a messen- | 
ger arrived at their poor garret bring 
ing back Rembrandt’s portrait wi 
a printed slip clipped on to it: The 
Burgomaster regrets that he is unable | 
to make use of the attached portrait, 
for the offer of which he is, however, 
much obliged,’ and a cheque for sixty | 
guilders for the frame, which had been } 
retained. 

“Van Houten behaved like a gentle- 
man and split the money with . 
friend; but Rembrandt never forgot} 
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the blow to his pride. He spent his 
thirty guilders on night-classes at the 
Dutch School, and laid himself out 
thenceforward to attend all the 
schnapps-parties given by Madame 
Van der Gerck, the headmistress. So 
successful was this policy that in a 
few months his name was made. 
Within five years he was so famous that 
the superstitious Flemings would un- 
cover their heads in the presence of one 
of his pictures, convinced that the work 
of so great a man must be good for the 
roots of the hair. 

“You might think that in his pros 
perity he would have shown gratitude 
to Van Houten, the original source of 
his good fortune. It is true that he paid 
the thirty guilders back with the 
addition of interest at the ruling rate 
of four-and-a-half per cent., but from 
that day forward he never risked the 
distraction of attention from a picture 
by using a Van Houten frame. Van 
Houten, a chagrined and disappointed 
man, threw up picture-framing in 
disgust and took to designing plaster- 
cornices for sitting-rooms; but the 
genius had gone out of him and he 
sank into an early grave. 

“It is a pity that you didn’t know 
the story of Rembrandt’s frame- 
maker,” continued the narrator 
‘Here ’s the best part of this pint 
gone and I have not yet come to the 
point. Oh, very well; thanks very 
much. 

“My genius, like that of Van 
Houten, expressed itself through one 
of the dependent arts. My father was 
an indexer before me, and, although 
he never achieved any great public 
recognition, he was responsible for 
some of the finest things of his time 
As a boy I was fascinated by his work 
used to know whole pages of it off by 
heart. ‘Wellington, Duke of, Queen’s 
first meeting with, 39; his campaign 
in the Peninsula, some anecdotes con- 
cerning, 115; his wit, 169; and Savings 
Banks, 216; did not much believe in 
steam-engines, 267; his death and 
funeral, 249, his character, 251-3’ 
how it all comes back to me! 

“In a childish way I used to try to 
emulate him. Only the other day I 
came across a scrap of baby-writing 
beginning :— 


Accident, serious, to Jack and 


Jill, 27; danger of, to Baby, in 
event of breakage of bough, 43. 


Accountancy, instance of indulgence 
in by royalty, 16. 

Arachnid, Miss Muffet disturbed by, 5 

Boy, good, Little Jack Horner de 


scribes himself as, 9 
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rHAT THE BOBBY THAT PINCHED YER FER BRIKIN’ THAT WINDER?” 
fuatr’s nicut, I see 'E DIDN'T GET 'IS PROMOTION, AFTER ALL.” 








However, I am wandering from the 
story. So soon as I was allowed to leave 
school I secured employment with a 
publisher. I may say now with all 
modesty that I took my place imme- 
diately at the top of my profession. 
That was my misfortune. One critic 
after another, under obligation to 
praise the book that I had indexed, 
would use some such phrase as: “The 
index, however, is beyond praise,’ 

Chis superbly-indexed book,’ or, ‘The 
index more than atones for any faults 
in the text and alone is well worth the 


guinea.’ Soon authors, before agreeing 
to pay for the publication of any book, 
were insisting upon a clause in the 
contract excluding my employment. 
My livelihood was gone and I was re- 
duced to the condition in which you 
see me now—dependent for my bread 
on casual time-table work or on occa- 
sional commissions to arrange lists 
of guests in alphabetical order—the 
merest journalism. 

“No, no, you are too kind; not an- 
other—unless of course you are having 
one yourself.” 
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At the Pictures. 


Nox, Cowarp. 

Tue latest event of the noisily and 
restlessly revolving movie world is, I 
assume, the appe of Nor. 
Cowarp, for whom, in The Scoundrel, 
a fitting play has been prepared, 








da towd 


DISLLLUSIONISED EPIGRAMMATIST 
LOOKING FOR A TEAR. 
“] wien | COULD BELIRVE THE HEAVENS 
WERE WEEPING FoR we,” 


Anthony Mallare . . . . Nos Cowanp. 


Whether, once the interest of novelty 
has passed, it will please ordinary taste 
inn matter for conjecture, since pub. 
lishers and authors are not supposed 
to be popular material; but there is no 
doubt as to its cleverness as a produc- 
tion or as to the wisdom of entrustin 

the leading character—the scoundrel, 
inshort—to Nort Cowarp, I maysay 
at once that as Anthony Mallare, the 
breaker of hearts and homes—cynical 


and yet self-woundingly honest—this 





remarkable personality, who could 
always act, acts extremely well, and is 
supported by a very carefully-chosen 
company, all good 

Indeed, Jute Haypon as Cora 
Moore, principal vietim of Anthony, is 
more than good and likely to become one 
of the sereen’s chief supporters. I wish 
I could do justice to the rest of the cast, 
but it is very long and I am not too 
sure of the names. Let me, however, 
say that the poet with the harsh voice, 
the composer who pretended to have 
gone to Bermuda, and the fortune-teller, 
all seemed to me to be exact. 

When we come to the second half of 
the story we are on leas sure ground; 
for here the scoundrel, who hitherto 
has had his own reckless way, must, 


after drowning, walk the earth in 
misery until Saents tears, honestly 
shed for him, soothe him to a quiet 
grave, This deed of expiation we have 
to watch, and I confess to feelingdoubts, 
which Mr, Cowan, who prefers to be 
debonair and witty, seemed to share. 
But the play, much of which is by that 
fearless writer, Ben Hecwr, should be 
seon, even if it adds but little to our 
knowledge of publishers’ private lives 
and designs for living 


I am glad that I arrived early at 
Mr. Cowarp's film, because it was 
preceded by an old-fashioned farce en- 
titled MeFadden's Flats as unlike 
The Scoundrel as could be (in fact 
bearing the relationship of Abie's Jrish 
Rose to The Vortex); and who should 
be in it but another whilom associate 
of W. C. Fretps and truant from 
vaudeville. Many readers of Punch 
will romomber Waurer ©. Kexy, 
“The Virginia Judge,” who used to 
come every year to the Palace Theatre 
and tell good stories, negro, Italian and 
Irish. Well, here he is as McFadden, 
& Hibernian ex-bricklaying boss in 
America, with a rebellious pretty 
daughter and a wheedling wife and a 
Scotch friend seeretly jonding him 
money, and, finally, with a new partner 
inex bricklayer Hall, now a millionaire. 
Such a company make for fun, the 
quality of which may be indicated if 


say that ex-bricklayer Hall spends 
time in seeking the yourg man who 





uD. 

A BUCKSHEE HAIR.CUT 
dock MeTavish . 
Dan MeFadden . 


. Anpy Crype. 
. Wavrer C. Kenny. 


knocked down his son—for no other 
reason, as, to our surprise, we discover, 
than to shake him by the hand, This 
Hall, by the way, is very well played by 
Grorok Barnier, who does not, how- 
ever, get his name into the larger and 
more honourable type that he deserves, 


The last sentence of the officia! 


précis of the story of Roberta—as to 





whose authorship the programme ig 
2 age perhaps enough of the 
plot: “Misundorstandings are swept 
away when John learns that Ladislaw 
is merely Stephanie's cousin” —for 
without misunderstandings, lasting for 
the necessary time, where would 
musical comedies like Roberta be? | 
must, however, add that it is not for 








PLAY ME TO SLEEP, 
Roberta . 


. Heten Wesriny 


ite misunderstandings, or for John 
(although he is seven feet tall and very 
handsome), or for Ladislaw (although 
he is a Russian prince)), or for Stephanie 
(although she is a prominent figure 
with too much singing), or for Roberta 
herself (although she dies early in the 
play, which successful Paris cou/uriéres 
seldom do) that people throng to the 
Tivoli, [tisfornoneof these, but fortwo 
characters who do not appear in that 
final sentence: Huck, the Seodeosia 
played by Frep Astaire, and Liste 
(datz, otherwise the Countess NSchar- 
wenka, played by Gryarr Roars 
Nothing matters but the dancing of 
these two, and more particularly the 
dancing of Frep Astaire, who not 
only can do, with those marvellous feet, 
nothing wrong, but proves again what 
& loss was ours when Jack HuLnert 
took to preferring jokes to ce ;' 





“ Hixtna Sanpwionrs,” 
Caption in Sporting Paper. 
Who let them out? 
An Impending Apology. 

“At the Town Hall several people made 
apoochesa, Then the Governor made a speech 
it was so hot that several poople fainted,” 

Sehoolboy's Description of Punction. 





Priceless Opportunity for Paragons. 
“Lady's Personal Maid Required in 
country. Willing to travel. Muat be good 
soamatrosa, have knowledge of hairdrowung, 
manioure, and sick nursing, and a linguist 
(moderate) in German, French, Italian, bing 
lish languages easential, Willing to under 
take houseliold duties, Salary £45.2£50." 
Newepaper Adv. 
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Dustman Ene '’s A nit OF LUCK 


Blackmail. 


“Now that Peter has left you 
wrote Jane, “Tam wondering whether 
you could take Timothy for a few days 
Egbert and I are thinking 

l interrupted my wife, who was read 
ing the letter aloud, with a groan 

“You liked having Peter,” she re 
minded me 

“ Peter,” L pointed out 
brought up on the no-punishment 
theory. The worst of it is,” I con 
tinued gloomily, “we obliged Helen 
and LI don’t see how we can get out of 
obliging Jane 

Jane had in fact taken our consent 
for granted, and her letter contained 
detailed instructions for the handling 
of Timothy Phyllis read them to mx 
Timothy's nature, it appeared, was 
being allowed to expand as freely as 
a flower 

So-called naughtiness 
is simply the Self investigating the 
Not-Self, It must never be checked 
with much more in the same strain 
leading to the conclusion that a sing! 
moment's harshness would wreck th: 
good work of years, 


is not being 


Jane wrote 








rep \ Tor. at; 


Well, if we 
1 said 


forward to it 


must have him we 
muat But I’m not looking 

1 was therefore ayrroeably surprised 
to find Timothy very much like any 
other child, He helped me to push the 
lawn-mower He collected all the 
weeds | had removed from the raters 
and carefully replanted them among 
the antirrhinums, He led me into deep 
ugument about how we could be at 
the same time in Little Wurgleton, 
Suffolk and England, But he showed 
no signe of naughtiness 

Then came a wet day Phyllis 
thought ‘Timothy would be quite good 
with me in the study, I supplied him 
with a wad of stationers’ samples and 
a box of crayons, and silence reigned 
while we devoted ourselves respec 
tively to art and literature, After a 
time Timothy spoke I'm going to 
biff into vou,” he said 

l nodded absently, without taking 
my mind off my work, The next thing 
I knew was that Timothy's hard little 
head landed with a lightning rush in 
the middle of my watstcoat 

1 ought, | know, to have observed 
this with reverence as a young know. 
lodge-secker’s experiment on the Self 
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AND MY PADGHTRR & WEDDING ONLY THRERM DAYS OFF 


and the Not-Self I behaved in a 
manner that was both old-fashioned 
and, from Jane's point of view, re 
tionary, though not unduly violent 

It was with a sickening horror that 
| realised | had destroyed a whole 
acheme of education, Worse still was 
the knowledge that Timothy always 
told his mother everything: it was the 
yreat point of her ayetem-——no fear, no 
concealment, no deceitfulnesa, T knew 
ahe would never forgive me 

Not that he had suffered any real 
harm. I thought indeed he had taken 
it very well for the first smacking of 
his life. He manfully blinked back his 
tears 

“Daddy doea that sometimes,” he 
said, “and then he gives me a penny, 
he added, “for being a brave boy.” 

I paid up like a lamb 


It ia believed that the outhreak waa due 
to a gas-welder igniting an ineulting cork.” 
Rurmese Paper 


Perhaps it popped at him 


"Mr, Ratmany MacDonald, acoompaniod by 
Mias lahbel MacDonald, left Puaton laat night 


at 10.555 for Edinburgh News dtem 


Or do they mean “ Fife! 
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Journalism Without Tears. 


I HAVE a most unusual announce- 
ment to make to my readers this week. 





* we bd 
Your fat old friend is in good health. 
i ae 


This has never occurred before in all 
the time that this column has been 
written for your weekly edification. 


ee 
It is not altogether an unmixed 
blessing. It raises the problem of 


subject-matter for the first half of this 
article. A icularly large amount 


of hard work is going to be involved. 


| have frequently pointed out to my 
readers that nothing can be achieved 
without a very great deal of very hard 
work. * + a 


A large number of enormously rich 
men have frequently informed me of 
this fact. Your humble servant can also 
vouch for it personally. Hard work and 
rigid self-denial have been the founda- 
tion of any large fortune you care to 


name, of + * 


| am writing these lines while lying 
in bed. There is a long cigar between 
my teeth and several pillows at my 
back, so that [ am not altogether un- 
comfortable. A drink is being mixed 
for me at this very moment. 

a 4 Bo 

That is thirty lines so far without 
counting the dots. A long way to go 
yet, I fear. Still thirty lines is some- 


thing. * oa * 
It is thirty-five lines now. 
ee 


And now a little quotation to help 
things along. Here it is:— 
“Much have I travelled in the realms of 


gold, 
And many goodly states and kingdoms 


seen ; 


Round many western islands have I 


been, 
Which bards in fealty to Apollo hold ; 
Oft of one wide expanse had I been told 
That deep-browed Homer ruled as hia 
demesne : 
Yet did I never breathe its pure serene 
Till I heard Chapman speak out loud 
and bold ; 
Then felt I like some watcher of the skies 
When a new planet swims into his ken ; 
Or like stout Se ae 
He stared at the Pacific, and all his men 
Looked at each ot with a wild 
surmise— 
Silent, wpon a peak in Darien.” 
ee 
A trifle irrelevant perhaps, but it is 


difficult to be relevant when you are 
half asleep. And that reminds me of 
another poem, which I propose to save 
until next week. 

es 


The poem quoted above was written 
by Keats. Some of you will have 
read it before. The writings of Keats 
are, in my estimation, very beautiful 
indeed. So too is the photograph 
which I have provided for you to feast 
your eyes upon this week. 


of bd 


How it came to be published is 
rather interesting. 


ae eS 
I will tell you about it. 
ee ee 


There are certain ugly, rich and 
titled old women who would give 
their very eyes to appear in this 
column. They would also be prepared 
to part with considerable sums of 
money. ee 

Now I am fond of money. In fact 
it would be no exaggeration to say that 
I like it very much indeed. But I 
prefer to make it at roulette. 


ee 
They are now in the act of mixing 
me another whisky-and-soda. 
pit, Le 
To revert to the picture then. 
= 
I was seated in my office examin. 
ing the likenesses of some candidates 
for publicity when, glancing out of the 
window, | happened to perceive the 
lady whose features are here depicted 
for your benefit. I immediately sent 
a man out to take a photograph. 


ah Ba Ba 


I am unable to give you the lady's 
name as I do not yet know it myself. 
Perhaps, alas! I never shall. But you 
hever Know, 

ne 


The ten-thousand-a-year job that I 
offered to readers last week is unfortu- 
nately no longer available. Correspon- 
dence on this subject is now closed. 


oe: 2 
Half-a-column still to go. I will 
oceupy the space in giving a message 
of reassurance to my readers. 
Sen Se 


This talk of bombing planes is just 
so much nonsense. During the last 
war an attempt was made to bomb 
your humble servant. A crack German 





bombing-squadron missed me _ four 
times out of four from a height of three 
thousand feet. This proves conclu. 
sively that accuracy in the droppin 
of bombs is quite impracticable o 
achievement. 

fom 


It necessarily follows that there will 
be no European War within the next 
hundred years, even if they want one 
in the City, which is still a matter of 
doubt. 

eS ss 

I am not in favour of war myself, 

¢* *# & 


I am, however, still in favour of 
newspapers. 








Le Mot Juste ; or, Love Lyric 
Up to Date. 


(The British Colour Council has issued a 
table or chart in which all the colours are 
coded, numbered and defined, | 





Ort have I sought, but vainly, 
Sweet Mabel of my heart, 

The language that would plainly 
Depict thee as thou art, 

And now at last I’m able 

With certitude to label 

Thy charms, my matchless Mabel, 
With this delightful chart. 


Now can I tell precisely 
That all the world may know 
Beyond a doubt how nicely 
Thy B-2 lovelocks glow. 
Anon a ray from heaven 
Changes their A-1-7 
To B.C.C.-11, 
And then to A-2-4). 


Thy cheeks—let others dither 
About the rose’s hue! 

The fairest rose may wither ; 
They generally do, 

But mine are never fated 

To see their bloom abated ; 

They are for ever rated 
B.C.C,-9-0-2. 


Thy teeth—there used to come times 
When these I would define 

As pearls—but pearls are sometimes 
Quite black, O mistress mine. 

So be it now my mission 

To label thy dentition 

With clearer definition 
E-1-2-4-0-9. 


Then let my thanks be tendered 
To thee, O B.C.C., 

Because thou hast engendered 
This gracious code for me. 

Now, aided by thy table, 

At last-—at last I’m able 

To paint my mistress Mabel, 
My inexpressive She. 


ee 
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The Word War. 


XI. 





I aGREE with numerous warriors 
that these unattractive months should 


_ be expelled from the English calendar. 
| Our own months have charming names. 
| Some of them are short as well as sweet 


—April, May and June; and the longer 


_ ones can, in writing, be intelligibly 


abbreviated. So that the offices where 
Frantic Hurry seems to dictate the 
letters have no good excuse for 
writing— 
“on the first ult.” 
when what they mean is 
“on May Ist.” 


Indeed, the hasty style is not only 
uglier but longer. And even 


“on May the first” 


is only two characters longer than ‘on 
the Ist ult.,” which should not fatally 
delay the typist boasting her sixty 
words a minute. 

The odd thing is that the very per- 
sons who insist on larding their letters 
with unnecessary Latin are loudest 
with the cry that the “dead languages’’ 
are studied in vain, Those, they say, 
who would flourish in the “real life’’ 
of trade need only the plain straight- 
forward language of an English busi- 
ness-man. To be intelligible is all—to 
be ornamental is nothing. Yet there 
must be millions of our citizens who 
have not the least notion what is meant 
by dear inst., prox. and ult. I studied 
the Latin language for about seven- 
teen years; but to this day I do not 
know why “inst.” denotes the month 
now passing. For “instans,” if I re- 
member right, means “pressing on,” 
or “attacking,” and, if so, “imstante 
mense”’* would be more apt for the 
month which is approaching. These 
pretentious fragments must not be 
used again. 

P.S.—I have discovered a fourth 
supernumerary month ;— 


“Further to my letter of the 4th 
instant and with reference to yours 
of the 3rd idem .. .” 


But this should be eodem. 


EXERCISE FoR Bossy. 
Who wrote the following !— 


(1) “O to be in England now that inst. 
is there!” 





* It must be “instante” (not “instant’’), 
for all authorities agree that “prox.” and 
“ult.” are short for “proximo” and “ulti- 


2g "-mense. 


(2) “For I’m to be Queen of the pror.. 
Mother, ; 
I’m to be Queen of the proz.!’ 


(3) “In the merry month of ult... . 


(4) ‘‘And what is so rare as a day in 
idem?”’ 


” 


Logorrhea. 

“.. , a definite improvement in 
health can be observed. It should be 
noticed in connexion with the latter 
point that regular outdoor exercise 
is an important contributing factor.” 

The Times, May 9. 


I have invented logorrhcea—or, if 
you prefer it, logorrhage. Like pyor- 
rhoea (see the tooth-paste advertise- 
ments), it afflicts three out of four. 

This sentence is taken from a 
philanthropic letter on the leader-page 
of The Times. The writer wishes to say 
that regular outdoor exercise helps to 
give a man good health. Not a new, 
startling or complicated thought; but 
the worthy fellow has had to use nine- 
teen words to express it. Notice, war- 
riors, with fierce delight— 


“in connexion with the latter 
point,” 
and 
“is an important contributing 
factor.” 
Sterilize. 


“The satellite town, with its wide 
belt of sterilized land, is a concrete 
proposition; but works are essential 
to anchor the population, and no 
practical or certain means of plant- 
ing these has yet been suggested... .” 

The Times, May 9. 


This sentence, taken from a letter to 
The Times, contains more metaphors 
to the square inch, more madly mixed, 
than three volumes of Hansard. (Note, 
for example, the planting of the anchor, 
which is going to fasten the population 
to the satellite town—a _ concrete 
proposition.) But enormous areas of 
paper are over-run by this sort of 
sentence every day, and the real point 
of interest is the use of the word 
“sterilized.” This simple verb, Bobby, 
means to make sterile; and “ sterile ” 
means :— 


“Barren: not producing fruit or 
offspring. (1) Of soil, a country, etc. 


xo? 


Unproductive of vegetation. 1572. 


But in the sentence quoted, and in all 
official talk about Town-planning and 
Green Belts, the word is used in a 
precisely contrary sense. For the Town- 
planners and Green-Belters, when they 
propose to “sterilize” a given area, 





_is build on it. Very odd. The politicians, 


mean that it shall not be sterile, that it 
shall produce nothing but vegetation 
and natural life, as opposed to build. 
ings. It is like saying that you will 
cultivate land when what you mean 


no doubt, will defend their baseness 
as a simple extension of the medical 
“sterilize.” But that will not do. For 
when the doctor “sterilizes”’ an instru- 
ment he really does make it barren of 
animal and vegetable life. Besides, even 
for a town-planner, to treat every 
human habitation as the equivalent of 
bacteria or bugs is a little unfair. 

“Well,” the Town-planner replies, 
“you know what we mean by sterilize, 
at least, and if you don’t like it, what 
do you suggest ?”’ 

It is not, Town-planner, our job to 
provide you with a Christian vocabu- 
lary; but, constructive as always, we 
do suggest that it is quite unnecessary 
for you to use your “sterilize” in this 
imbecile manner while there are such 
simple words as “preserve” and 
“protect”’ available. Your intention is 
a noble and beautiful one—to preserve 
the country, to keep the land green, 
Why use an ugly word which smells 
of iodoform? Let your statute speak 
of “protected spaces” or “ preserved 
areas,” or, better still, “green lands 
(as defined in Section 389 (2) (b)).” 
It is not really quicker to say ‘South 
Surrey shall be sterilized”’ than to say 
“South Surrey shall be kept green.” 

I would rather you manufactured a 
new adjective, “green-kept,” or a new 
verb, “to evergreen,” than spoke of 
“sterilizing’’ our beloved fields. And, 
since you ask me, I think the best 
course is for the town-planning and 
housing world to adopt as a technical 
term “greenland”’ (one word) to signify 
what you would now call “a statutory 
sterilized area.” Your sentence would 
then begin— 


“The satellite town, with its wide 
belt of greenland . . .” 


It would be as easy, surely, to impose 
that term upon the nation as it has 
been to make it swallow “sterilized.” 
Now leave me. 


Anticipate again. 


“*T anticipate to prove conclu- 
sively,’ said Mr. Edmunds, ‘that the 
defendant knew perfectly well that 
the jewelry was not his property.’ ” 

The Times, May 10. 


And Mr. EpmMunps was Counsel for 
the Crown in the prosecution of a 
Duke. O fie! Perhaps the importance 
of the case bewildered him. The odd 
thing is that earlier in the hearing Mr. 
nn 
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t it E DMUNDS said that he expected to [ EBA: POSTAGE ae 
ion prove that the Duke had done this or iy ‘ 
ld. that; so that he is estopped, as the 
vill lawyers say, from pleading that he did | 
an not know the word “‘expect.” I cannot 
ns, believe that my learned brother in the y 4 ) | 
eas law believes that “anticipating”’ is the ma fe PA 
cal same as “expecting,” or that “‘antici- " I} i it 
For pate” is the more elegant word. In | “? i hi Hh aA hy waif! ‘org i hall, 
ru fact the thing is a mystery. a 
. of } Nore ror Bossy erm aregen my mR mya 
a | | eR oe | 
ery | “Anticipate,” Bobby dear, has al- 
of | ways (or should have) the idea of doing | i > 
| or taking something in advance of ( ifs }, dee 4 
me | something—before the proper, natural matt h ; As, LOY ‘ ti _ 
wm or appointed time (strictly, it means to Wh Spas 
hat seize ante or beforehand). If you ask | s 
your idiot of a father to give you a | 
. bicycle, you may or may not expect to | 
Ae get it, but you do not anticipate to get | 
wi | it (unless you are appearing for the y 
| Crown). Now, if your father pops in | 
he | with a strong “No, Bobby, I won't & AAI i | 
: h | give you a bicyele”’ when you have | aN i 
” | only said, “Please, Daddy ” he | 7} o> iz | 
ind | may be said to anticipate your request, | i 4 Hy) Wiis e\ 
naa | or the end of your sentence a = ih » & ny ryt it + S | 
| | Cie e sees = \ 4 \\ 
en. | Here is a good example: | di 4 A - | 
ells “The General Councilof the Trades eit ele 
oak | Union Congress decided to suggest Moai rl " 
ved that the anticipated surplus in | PHT ii be mn | Hh Hi! 
nds the insurance fund should be | Hi HAH Ih | } i | | 
ie _— i ete. | | Tad i i i iH i} y 
cat But if it had been “anticipated”’ it Huh} i TAR! 
pe would have been used already. LM 
\ | The crime is common. Here is the | ! y bad] | | 
da : pe } 
we | illustrious Mr. J. L. GARVIN striding the | Hh! we | 
= | sacred quarterdeck of The Observer: | da : ND 
0 | i B02 Be } } 
nd, “Nothing like the magnitude of | i | 
vest | what happened could be anticipated.” I | 
and | And I find two more in the same | i | WL 
ical Observer. i " 
nify | Why anyone should want to use the | /]/JRseTTa] Vil, ; 
my | word except on the rare occasions when | Wy} i IM ' ' if LIT | 
vuld } TH Ti ye Wi i j i fil tay) 
| he must, I cannot tell. A. P. i. TSE ITT aan INT TT) MA hd 
: —— TR TPIT 
= es 
vide Jone, 1935. ‘| THOUGHT HE BATTED THAT ONE VERY SLOVENLY, DARLING! 
— I waited for eleven months The nightingale this summer Blessings in Disguise. 
has (impatiently, I fear) ; will serenade the moon, “ This year we are varying the Benedicite | 
J.” | | waited for eleven months The rose will bloom, the tulip fade, by using the following settings—-Maunder in | 
| till strawberry time drew near, the cuckoo’ll change his tune, A, wrainer | os ea aa ror iooned . 
| And then I went to Canterbury, But we shall have no strawberries, ee ee aie eee 
to see a man down there and June will not be June “Fumo Boys Meer Boor.e. 
| A man who grows fine strawberries Without our English strawberries, bis Daily ie 
clu- | (he sent me some last year) ; Our lovely luscious strawberries. This should make the sparks fly. 
the | I thought if I went early And I have worked it out, you see, “90 Yeon’ Govemmswe phew Gaoren j 
chat Id be sure to find a few, and know I’ll have to wait Stomacu, Re.ievep ror 1/3.” 
po | But the fields had all got blackened Till June in nineteen thirty-six Newspaper Advt. 
). (and the strawberries blackened before I get a plate What would it cost to relieve a nasal | 
too), Of strawberries. 1 think I’ll go, nose ¢ ie ees 
for | And he says we'll get no strawberries, To China, or to Mexico, “Back Numbers Ries TED wits THe | 
fa No lovely, luscious strawberries, and settle there— Urmost Carn.”—Bookstall Placard. 
nce | No ripe, round English strawberries, until next year This solves the problem of what to do 
odd in summer time, this year. Brings strawberries in June. with Aunt Jane. 
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More Letters to the 
of a Golf Club. 


| From Admiral “Teens Bynnacles, 


| but of all the officers { 


| 


| the few days the Squad- 


| Bay, Roughover. 


| this event next year 





D.S.O.,H.M.S.“ "cloG.P.0., 


London. 
23/5/35. 
Deak Str,—I wish to convey to you 
the sincere thanks not only of myself 


very difficult indeed to express my 
thanks for the arrangements you made 
for entertaining the Squadron’s golfers 
when we were at Roughover. 
Anything I say will be quite inade- 
quate, so perhaps it would be as well if 
I left it at that; but I don’t think I ever 
remember having had such a good time. 
Yours sincerely, J. Hawser. 
P.S.—If you ever happen to be down 


what’s more, I consider the conjuring. 
trick in which you make all those golf. 
balls come out of your nose quite 
the most revolting thing I have ever 
seen. 

I am bringing the matter up at the 
next Ladies’ Committee Mecting, after 
which you may expect to hear from 
me again. 

Yours faithfully, 








under my command for 
the kindness of your 
Committee in electing 
us honorary members| {J 
of the Golf Club during} ji | 
| 


ron was in Grey Rocks } 


May I also extend to 
you yourself my per- 
sonal thanks for the 
manner in which you 
went so very much out 
of your way to do 
everything in your 
power to give each one 
of us such a good time ? 

Wishing the Club 
every success for the 
future and congratula- 
tions on the present 
state of the course, 

Yours very truly, 
SEYMOUR BYNNACLES, 


From General Sir 
Armstrong Forcursue, 
KBE. CS1., The 
Cedars, Roughover. 

23rd May, 1935. 
Sm,—I was drawn 
against a Commander 

Marling-Hytch in the 

match between the Club 

and the Navy on Tues- 
day, while McWhigg 

(who has only been a 

member for three years) 

was selected to play Ad- 
miral Bynnacles. 

Kindly note that I 
shall refuse to play in 


unless I am drawn 
against a man of (ap- \_ 
proximately) my own rank. 
Yours faithfully, 
ARMSTRONG ForcuRSUE. 
P.S.—The savouries were half-cold 
again on Friday, Saturday, Monday and 
Thursday, and the cheese had a most 
aggressive bouquet on Wednesday. 





— 





From Lieut..Commander James Haw- 
ser, H.M. Destroyer “Hornbill,” c/o 
G.P.O., London. 

23/5/35. 
Deak Mr. Waxik,—I really find it 





Betta ah 
nih My ih} 


i Wleeciall 
TAA Ta 
} it HON if ] 





Lady. “ Doers ne pea?” 
Shopman. “Ou, no, Mapam, ‘r's PEDIGREE; ‘Ek 'D RATHER GO WiITHoUT.” 


Portsmouth way be sure and look 
me up, 


From Mrs. Harrington Nettle, Captain 
Roughover Ladies’ Golf Club. 
Thursday, 23rd May, 1935. 
Dear Stx,—It was perfectly beastly 
of you to take so many encores at the 
cabaret show the Golf Club put up 
for the Navy during Tuesday night's 
dinner and dance. Poor Miss Whinn 
never got a chance to recite her 
“Rattlesnake in the Bungalow”’; and, 


se tpi a GERTRUDE NETTLE. 


Lith a ; 
ee (8 


gy Cottage, Roughover. 


reply by return. In the meantime I 


From Richard Ham. 
mock (Sub-Lieut.), 
H.M. Destroyer “ Bul. 
bul,” clo G.P.O.. Lon- 


don. 23.15/35 


Deak Srr,—l hate 
troubling you, but could 
you please tell me the 
name and address of 
the very charming girl 
who was at that won- 
derful dance on Tues- 
day night? She had. 
very big blue eyes, corn- 
coloured hair (ripe), and 
very small ankles. What 
she was dressed in I 
honestly can’t remem- 
ber, but I’m sure you 
must know who I 
mean. 

Thank you most aw- 
fully for the gorgeous 
time you gave us at the 
Club. 
| Yours sincerely, 

R. Hammock. 


From Lionel Nutmeg, 
Malayan Civil Service 
‘ (Retd.), Old Buck's 


23rd May, 1935. 
Sir,—Why was I not 
asked to play for the 
Club v. the Navy the 
other day? This is 
the third occasion since 
1924 that I have been 
deliberately overlooked. 
I suppose it is because 
I was once a Civil Ser- 
I insist on your 





__) vant. 


am reporting the matter to the Cap- 
tain. 
Yours faithfully, 
LionEL NuTMEG. 


P.S8.—Why did you not turn For- 
cursue’s dog out of the Reading Koom 
on Friday ? 


PS. 2 —I played bridge in the Club 
yesterday. The cards were filthy, a8 
usual. 





nate 
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. | From Captain A Cutwater, H.M.S 
=e! “Drongo,” clo G.P.0., London 
ite | May 23rd, 1935 
er Dear Str,—Could you please inform 
| | the lady who gave me her late uncle's 
he | gold sleeve-links to take out to her 
ter | brother in Malaya (where I go next 
om month) that I have lost his name 
| and address ? 
I fear the cuff of my boiled shirt, on 
which I wrote it down, must have got 
torn off when we played leapfrog round 
hed the Locker Rooms after the ladies had 
t.), | gone. 
ul. | She was dressed in sequins and had 
om- | things in her hair. 
Many thanks for one of the most 
sie exhilarating parties I’ve ever been at 
ald Yours faithfully, 
the ALFRED CUTWATER 
of P S.—The brother grow s cokernuts 
rirl | and goes by the nickname of “ Porker. | 
on- ee sin iol 
vr, From Mrs. Gopherly-Smyte, The Cot | 
ee | tage, Roughover | 
mei 23rd May, 1935 . 
an | Dear Mr. Waerk,—l understand 
hat you never introduced my Pamela to 
se | any of the really nice officers at th 
ais | Club s dance the other night 
sai Kindly accept our resignations her 
I | with. 
Yours faithfully, 
ail KATHLEEN GOPHERLY-SMYTE 
a Commander Marling-Hytch, H.M.S 


“Drongo,” c/o G.P.O., London 
23/5/35 
DEAR Mr. SecretTary,—I!I wonder if 
the head of my No. 2 iron has ever 
turned up? It flew off the shaft into 
neg, | a bed of rushes when | was in trouble 


a 














— at the 6th during my match with 
ck's General Sir Armstrong Forcursue 
c | I would gladly put up a small reward 
$5. | to the finder and pay postage when 
not |; Same is forwarded. I] meant to men \ HAPPY COMPROMISE HAS BEEN REACHED WITH REGARD To THE EpsTEin 
the | tion the loss to you after the game STATUES ON AGAR House. THESE WILL REMAIN WHERE THEY ARE, WHILE A SY M 
BOLIC GROUP REPRESENTING “MEDICAL SCLENCE” WILL BE EXECUTED BY AN AFRICAN 
the but somehow or other it slipped mt) ARTIST AND ERECTED ON THE NEW B.M.A, HEADQUARTERS 
j memory. 
te | Thank you so much for your unend- saeco ee rere ae eos eee a ; 
een ing kindnesses during my stay at very reliable sources in Roughover that Art 
ced. Roughover. We all had a wonderful the way you mismanaged the Navy's ' 
Luse time visit was absolutely disgraceful, and fenif ith eats 
Ser. Yours sincerely, the general impression is that our Was os with ~ “ t omg oe fol 
our Vincent Maruina-Hyton visitors won't think much of us as photographed by uncle John 
1 I P.S.—1 hope the General's blood- Please therefore put “Secretary s Uncle John produced by dint 
‘ap | pressure is down by now Ine ompetence Regarding Entertain- Of craft a most artistic print 
P.S.2.—The Old Man (Admiral ment of Guests”’ on the agenda for 
Bynnacles) has been badgering every- the next monthly Committee Meet Daddy said: “She caught a chill 
"3 one for the recipe for your “Blue ing i No wonder that the child looked ill 
Niblick” cocktail. Can you et me I shall be back on Thursday. Mummie said: “ "T'was very kind 
Kor- have it, or is it a Club secret / Yours faithfully, Of Sool ai ene telieed 
R. VINEY uncle John, so never min 
wc From Ralph Viney, Captain Roughover Sandee: 6 Jenifer began to cry 
Golf Club. (At the Hotel Grandiflora Nagkee's And, in the circumstances, I, 
‘tub London, W.1.) South's pre eruptive bid of Five Clabs pia ca 
27th May, 1955 was very good Contract Bridge Column. Oblivious of artistic fame 
bBo. Dear Wue.K,—I hear from several The explosion came later. Should probably have done the same. 
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i PAV MER, 


lid /! ad 


Vicar. “ Tor-rot—I'm arratww I’M TOO OLD TO LEARN THIS GAME.” 


Caddie (one of his flock). “ Don’t say THat, Sm. 


rnose o' RIPER yEaks, Srm.' 








The Great Jumping Competition, 


LET ME GIVE YOU A FEW LESSONS. I'VE A SPECIAL COURSE FOR—FOR 





Recently chronicled in the dignified columns of ‘The Times.” 


| sina to-day—a worthy task— 
Of Angel’s Camp in Cal. ; 

Your private views I do not ask; 
1 mean to, and I shall; 

Many have sung of horses, and 
Some, latterly, of dogs, 

But no one, as I understand, 
A Jumping Match for Frogs. 


Three hundred gallant frogs had 
come 
Gathered from far and wide: 
Vlushed with impulsive youth were 
some, 
Some veterans, cool and tried; 
The many must remain untold 
But on the scroll of fame 
Let us, at any cost, uphold 
Budweiser’s honoured name. 





Sturdy was he, though past his prime 
And always bad to beat; 
He held the record of all time 
With over thirteen feet; 
And Abbie Villaret of Lou. 
Was there, and General Grant, 
And Baby Blimp, and others too 
Whom I would name, but can’t. 


The lists were set, the heats began, 
The tote was working hard; 

Some managed quite a decent span, 
Some failed at e’en a yard; 


And several might have gained the 


crown 
Who, as the strife waxed warm 
Got nerves, and let, their backers 
down 
By sudden loss of form. 


Small grew the field and smaller still; 
Would I could tell the tale 

How bold Budweiser topped the bill; 
But he was doomed to fail; 

He failed. Failed, too, th’ illustrious, 

Abe 

Beaten but not disgraced ; 

The General and the fancied Babe, 
They, also, were unplaced. 


Praise we then Zip, the local hope; 
Zip was an easy first; 
He, leaping like an antelope, 
Did twelve feet, and nigh burst; 
An agile frog, I ween, is he, 
But let us not forget 
That great Budweiser’s thirteen 
three 
Holds the world’s record yet. 
Dom-Du. 


ee 
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Impressions of Parliament. 


Synopsis of the Week. 


Monday, May 27th—Commons: India 
Bill Further Considered on Report. 


TO-DAY’S GREAT THOUGHT. 
“Ir I WERE A RABBIT .. .”—Loxp Crav- 
| worrn in the Debate on Trapping of Rabbits. 


Tuesday, May 28th—Lords: Gins. 
Commons: India Bill Further Con- 
sidered on Report. 


Wednesday, May 29th—Lords: Life Peers 
Bill withdrawn. Debate on Ribbon 
Development. 

Commons: Housing Bill 

Third Time. 

Monday, May 27th.—The 
House of Commons listened 
| with approval to-day to Mr. 
| Epen’s description of the 
proceedings at Geneva, in 
| which he himself took so 
| active a part and which have 
| sensibly relieved the tension 
| between Italy and Ethiopia ; 
| and were satisfied by the 
| Foreren MrntsTEr’s conclu- 
| sive assurance, in answer to 
| Lieut.-Colonel Kerr, that 
the statements recently pub- 
lished in Rome, describing 
| our warlike preparations on 
the Abyssinian frontier, were 
“destitute of any foundation 
whatever.” One hopes that 
these dangerous reports, un- 
worthy of the grandeur that 
was Rome, will now cease. 

Although several reputa- 
tions emerge dimmed from 
| the long debateson the India 
| Bill, as many come out consid- 
| erably enhanced, and among 


Read a 





these, apart from the two Ministers, 
Lord Evstace Prrcy’s is prominent. 
Regret that so acute a mind as his is not 
officially employed may be tempered 
by the recollection that all through the 
Indian discussions his impartial criti- 
cism has helped greatly in the shapi 
of the Bill. To-day, on the dispu 
question of the Governor’s powers to 
secure the secrecy of police information, 
Sir SamvuEL Hoare complimented him 
on the consistent accuracy of his inter- 
pretation of the Bill; and later in the 
debate, when the Conservative Oppo- 
sition was endeavouring to prove that 
financial inducements amounting al- 
most to bribery had brought the 
Princes into the Federation, he rounded 
upon them and said that “he could 
only wish that some of his honourable 
friends could disagree in policy with 
the members of their party without 
imputing to their fellow-members mo- 
tives which one gentleman did not 
impute to another outside the House.” 
Which was very satisfactory talking. 
Tuesday, May 28th—The House of 
Lords is really the oddest place. To- 
day when Mr. P.’s R. entered the 
Chamber the unwonted electricity in 
the atmosphere drove a great shower of 
sparks out of his beard. Scanning the 
arena, he was amazed to note that the 
Conservative Benches resembled a 
vast beehive of excited peers. When 
he asked his neighbour in the Press 
Gallery the reason the surprising reply 
was ‘‘Gins.” Surely not? . . . But the 
presence of Lord Asror (than whom it 
is said no man is less anchored to 
the tankard) just below him seemed 


The Greenwood Goose (to the new Cygnet). “ Pooh! You're a 
mere ugly duckling—not to be compared in beauty to what J 
hatched in 1930!” 


corroborative; also a remark which 
drifted up out of the buzz: “I've been 
putting ‘em down all over the place for 
the last fifty years, Sir, and nobody's 
going tostopme. My father always put 


KILLING THE CANARDS. 
A FRAGMENT FROM THE REGION OF THE 
Bive anp Warre Nixes. 
Srr Joun Srvon. 


down double ones.” Could Prohibition 
really have been tabled at last? It was | 
then that Mr. P.’s R.’s neigh- 
bour murmured “ Gin-traps, 
for rabbits.” And that was 
the truth. The mere mention 
of rabbits had been enough 
tomake the Lords of England 
converge upon the Witan, so 
often empty, in a babbling 
horde. Mr. P.’s R. earnestly 
hopes this significant phe- 
nomenon may be brought to 
thenoticeof Mr.G.J. RENTER 
in time for its inclusion in 
the revised edition of The 
English: Are They Human? 

Lord TrepEGar, with ex- 
pert knowledge and great 
sincerity, moved the Second 
Reading of a Bill to abolish 
gin-traps altogether, and 
seemed to prove that the 
things were not only abom- 
inably cruel but inefficient as 
compared with more modern 
methods. Mr. P.’s R. won- 
dered if Lord Trepgear 
realised what a storm he was 
invoking. Up and down the 4 
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TOAST-MASTERS HOLD AN INDIGNATION MEETING OUTSIDE THE Noise ABATEMENT EXHIBITION. 








House it raged, until it almost seemed 
as if it would interfere with Dinner. 
One peer, to whose estate of so many 
acres gins had always been essential, 
would argue hotly, only to be fol- 
lowed by another peer, whose estate 
of even more acres had long since 


| dispensed with a mechanism at once 
brutal and useless. Lords MERTHYR 
/and Rapnor disagreed completely 
_ over the comparative toughness of 
Welsh rabbits. Probably the most 
| knowledgeable speaker was Lord 


Moyne, a landowner and an ex- 
Minister of Agriculture, and he con- 


_ demned the gin-trap utterly, urged the 
| passage of the Bill, and asked that the 


, question should be referred to a com- 
| petent authority. But in the end 
| Lord TREprGaR’s motion was thrown 
out by 46 excited 
peers to 42 excited 
peers. So gin-traps 
go on, maiming a 
wide assortment of 
wild creatures and 
also all manner of 
domestic pets. 
In the course of 
the debate their 
Lordships were re- 
minded of a prize 
of £300 offered by 
a humane Society, 


and not yet awarded, for a painless trap, 
and Mr. P.’s R. hastens to disclose de- 
tails of the electrified lettuce which he 
invented some years ago and which, 
owing to sheer prejudice, has never 
been generally adopted. He would like 
the Society concerned totake it asa gift. 

The Commons also ran. India again. 

Wednesday, May 29th.—Lord Rock- 


OUR BACK B 
Mr. Lippa.t of Lincs 
Thinks 
That to be a football fan 
Is the happiest state of man. 





LEY staggered his Peers to-day by 
asking whether, if his Life Peers Bill 
should pass through the Lords, it would 
be accorded any special facilities in the 
Lower House; and on being told by 
Lord HarisHam and Lord PonsonBy 
that such a request was quite unpre- 
cedented, he withdrew the measure. 

At Question-time in the Commons 
Mr. R. J. Davres objected to the print- 
ing of THerR MaJEstiEs’ portraits on 
a publication issued monthly by the 
Joint Co-ordinating Committee of the 
three party groups in the Government, 
and the Homg Secretary had to admit 
that, while the matter had nothing to 
do with the Government, undoubtedly 
an indiscretion had been committed. 
At which Mr. Bucnanan inquired, 
amidst laughter, if it were not a fact 
that all political parties were competing 
in their use of the Jubilee ? 

The debate on the Housing Bill, end- 
ing with its Third Reading, was mainly 
remarkable for an excellent speech b 
Mr. GEOFFREY SHAKESPEARE, in whic 
he detailed the proud achievements of 
his Department, which include a re- 
housing rate of 66,000 houses a year 
and a total last year of 286,000 houses 
produced by private enterprise, and for 
Mr. GREENWOOpD’s inability to disguise 
his belief that his own Bill was a far, 
far better one. 





—————— 
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| it down somewhere. 


| little book in it?” 


| I know exactly what it 
| was, because I remem- 
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As Others Hear Us. 


Sharing the Expenses. 

“SHALL we settle up now?” 

“Yes, why not? I know I owe you 
simply millions.” 

“Oh, I didn’t mean that at all.” 

“Oh, I know you didn’t.” 

“We can leave it, if you like.” 

“Oh, no, let’s do it. Then we can 
start afresh. Let’s begin from Victoria 
Station.” 

“No, the taxi.” 

“Oh, yes, the taxi. I know I| wrote 
It might have 
been in my little book.” 

“You had the back of Paul’s letter’s 
envelope last, I think.” 

“Yes, I know; but that was mostly 
meals in Paris, because ax 
don’t you remember the | 
key of my room in the | 
hotel was lost with my 








“T always knew the | 
concierge had it all the | 
time. Well, have you 
got the taxi?”’ 

“I haven’t got it, but 


ber thinking at the time, 
Either three - and - nine- 
pence with the tip or 
four-and-sixpence with 
the tip. One or the 
other.” 

“Call it four bob, then 
it ll be two. shillings 
each.” 

“Very well, then, you 
owe me two shillings; “Ker 
but it doesn’t matter a “ ALI 
scrap. Besides, didn’t ——____ 


| you tip the porter?” 


“Only a shilling.” 
“That’s sixpence, then.” 
“IT owe you half-a-crown.” 


“Tt doesn’t matter a scrap. Good 


| heavens! here’s the little book all the 


| time. 


| want 


How on earth did it get out of 
my bag on to the seat and right wnder 
the coats ?”’ 

“Oh, I think things are like that 
don’t you? They just simply get up 
and walk, as I’ve always said.” 

“Yes, don’t they? Though if you 
them to they’re never there. 


| Now, let’s get on with the porter. Did 


| entirely mine. 


you do anything on the boat ?”’ 
“Only the brandy, and that was 
I think it’s the only 


| thing that’s the slightest good.” 


“Then I did the porter, and I can't 
remember what it was. Where’s the 
little book? Telephone, one shilling 
that wasn’t it. Café—— D’ you see, 
I’ve actually put it down café? That 


RIGHT 


shows how utterly one begins to think 
in a language the minute one’s actually 
there, doesn’t it?” 

“I wouldn't so much mind about 
thinking in it if | could only speak in it.” 

“You'll pick it up.” 

“T always find myself speaking in 
Hindustani when I go abroad.” 

“One does, I think. When you were 
in India, did you find yourself speaking 
French ?”’ 

“No, never. 
rule, is there ?”’ 

“None. And yet psycho-analysts 
and people say one never forgets any- 
thing. Not really.” 

“I’ve forgotten my French.” 

“Ah, not really you haven't. If 
you were to get delirious it would 


There’s absolutely no 


probably all come pouring out.” 


“Are you sure that’s all right?” 

“Oh, absolutely. It's too much, if 
anything.” 

“I’m sure it’s not nearly enough 
really. Is there anything else?” 

“It doesn't matter in the very, very 
least—but didn’t I lend you something 
when you hadn’t got any change in 
Paris and we bought the stockings ?”’ 

“Oh, the stockings! So we did! And 
the girl kept on saying they weren't 
foncés, and of course they were.” 

“I don’t mind anything if they don’t 
tell me things that absolutely aren’t 
true. As if one didn’t know one’s own 
mind, or one was a fool or something. 
It makes me so angry.” 

“Yes, I do too. Then I owe you 
fifty francs, because don’t you re- 
member it was a note?” 








YOUR MOUTH SHUT AND DON’T STRUGGLE.” 


ALL RIGHT; WHO'S DROWNING—YOU OR ME?” 


“Yes, I think it was. 


Where’s my little 
book ¢””’ 
“It’s deliberately 


flown up into the rack.” 

“So it has. ‘Shopping 
in Paris . No, it 
isn’tin here at all. I re- 
member that I couldn't 
find it at the time, and 
I made a note. Now, 
where did I? I dis. 
tinctly remember mak- 
ing it.” 


envelope.” 

“No, it couldn’t have 
been, because don’t you 
remember it didn’t 
arrive till we got in from 
the shopping! Soit 
couldn’t have been.” 

“One of your cards ¢”’ 

“No, my dear. I never 








‘| heard a story about a girl who was 
a friend of a friend of some friends, 
and they knew for a fact that she'd 
never heard one word of any language 
in the world except English, or read it 
or anything, and she fell off a horse 
on to her head and had concussion. 
and the whole time she did nothing 
but talk in Hebrew.” 

“Ant” 

“Yes, but they knew she didn’t 
know any.” 

“T believe a fall on the head can do 
almost anything to you.” 

“Still, Hebrew. And they knew she 
didn’t know a word of it.” 

‘Well, I’m not « bit surprised.” 

‘We'd better finish about the porter. 
Where had we got to?” 

“The coffee at Calais; you did that.” 

“It was in francs, I’m afraid.” 

“Call it the same as the French 
porter. I did him. Then we shall be 
all square.” 


make notes on my visit- 
ing-cards ever since the awful day I 
wrote down: ‘Mem. : Pay final instal. 
carpet-sweeper to-day without fail,’ and 
left it on old Lady Pogey by mis- 
take.” 

“Then some other piece of paper in 
your bag?”’ 

‘No, I think it was on the paper of 
a parcel, because I remember writing 
on something green. So I’m afraid it’s 
in my suitease,” 

“It doesn’t matter in the least, 
Shall I just give you fifty francs?” 

‘Oh, no, I don’t think so, thank you 
very much, because | know there was 
change, and you gave me that. Only 
I forget how much. But I know I’ve 
got a note of it.” 

“Then we'll square up later, shall 
we?” 

“Yes, rather. I do hate people who 
think that because they're friends 
they needn’t be businesslike. Don’t 
you?” E. M. D. 





“The back of Paul’s | 








NN 





A ESET RON ONE metre oP “eee TRO H® 
e 


saidiiciiitatialin —. ie .e slit Abate! 
TCE ASLO GT NEL EN TES RENN AE Re I Me ct 











PUNCH, or The London Charivari 





At the Play. 


“Tue Mask oF VIRTUB”’ 
(AMBASSADORS). 


Tue theme of the discarded lover’s 


revenge is as old as any in the 
_ dramatist’s cupboard, but it is 
| one which a skilful hand can 


make as fresh as life itself, and for 


| the purposes of satiric comedy it 
| is evergreen. 


This piece, which Mr. ASHLEY 


| Dukes has brilliantly adapted 


from the German of Cart STERN- 


| HEIM, finds its scene in the Paris of 
| 1760. It is said that Mr. Dukes 


did his work in a very short space 


_ of time, but it bears no evidence of 
| this whatever, for the dialogue is 
| witty with a wit unfashionably 


subtle, and it has been polished to 


| a state almost of brittleness, so 
_ that one feels that the production 


needs to be enclosed in a protective 
glass cloche to make it perfect. 
There is something here of Re- 


| storation comedy, but the focus is 


much smaller, the pitch more ex- 


_clusively aristocratic, and there 


are few traces of the earthy qual- 
ity which usually served as back- 
ground for English seventeenth- 
century conceits. It is an exquisite 
trifle and, as so often happens with 
trifles, you may get a little tired before 
you have consumed the last morsel— 
that is, if you are not an ama- 

teur of them. This is the sole 


| warning I intend to throw out 
| to those who, from prejudice or 


some regrettable indigestion of 


| the mind, find nourishment 


only in robuster fare. Let these 
theatrical carnivores stay away 
from Mr. Duxes’ delicate and 
delightful play, thereby saving 


| their money and their grum- 
| bles. There should be plenty 


| who will relish it. 





The Marquis d’Arcy (Mr. 
FRANK CELLIER) is a rich noble- 
man who, as a self-appointed 
arbiter of taste and fashion, 
takes very seriously the wsthe- 
tic harmony of his own rela- 
tionships. He is tiring of his 
clever mistress, Madame de 


Pommeraye (Miss JEANNE DE THE EWE 


CasaLtIs), and at the beginning 
of the y he conveys this to 
her with, as he imagines, an 
infinity of tact. When, accord- 
ing to the rules of the game, she 
= out her last ace and assures 

im that her passion is | since 
spent, his ardour is not re-kindled 
by this stratagem, but with undisguised 
relief he matches her candour with his 


Mme. de Pommeraye 
The Marquis d’ Arcy 


Mme. Duquesnoy 
Henriette Duquesnoy 


own. Madame de Pommeraye is not a 
woman to suffer wounds gladly. She 
remains cordiality itself; but we, who 
have heard her asides, know better. 
(What a contrast is all this elegant 
circumlocution to the brief, brutal 


CHAGRIN D'AMOUR. 


. Mr. Frank CELLIER. 


methods of the modern dramatist, who 
disintegrates romance with a _ well- 
aimed gramophone record or rolling- 


pin!) 


GOLDEN FLEECE. 
Lapy TREE. 


It happens that a Madame ues 
(Lady Tree) and her ovely ro 
daughter, Henriette (Miss Vivien 
LEIGH), are supplicants for Madame de 
Pommeraye’s charity, and, discovering 
that they have been living for some 


. Miss JEANNE DE CASALIs. 


LAMB—WITH POSSIBILITIES OF 


Miss Vivien Leiau. 


[June 5, 1935 | 


months on Henriette’s earnings ag q | 
prostitute and that the old harridan of | 
a mother is a mercenary hypoeri 
Madame de Pommeraye promises them | 
a great (though unspecified) reward if | 
Henriette will but snare the Marquis, . 

The plan works and the Mar. 
quis is swept off his feet, philan. | — 
thropically assisted by his late mis. | _ 
tress, who helps him not only with | _ 
counsel but by arranging meetings 
with Henriette; at the same time 
of course insisting that Henriette 
shall remain inflexible as steel. 
His offer of three chateaux and 
half of his fortune, in return for 
the acceptance of his protection, 
the girl creditably meets with 
scorn. And so he is forced to 
marry her. Not, however, before 
she has fallen in love with him and 
rebelled, unsuccessfully, against 
her employer. 

While it lasts Madame de Pom- 
meraye’s revenge is rich, know- 
ledge of his wife’s former profes. 
sion driving the Marquis to con- 
template murder and suicide (with 
a pistol whose capacity for these 
I doubted) : but Henriette’s remorse 
and natural sweetness bring him 
to a more reasonable frame of 
mind, and at the final curtain they 
are cemented not merely by affection 
but by the sensible reflection that noth- 
ing can possibly annoy their tormentor 
more than their felicitous union. 

It would be ungrateful in the 
critic to pick holes in a plot 
which is palpably artificial and 
which yields so many amusing 
situations. Mr. Dukes has 
handled his material with a 
rare dexterity, and his satirical 
parodying of the human emo- 
tions is as sure as his variations 
inagentler vein. The sets and 
dresses are distinctly good. 

For a lively spirit and a full 
measure of the fury of a woman 
scorned, Madame de Pommeraye 
was much indebted to Miss 
JEANNE DECASALIS, who played 
her barefaced and two-faced réle 
with great dash. Lady TREE 
put a great deal of vocal and 
facial artistry into the wanton 
old lady, who never tailed to 
delight us; while Mr. FRANK 
CELLIER’s grand manner was 
easily convincing, and he spoke 
his superbly florid lines with @ 
ringing self-complacency which 
went far to explain the imminence 
the French Revolution. 

Miss Vivien Leiau’s portrait of 
Henriette was very sympathetic 
for so young an actress, wonderf 
controlled. If she can weather the storm 
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of praise which has greeted her first 
London appearance—and I have no 


_ doubt she can—she should quickly be 
| in the front rank; for, although at 


present her range is limited by inex- 


| perience, her acting has a disarming 


simplicity and her personality is alto- 
gether charming. Eric. 


“Gay Decervers’’ (GAIETY). 
What, I wonder, is the lure of the 
night-club for producers and authors ? 
For night-clubs never look very inviting 
on the stage. Even with a large com- 
pany the club seems empty and flat 


| because of the silence necessary for 


| dialogue to be heard. The 


“Speckled 
Hen,’ where Gay Deceivers, at the 
Gaiety, begins, is no exception, but we 
have only to sit for a little while in our 


| seats and things cheer up enormously. 


| SON, is a musical comedy, 


The most famous recipe for a suc- 
cessful farce is to take an aunt, prefer- 
ably with tropical connections. Gay 
Deceivers, though it contains a grand 
farcical actor in Mr. Cuirrorp Mo.tt- 
and so may 
claim not to need anything rich and 
involved in the way of a plot. But so 
many musical comedies carry their 


| inconsequence too far, and the pearls 


are lost for lack of a strong connecting 
string. 


Gay Deceivers has a clever if slight 


| plot, pleasantly in scale. No imaginary 


tions and incognito princes, but 


|} 800n a8 we § 


| ness that was lacking at home. 


| plot. Her 


Balkan kingdom with abdica- 


a little remote and vague British 
colony provides the main set- 
ting. When we get away from 
England the fun begins to wax. 
For one thing, we meet the 
lovely Maricousa (Miss CLAIRE 
Luce). She is the daughter of 
a plantation-manager in an 
island which seems to have little 
else but the plantation. She 
does what she likes with great 
verve and go, and we know as 
see her that we shall 
find on her island all the liveli- 


She has a close runner-up in 
Isabel Ferris (Miss CHARLOTTE 
GREENWOOD), who is put down 
in the programme as a rich 
widow, and indeed her wealth 
is the king-pin of the whole 
nephew, Bob (Mr. 
Davip HutcHEson), not only 
lives on his aunt but supports 
his friend, Pat Russell (Mr. 
CLIFFORD MoL.ison), and what 
matters is that a very hand- 
some allowance shall be con- 
tinued. 

It is of course important that 
her eventual will shall not be 
altered, but only bloodless soli- 





Maricousa 
laahe l I eTTris 


citors like Mr. Soames (Mr. Ivor Barn- 
ARD) think much about wills. The con- 
tingency must strike anybody as remote 
who watches Miss CHARLOTTE GREEN- 





© / lamar 
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BULLDOG ABOUT TO REMOVE AN 
AUNT FROM SUGAR PLANTATION. 


Pat Russell. 
Isabel Ferris 


. Me. Currrorp MoLuison. 
Miss CHARLOTTE GREENWOOD. 


woop bursting with energy and thinking 
about love with all the romantic ardour 
of sixteen. It is comforting to know 
that love of a sort does come into her 


it 4, Ly 








rELLING A ROUGH ISLAND STORY? 
. Miss Crarre Luce. 


Miss CHARLOTTE GREENWOOD. 


life—not the ardent mutual attraction 
which draws together her nephew and 
Maricousa, but the more calculated 
embraces of Maricousa’s father (Mr. 
Water WituraMs), who marries his 
employer to make his future secure. 

here are no wedding-bells for Pat 
Russell. It is true we leave him en- 
gaged, and to a Governor’s daughter, 
but neither she nor her father seem in 
the least likely to want poor Patrick for 
himself. He has had all the duckings 
which are the high spots of the piece, 
for his treacherous friend has so con- 
trived a confusion of identity that 
whenever Pat Russell endeavours to 
explain who he is he is thought to be 
insane, and stalwart plantation-hands 
plunge him into a tub to bring him 
round. 

But whether he is suffering or exult- 
ing, Mr. MoLiison brings to his part 
a wealth of infectious gaiety, a com- 
mand of pleasingly idiotic phrase and 
a gift of revealing what is in his mind, 
his perplexities and his little hopes, in 
a way that rouses and holds the atten- 
tion of his audiences. If his songs— 
and indeed most of the songs—like the 
elaborate dances of the patiently- 
rehearsed and hardworking Chorus, are 
very much like the songs and the 
dances of so many musical comedies, 
the audience laughs so heartily at his 
comedy and at the quite brilliant little 
scene between Miss CLAIRE 
Luce and Miss 
GREENWOOD that Gay Deceivers 


hours of light pleasure. The 
recipes may be old but the 
cooking is admirable, 
dishes taste very good. 


D. W. 





In a Good Cause. 





Mr. Puncu wishes to draw 


held at Grosvenor House on 
Wednesday, June 12th, at 9P.M. 
The South African cricket team 
will be the guests of the even- 
ing, and a Cabaret Performance, 
including a new Ballet, will be 
given. The Ball is in aid of the 
Prince of Wales’s General Hos- 
pital, and tickets (25/- each) 
may be obtained from Gros- 
venor House, Park Lane. 


“They come hungry for the bread 
of life, not the biscuit of novelty and 
entertainment.” —Report of Addresa. 
Or the shortbread of sin, or the 
cake of controversy, or even 
the bun of beguilement. 








CHARLOTTE | 


is undoubtedly-a success, giving | 
a really jolly evening and three | 


and the | 


the attention of his readers to | 
The Cricket Ball which will be | 
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“WELL, DID YOU ENJOY YOUR DONKEY-RIDE?” 


* YEs, puT I THINK THE DONKEY WOULD HAVE LIKED TO GO A LOT FURTHER,” 




















A Sick-Room Visit. 


Tue bedroom-door began to open 
very slowly, and presently I caught 
sight of a little curly head. 

“Hullo, Podgy MeSumph!”’ I called. 
Are you not coming in?” 

Podgy advanced to the bedside on 
tiptoe. I noticed he had no shoes on. 

“Is yon fat wumman awa’?”’ he 
whispered, “I took my shoes aff ootside 

| in case she would hear me.” 

| “She's gone out, Podgy. But you 
| mustn’t speak about my kind motherly 
| nurse like that; she’s a nice lady.” 

| “But she said she would cut my heid 
| affif I tried to come in”—his voice still 
| hushed. 

“Yes, but I’m better now, and I 
| 





| don’t think she'll mind.” 
“Whit was ye ill wi’ ?” asked Podgy, 
| somewhat reassured. 

“It was a nasty thing called 

lumbago, Podgy.” 

“I’ve had the mumps an’ the 
| measles,” said Podgy, “but I’ve never 
| had the lumbago yet. D’ ye die wi’ 

it?” 
“I hope not, Podgy.” 


“Willie Pilkie said ye was maybe 
goin’ to die, but I knocked him doon.” 

“And what other wild things have 
you been doing since I saw you 
last ?”” 

“One day Sandy Snips learned me 
to be a barber. An’ one day I saw the 
cat that eat the Stoories’ canary. But,” 
gazing at me wistfully, “there's been 
naebody to tell me stories since ye got 
yer lumbago. Does me comin’ up to 
see ye make ye get better?”’ he asked 
eagerly. 

“Yes, it does.” 

“An’ are ye enough better noo to 
tell me a story! Just a wee teeny 
story ?”’ he entreated. 

“T wonder what the nurse would say 
to that?” 

“Yon fat wumman ?”’ gasped Podgy, 
looking apprehensively at the door. 

“Perhaps we might manage just a 
short story.” 

Podgy immediately scrambled up 
and settled himself on the top of the 
quilt, with the back of his head rest- 
ing on the pillow and his eyes fixed on 
the ceiling. “Hurry up, noo,” he im- 
plored me, ‘in case the fat wumman 
comes back.” 





“Well,” L began, “there was once a 
beautiful princess whose name was 
Euphemia.” 

‘Could it no’ be Maggie her name?” 

‘*Euphemia Maggie it was, and she 
was commonly called Maggie. But the 
princess was very unhappy because 
a savage dragon had invaded _ her 
dominion, and it used to prowl about 
all night and the people were terrified 
of it.” 

Because it would eat them. Drag- 
ons eat ye.” 

“By day the dragon slept in @ 
tunnel which it had burrowed for itself 
through a round hill.” 

“But it’s trains that goes through 
tunnels,” 

‘ But this dragon—this dragon liked 
to play at trains. And the dragon was 
so big that when it lay in the tannel 
its tail stuck out at one side of the hill 
and you could see its nose at the other 
side.” 

‘An’ whit way did the folk no’ go 
to the side where its tail was and——" 

“Have patience, now, Then one 
day a knight in silver armour came 
riding up on a white horse.” 





“Whit was his name ?”’-—excitedly. 
ve — ee. 











came 


“dy. 











June 5, 1935] 








“The knight, whose name was Sir 
Podgy McSumph, said to the prin- 
cess —-— 

“ An’ I had a two-handed sword.” 

“—* Princess, my two-handed sword 
is at your service.’ And the princess 
said, ‘ Well, I wish you would go at 
once and kill the dragon.’ ” 

“An’ I done it,” murmured Podgy. 

“Posting two men with lances at 
the side of the hill where the dragon’s 
tail was sticking out, the knight him- 
self went round to the other side. 
Then he blew his whistle and the two 
men pricked the dragon’s tail with 
their leeen as the knight had told 
them todo. Waking up and wondering 
what was tickling it, the dragon moved 
up a bit so as to bring its tail inside the 
tunnel. This forced it to poke its head 
out at the other side. And then the 
brave knight, who was standing ready 
with his two-handed sword, at once 
cut its head off.” 

“An’ then,” sighed Podgy raptur- 
ously, “I got a medal.” 

“Ah! but not yet. There’s a witch 
coming in now.” 

‘An’ whit’s she comin’ in for?’ 

-querulously. 

“The witch——” 

At that moment the bedroom-door 


| opened and the nurse walked in. 


“It’s the fat wumman!”’ ejaculated 
Podgy, sitting up in consternation 
Looking very grim, the nurse placed 


| a large paper-bag on the table beside 


the bed. Then, pointing a plump fore- 
finger at Podgy, she demanded sternly 
“Who is this that comes in here against 


| my orders and then calls me a fat 


woman! Who is it?” 

Podgy stared at her dumbly. 

“But, Nurse,” I pleaded, “it was 
very kind of Podgy to come up and 
ask for me, and he has just returned 
from killing a dragon.” 

The response of the nurse to this 


| appeal is a thing about which Podgy 


| She put her 





and I still speak with bated breath 

ee into the paper-bag 
produced an enormous orange, and 
handed it to Podgy. 

“Little man,” she said, patting his 
curls in a manner that was extremely 
touching, ‘‘you only spoke the simple 
truth; because,” shaking her head 
sadly, ‘‘it would be useless for me to 
stand here in full view of the audience 
and deny that I am a fat woman 

“What are we to say now, Podgy !’ 
I asked in a trembling voice, for I was 


| deeply affected. 


i 


Podgy gaped at the orange in his 
hand, cast a glance at me, and finally 
his eyes came to rest on this amazing 
female. 

“But ye're no’—ye're no’ a very fat 
wumman,” he assured her earnestly. 
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‘Wuen po 1 use THE PUTTER?” 
“ On, SOME TIME BEFORE IT GETS DARK.” 








Blacked Out. 


Quick!’ said Pamela. **We must 
go at once mn 
| paused in the act of adjusting my 
white tie and pointed out that we had 
imple time to catch the six-thirty. 
I’m not talking about trains,” she 
said. “Something perfectly awful has 
happened. Maud Soames has sent 
round to say they've got Soot up their 
chimney 
“Chimneys will be chimneys.” 
‘““Soot!’’ repeated Pamela. 
Soot!”’ 
I was about to say that Maud Soames 


“Our 


was welcome to it when I realised that 
Pamela referred to our black kitten. 

“You mean Soot!” I said, 

‘He’s up the Soames’s chimney. Do 
stop talking and come. The poor 
darling will be in a dreadful state.” 

The Soameses were already in a 
dreadful state. Newspapers had been 
widely distributed over the field of 
battle, but it was evident that the 
hearth-rug was a total loss. As we 
entered there was a sound of scuffling 
in the chimney and a further heavy fall 
of soot. 

“Would you believe it!” asked 
Maud, She rose from a _ kneeling 
position in front of the grate and 
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| shook his head. 
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_ brandished the mop with which she 
had been conducting operations. 
‘Sporting little , if ever there 
was one. He half-killed our young 
Ginger. At it hammer-and-tongs when 

| 1 came in.” 

“Took cover up the chimney,” 
added Major Soames, who continued 
_ to kneel on the rug and peer upwards. 
| “Went to earth immediately,” said 
| Maud. 

Pamela had joined the Major. 

Milk,” she said. “We must put a 

_ saucer of milk in the fireplace.” 

| He regarded her admiringly. 
“Strategy,” he commented. “You 

_ can't beat the ladies for strategy. It 

| reminds me of——” 

“Milk!” said Pamela. 

“We shall have to dig him out,” 
| said Maud. “TI remember——” 

“Milk,” I said firmly. 

We obtained the milk. Pamela put 
it carefully in the middle of the empty 
grate, “Soot!” she called. “Soot, 
Soot, Sooty! Puss, Puss, Pussy! Come 
down, darling. Come along. Soot, Soot, 
Soot!” 

A shower of soot responded to her 
invitation and completed the ruin of 
a new evening frock which she had 
previously assured me was worth every 
penny it cost. It had certainly cost 
nearly every penny I was worth. 

“ Attaboy!”’ cried Maud. 

Pamela sighed. “Somebody must 
put his arm up the chimney and pull 
the poor pet down,” she said. ‘It’s 
the only thing to do.” 

I looked hopefully at the Major. He 

Removing my coat 

and rolling up my shirt-sleeves I went 


| into action. 
| “Can you feel anything?’’ Pamela 
| asked anxiously. 


A sharp and painful seratch enabled 
| me to reply in the affirmative. 
“'Tally-ho!” cried Maud. 

| “Stand by!” roared the Major. 
“Don’t let go, whatever happens,” 
_ said Pamela. “Only do be careful not 
| to hurt him.” 
| Perhaps fortunately a mouthful of 
| soot prevented my replying. Enveloped 
| in a dense cloud, I dragged from the 
| chimney a black struggling object and 
| handed it to Pamela. 
| “Poor precious darling!’’ she said, 

hugging it fondly. 
| | looked at my scratched hand. 
| “Stout effort,” said Maud. 
“Good man!”’ said the Major. 
1 dipped a handkerchief in the milk, 
| went over to Pamela and rubbed 
vigorously at a portion of outlying 
| kitten, 

“Ginger!” I said bitterly. 

Pamela looked down. “Ginger!” 
she said reproachfully. 








“Ginger,” said the Major. 

“Why, it’s our Ginger!”’ said Maud. 
“He's as black as——” 

“Soot!” interrupted Pamela. 

Soot, emerging unrepentant from 
beneath the sofa, rubbed his head 
against my leg. 








The Tryst. 


‘““A MAN named Smith rang up while 
you were out,” said Edith, “and he 
wants you to lunch with him to-morrow 
at twelve-thirty at Steakson’s Restau- 
rant in the Strand.” 

There has been a lot of correspon- 
dence in The Times lately about people 
signing their letters just ““E. Smith,” 
instead of explaining in a coy footnote 
that they are Bishop Smith, Colonel 
Smith or Ermyntrude Smith. Evi- 
dently the Smith who wanted to stand 
me a lunch didn’t read The T'imes or 
he would surely have given fuller 
particulars. 

“What sort of a voice had he got?” 
l asked Edith. “It might be the steely- 
eyed Smith who has the misfortune to 
be my bank-manager, and, though I 
think it unlikely he would ask me to 
lunch in the present state of my 
account, it is always possible a 

“Tt didn’t sound like the bank- 
manager,” said Edith, “but it was a 
rather irascible voice nevertheless— 
sort of liverish.” 

I could only think of two London 
Smiths besides the bank-manager. One 
is my tailor, and Edith would surely 
have noted his lisp. The other is 
Turveydrop Smith, the Editor of T'he 
Day After To-Morrow, a monthly 
review with a colossal circulation. I 
once sold Turveydrop Smith an article 
called “‘Whither Agriculture?’ and 
though I discovered afterwards that 
he had only accepted it because the 
sub-editor upset some beer over it and 
they didn’t like to send it back all 
brown, I had popped in more articles 
from time to time, and he had one of 
mine at the moment. 

“It sounded rather an editorial sort 
of voice,” said Edith. “I expect that 
sub-editor has been spilling his beer 
again.” 

Next morning | got up a bit extra 
early and spent most of the morning 
making myself as beautiful as Nature 
permits. I felt that if only I could make 
a good impression on Turveydrop 
Smith it would mean a steady income 
for years to come. I foresaw a long 
series of regular articles. ‘Whither 
Housing ?” “ Whither War?” “ Whither 
India?” “ Whither Youth?” “‘ Whither 
Vegetarianism?” ‘Whither Ramsay 
MacDonald?” and dozens of other 





ciated me at my full worth I m 


even be offered a position on the staff, 2 


and it is well known that the Rolls. 
Royces and Daimlers of the staff of 
The Day After To-Morrow are a per. 
fect nuisance in Fleet Street between 
ten and four. 

I studied the morning papers care. 
fully so as to be able to talk intelli- 
gently about the affairs of the world; 
I even staggered through part of the 
current number of The Day After To- 
Morrow itself. 

I arrived early at Steakson’s in the 
Strand and asked the man at the door 
to direct Mr. Smith when he should 
come to the third table on the right- 
hand side. 

“My name is Brown,” I said; “he 
will probably ask for me.” 

I had been sitting there looking 
nonchalant for about ten minutes 
when a stranger approached. 

“The man at the door said you 
wanted to speak to me,” he said. “My 
name is Smith.” 

I had never met Turveydrop Smith, 
but his face is familiar to all readers of 
the daily Press. This was not Turvey- 
drop Smith. No whiskers. 

“You rang me up and asked me to 
meet you here,” I said, “but I don’t 
think I know you.” 

“1 certainly rang up a friend of mine 
and asked him to meet me _ here. 
Man named Juniper—Little Wobbley 
Ps 

“My name is Brown,” I said feebly, 
“ Little Wobbley 1010.” 

“Wrong number, evidently,” said 
Smith. “We’d better lunch together 
and send the bill to the P.M.G.” 








High Jinks on the Piano. 


“A feature was solo jumping by the seniors, 
in which Miss Gwen Baker cleared 4 ft. 
10 in. Miss W. Lloyd, Mrs. Riley and Miss 
H, Spencer accompanied on the piano.” 

Account of Schoolgirls’ Display. 


“Prime Minister Bennett of Canada will sail 
to-morrow for home. Thanksgiving services 
will be held in all churches Sunday and there 
will be a State ball at Buckingham Palace 
Tuesday.” Jubilee News Item, 

“22 Yeans in Brack Warton.” 
Scots Paper Headline. 


But it is untrue that ‘“‘Come on, boys, 
let’s go!” has superseded “ Quick 
March” as an official command. 





* Never throw away old felt hats without 
first considering the uses to which they can 
be put. They make excellent shoe socks.” 

Domestic Hint in Daily Paper. 
Personally, we always find they make 
excellent old felt hats. 
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Hap YouR LUNCH?’ 
ONLY FOOD.” 


Adjectival Amenities. 


Still I must confess this stark economy 
Of the adjectival parts of speech 

Did not prove conducive to the bonhomie 
Of the other guests within their reach. 


‘Basico English,” lightened of its lumber 
By the ingenious OGDEN’s pruning knife 

Has in words been cut down to the number 
Of exactly ten times eighty-fife 

For their everlasting high-pitched cackling 
Very nearly knocked me off my dot, 

And their laughter called to mind the crackling 
Made by thorns beneath the seething pot. 


Yet a greater feat of condensation 
Not achieved by literary men 
But by two young girls in conversation— 
Recently has swum into my ken 
Very noisome is the lounging lizard 
Who his quarry stealthily pursues, 
But more lacerating to the gizzard 
Are the shricks of female cockatoos. C. L. G. 


One was slim and one was rather blowsy, 
But, in their colloquial duets, 

Both agreed that “marvellous” and “lousy” 
Were the only basic epithets. 
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“Don’t worry so, ALBERT, OR YOU SHAN’T SEE THE LOVELY TORTURE-CHAMBER! ” 








Our Booking-Office. 
(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 





A Flight from the Guillotine. 

Tae last disastrous attempt of Lours XVI. and Marie 
ANTOINETTE to escape from their implacable enemies has 
never lacked chroniclers. From Harriet MARTINEAU to 
Joun Bucnan the dramatic story has been told and re- 
told; and now comes Signor CesaRE G1ARDINI with a full- 
dress narrative of Varennes (BUTTERWORTH, 12/6), where 
the great berlin, with its inadequately-disguised royalties, 
was stopped by an ex-dragoon and a grocer-magistrate, by 


the bungling of the King’s friends and the indecision of 


the King himself, and the whole party sent back to their 
deaths from the very verge of safety. The story takes 
time to get going, but gives an extremely interesting 
account of earlier attempts to rescue not only the Royal 
Family but the Assembly itself from mob rule—a feat which 
might have succeeded but for the untimely death of its 
prime mover, MrraBEav. After that there was nothing 
for it but a dash for the frontier: and here the Queen’s 
platonic lover, AXEL FersEn, was the most intelligent 
conspirator. Signor GraRDINI stresses the King’s humanity 
where previous historians have indicted his incompetence 
and sloth. This attitude, whether justified or not, lends 
additional interest to an admirably-documented history. 
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The Man behind the Mask. 

Mr. G. T. Garrarr finds something symbolical in the 
penance which one of our first “ professional’’ politicians 
still suffers weekly on the cover of Punch. The little faun 
dragging the upturned mask with the nose that the cartoon- 
ists loved is reproduced on the title-page of his brilliant 
biography—Lord Brougham (MACMILLAN, 15/-). I am afraid 
this curious form of immortalisation cannot now be changed, 
but that is not to imply that even in his lifetime Mr. Punch 
did not recognise the zest for freedom, the restless, versatile, 
hypnotic energy conveyed in this volume. BrovaHaM at 
twenty-five was a Fellow of the Royal Society, and for the 
next sixty-four years he argued or wrote on any and every 
topic, from legal reform to Greek prose, and from the 
structure of light to control of the Press, as cheerfully as 
he adopted a family of thirteen nieces and nephews or 
ordered out an escort of Life Guards on his own authority 
to ensure a monarch’s attendance at the House of Lords 
at a critical moment. Mr. Garratt claims that by “rough 
housing ’”’ the idle, sinecure-loving governing caste of his day 
he opened the road for vital reforms to follow. 


Met in Passing. : 

I like the method of Mr. H. H. Bashrorp, who made his 
name some time ago as the chronicler of Harley Street. 
Lodgings for Twelve (ConsTABLE, 7/6) is a sort of auto 
biography, but without any of the formality which authors 
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| graphed, he came to work in a hos- 
| pital and as a locum tenens, preparing 
| for that future which was to give us 
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too often adopt in this sort of writing 


It is, in fact, a volume of sketches me nTy 
The writer takes various characters { | hi at ta 
\ } } “et 


whom he has met in his journey through 
life, a round dozen or so in all, and pro- Wa) ae : i A 
vides lodgings for them in these pages— _— |B Py 
whence, I suppose, his title. He would 

seem to have been exceptionally fortu- 

nate in his chance companions, or it 

may be merely that he has the art of 

making them interesting. But he had 

the initial advantage of having to make 

his own way in the world, and he has 

had a varied career. It must have 

been in the last years of the nineteenth 

century that he sailed across to Canada 

on his way to take up a job at a farm 

on the prairie some way beyond Win- 

nipeg. There he became acquainted 

with Wilfred, his fellow “hired man,” 

who provided him with one of his first } or’. 
full-length portraits. Then for a time it aRy { 

he was a pupil at a Medical Missionary | MN 
Home in North London, which pro- iM ae 
vided some even more remarkable iba fin | yd 
types. And so, vid a lodging-house TURAARRR® a 
and a landlady or two, duly photo- itt nt 


The Corner of Harley Street. On the 


| whole a very charming gallery of por- 
| traits, of which the four ladies, and 
| especially the sketch entitled ‘A Vic- 


torian Mother,” are perhaps the best 


Portrait of Paraguay. 
Having an intimate knowledge of 
’araguay as it is, or recently was, 
Baroness KATHARINE VON DoMBROW 





| SKI, by virtue of a strong imagination, 


has projected herself into an era of 


| that country’s troubled history which 





is beyond her physical ken. Land of 
Women (PutNaM, 7/6) is a story of the 
dreadful days of the nineteenth -cen- 
tury dictators, when FRANCIA was a 
sinister memory and FRancisco LopEz 
an appalling presence. The deeds of 
the latter—a creature of gross flesh 
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and violent blood, portrayed with ‘Wat's THE AVERAGE TIP THEY GIVE YOU FELLOWS?” 

mastery—his tortures and treacheries “Bout A poLLan, San.” 

and the disastrous war into which “THERE YOU ARE THEN, BUT IT SEEMS RATHER A LOT.” 

he led his unhappy people are relent- Dat’s JEST GRAND, San. Yo’ DE VERY FURST MAN TO COME UP TO DE 


lessly depicted, till his death brings er 





horror to its climax and a release => 





to tension. Nevertheless, the book is true to its title: 
it is the women of Paraguay who triumph in the end, 
and not, for all her scheming, FRanctsco’s fascinating 
and rapacious Irish mistress, but the humble Guarani 
women, the withered hucksters of the market-place and 
the charming Gold Combs, those children of Nature and 
good-nature. They are the chorus of the tragedy, speaking 
the first word and the last; and though they are of Indian 
blood and their celebrant is an Austrian, there is something 
appropriately Spanish in the vivid grace and sharp reality 
of their presentation. They in their black-and-white, like the 
details of that awful war, bring Goya to our minds. Nor is 
the Baroness’s achievement thereby belittled 


The Tragedy of Edgar Allan Poe. 


I am not quite convinced of the justice of an uncritical 
biography—a “‘life-story,” as they say on the jackets—of 
a man who but for his literary exploits would have missed 
immortality; but then very few “life-stories’”’ are as good 
as Israfel (GoLLANcz, 18/-). A two-volume edition of this 
long account of Epcar ALLAN Pox and his America was 
published by Mr. Hervey ALLEN before Anthony Adverse. 
The present volume, however, is the completer version. 
Here, in daguerreotype, old print and sympathetic text, 
you have the whole circle: “Heten,” Exmtira, the child- 
wife, Vrrarn1a (idealised loves envisaged as the poet's 
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barriers against more tangible and oppressive ties), that 
accomplished mendicant, his mother-in-law-—even Catarina, 


| the cat who helped to keep Virarnia warm when she lay 


dying under the poet's great-coat. Three or four illegitimate 


children emerge from the account-books of austere Mr. 
_ Jown ALLAN to help explain why he, the husband of Por’s 


childless foster-mother, grew weary of supporting his wife's 
expensive protégé. What criticism there is—notably the 
stressing of scholarship rather than stimulants as origin- 


ating such poems as The Bells—is so sound I could 


have wished there had been more of it. 


An Experiment with Time. 
In A Week-End at Forthries (MuRRAY, 7/6), that somewhat 





 guileless romantic, Mr. C. E. Lawrence, gives his bank. 


| Square manner. 
| Dights, whose Muriel he loved, to be not good enough. Old 
| blood should mate with [~~ e 


| rie Sn 
| Laird of Forthries—all this the conscientious author tells 
_ with subjective conviction. I rather wish he would not write 
| sentences like: “It was all said with the utmost gentleness 
| and a sweetness arch,” and “ ‘Hu-hu-hu!’ 
| mirth was like the subterranean rumblings of glue.” 


lady of at least a hun- 


clerk hero, Robert Forthries, an experience in the Berkeley 
He was thought by the dull and solid 


old blood — that was 
Lawyer Dight’s creed. 
How Robert turned out 
to be Forthries ef 
Forthries and the Dight 
blood to be a very poor 
mixture: how he spent 
a week-end with Lady 
Ureula, the chatelaine 
of Forthries, a very old 


dred -and «twenty, who 
half took him for her 
dead betrothed; how 
he fell downstairs and 
found himself sharing 
the life and wearing the 
clothes of his rough, 
ruthless, roystering (and, 
ifLam tospeak candidly, 
quite unlikely) Georgian 
kinsmen, their chap- 
lains, bullies and doxies ; 
and how Muriel followed 
him to Forthries in time 
to see old Lady Ursula 
in peace in her shroud 
Robert accepted 


‘Wuy pon’? you use 





the answering 


“Kind, Kind and Gentle is She.” 
Sir Grorak Artur, in his new biography, Queen Mary 


| (Tuornton Burrerwortn, 5/-), records a tribute that must 


have been much ee by the Kine and Queen when 


_ the Stairport glass-blowers hailed Her Masesry by singing, 


|“ Kind is my 


ary.” That quality-—kindness of the most 


| practical and discriminating type, the gift of making and 
| keeping friends, and courage—are the points particularly 


| stresse 
| readers, in spite of its rather too many hesitating “may 
| have beens’’ and “ perhapses,” will find anything to quarre| 


in the portrait that he draws, This being so, few 


with in a book which, though it must unavoidably ignore 


_ some highest lights and darkest shadows. tells very pleasantly 
_ something of all that our QuEEN has meant to her family 
_ and to the Empire. Many readers will find their knowledge 


of European affairs and royal connexions considerably 
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iT YOURSELF!” 
“1 BELONG TO OUR DEPILATORY DEPARTMENT 
PORANILY WHILE THE REGULAR SALESMAN IS ON MOLIDAY.” 


London Charivari 
extended, and few will fail to enjoy the quiet malice with 
which the author now and then disparages—less by what 
he says than how he says it-—some personage who has 


earned his displeasure. Half the book’s profits—may they 
be large!—go to King Goorge’s Jubilee Trust. 
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The Cricket World. ’ 
Mr. Hersert Surciirre, in For Rngland and Yorkshire 
(ArNoup, 5/-), cannot be accused of blowing his own 
trumpet. Without belittling his successes or forgetti 
the joy that some of his great innings have given him he ia 
always ready to recognise the skill of other cricketers, and 
to acknowledge the help and encouragement that he has 
received during the course of his career, Frankly he thinks 
that all the pot her in connection with cricket at the present 
day comes from the doping of pitches; and he suggests a 
remedy. “Spread,” he says, ‘a little sand on the wicket 
each season and we should never hear again of cither fast 
TR | leg-theory or any need 
\for Ib.w. rule altera- 
tion.” With a preface by 
Lord Hawke and abun. 
dantly provided with 
illustrations and statis. 
tics, this isa book which 
I recommend to all 
lovers of cricket, and es. 
pecially to those who in 
difficult times are govern. 
ing our national game, 


Flights of Fancy, 
It is a strange world 
to which Mr. Epa@ar 
Rick Burrovens has 
transported Carson 
Napier in Pirates of 
Venus (Tur Bonney 
Heap, 7/6) Indeed, 
after asomewhat abrupt 
arrival in Venus, Naper 
had to adapt himself 
to conditions that were 
exceedingly strange and 
a pieturesque, He was, 
Lcadiat bocemingosall 
lar with his hosts when 
he was again transported and delivered into the hands 
of some most disagreeable Venusians. Then the fan 
really began, and Mr. Burrovans, in his descriptions of 
sea-fights and mutinies, can be trusted to keep his admirers 
agog with excitement. But what, I wonder, would A. P. H. 
have to say about a sentence that begins, ‘I think it was 
motivated solely by an instinctive urge. . .”’? 


I'M ONLY HERD 





England for the Swedish. 

A book intended for the “middle and higher forms of 
Swedish schools’? would not ordinarily be expected to 
appeal very strongly to English readers, but Mr. W. 
Unrstrém's Glimpses of England (published by ALBERT 
BONNIER, of Stockholm) well repays inspection, The author's 
purpose in compiling this ‘‘ Reader” has been ‘‘to give the 
spirit of England to-day,” and the manner in which he has 
set about it makes the book both instructive and enter. 
taining. ‘‘Church,” ‘ Parliament,” “Ghosts in the Tower of 
London,” “ The Chief Comic Paper of the World’ (modesty 
forbids us to specify), “Fire!” and (rather significantly) 
“Wiles of Confidence Tricksters”—these are chapter 
headings which show the range and catholicity of his choies, 
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| has not been dis- 
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Nupists, we are told, haven't any 
particular political leanings. They do 
not care to be called the No Shirts 


% * 
% 


To those who are considering new 


of crossing the 
Channel this sum. 
mer, we offer the 
suggestion that it 
has never been 
crossed on a tight- 
rope. 4 » 


The new reser- 
voirs at Ascot will 
not be — finished 
until September 
They will therefore 
not be available 
during the coming 
race-week for 
ducking welshers. 


* & 
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At Durban Mr 
BERNARD SHAW 
advocated that | 
convicts should be 
put into dress- 
clothes and = sent 
to symphony con- 
certs, Yet we have | 
always understood 
that Mr. SHaw was 
a humane man. 





» & 


A cartilage re- 
moved from the 
leg of Curr Bas- 
Tin the Arsenal 
footballer is to be 
kept by the Royal 
College of Sur- 
geons as a sBpeci- 
men. Theamount 
of the tranafer-fee 


HORACE DRAR, 
closed. * 4% WHITING ME AND TH? 
“ rHE CRHICKET-MATOH 





The newspaper 
owned by Senator Hur P 
he now preters to he called, is American 
Progress, He is believed, however, to 
be considering the idea of renaming it 
Hue and Cry 


LONG, Aas 


bi 


“The best thing for hay-fever is a 
mountain-top,” says a physician The 


| trouble is of course that so few chemists 


stock them, — 
a 


A naturalist is reported to have dis 
covered a new species of Mosquito in 


VOL, CLAXNSNVII, 
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a South American swamp, We under- 
stand, however, that actually the 
mosquito discovered him first. 
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It takes two to make a quarrel, we 
are reminded, And _ half-a-dozen or 
more musical-comedy authors to create 


a scene 





THis CHAIR I8 STRANGELY UNCOMPORTANLE, 
Ornkenwist 


LUKEWARM TEA HAS GRASS IN IT. 


The sombrero 80 largely worn in 
Shepherd's Bush is thought to have 
been introduced by the cowboys who 
came over last year for the Rodeo, It 
now denotes the Shepherd's Bush. 
ranger » # 

\ visitor to this country thinks that 
our long railway-tunnels are marvel- 
lous. Frankly, we can't see much in 
them » 


* 


\ gardening expert says slugs will 


nu 


not eat your lettuces if the plants are 
sprayed with a solution of paraffin and 
soft-soap. Neither will you, 


* * 
* 


“When taking a bath in a strange 
hotel,” writes a traveller, “I always 
have something by me ready to slip 
on.” We suppose he means the soap 


* 
* 


“Hiking may 
be enjoyed even 
by asimpleton who 
doesn't know his 
ABC,” atates an 
enthusiast 
bus guide does just 
as well 


» * 
x 


An Irish heavy- 


CHARLES DICKENS, 
So carping critica 
of the great novel- 
ist had better ‘be 
loareful 





| = 
| » 


j}mentions that he 
lenjoys a nice 
ifriendly game of 
| cards Others of 
jeourse prefer to 
| play bellies, 
ag 
The well-trained 
| parlourmaid is full 
lof tact and discre- 
tion, welearn, She 
| always breaks it 
igently. » » 

om 


Prickly teasels 
are recommended 
for removing the 
shiny patches from 
| trousers, The trou- 
iaers should be re- 
moved firat. 


THER MIDORS ARR 
1 AM ENJOYING 





» @ 
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Playing the bagpipes is said to be 
good for the complexion, But it doesn't 
remove freckles. y y 

»” 


A perfectly circular fish recently 
found in the Pacific is a mystery to 
zoologists. Presumably they can't make 
head nor tail of it, 


* * 
* 


* Oaramen do like to win their spurs,” 
asserts a writer on regattas, Then 
why do they ao seldom put them on? 
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weight pugilist is 
a worshipper of | 


\ goasip- writer | 
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paper 
| a set of golf-clubs from e 
wt J took them because he wanted to “play at 
| the game.) 
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Fate’s Cussedness. 


narrates that a man arrested for stealing 


(An evening 
a club-house in Surrey told the 


Last Saturday night down in Surrey 
A sad thing occurred ; 
A chap did an act—I can vouch for the fact, 
For I read it in print—which is driving me cracked 
With chagrin and vexation and worry, 
I give you my word 


To the club-house this imbecile hied him 
And burgled that same 
At no end of a fag, but the tale of his swag 
Was somebody’s golf-clubs complete in their bag, 
Which he took, so he told those who tried him, 
To play at the game. 


Well, of course it was mad, but its madness 
Is not the worst part; 
It was labour in vain and the man was insane, 
But that’s not the aspect that causes me pain. 
1 missed him. Yea, that is the sadness, 
The grief in my heart. 


Vor in Saturday’s golf my endeavour 
Had sickened a hen; 
From tee-box to n I was ravaged by spleen, 
I hit not a shot that was fit to be seen, 
And I prayed I might never—no, never 
See golf-clubs again. 


I consigned, and with language vermilion, 
To the worms and the grubs 
And the mouse and the mole every golf-course and 
hole, 
And I cried, “Is there not one compassionate soul 
In this ten times aceurséd pavilion 
Who'll scavenge my clubs?”’ 


| spoke to the deaf and the scoffer ; 
Yet the sequel has shown 
There was one on the way who was ready to say, 
“Oh, thank you, kind friend; I am pining to play 
And to close with your generous offer.” 
Ah, had I but known! 


And to think the poor devil's in prison 
Or stuck with a fine 
For pinching that set, when, if only we’d met, 
He had gained his desire and put me in his debt! 
Ah! why has this muddle arisen ? 


He might have had mine. H. B. 








An Oxford Movement. 


I HAVE accepted an invitation to visit Oxford for 
Commemoration Week. 

This is no ordi occasion. Rather may it be com- 

red with Dr. Jounson’s inspection of the Hebrides, with 

ORACE’s excursion to Brundisium or with ALEXANDER’s 
journey to the mobled East—an event, in short, which will 
stand out in history like a pylon on the Sussex downs. 
For not only have I never been within a local telephone- 
call of the B.B.C.’s spiritual home, but my fancy was bred 
in a university where Oxford is customarily called Another 
Place. The former fact is due not to any feelings of pride 


or prejudice but simply to lack of a day-return railway. F 


fare. 


So now I am feverishly arranging my ideas and preparing | 


myself for the revelations to come. 
When I was an undergraduate myself I naturally shared 


the opinions of my fellows, which were, roughly, that | 


Oxonians 


(a) drank much more than was strictly necessary for the 
practice of the Good Life ; 

(6) spent most of their time ragging about instead of 
using their inferior opportunities for mental and physical 
development ; 


(c) led immoral lives in all ways, from smoking in cap | 


and gown to playing poker for pence; 

(d) talked and wrote many volumes of unscholarly 
nonsense ; 

(e) wore peculiar clothes. 


These views continued to give entire satisfaction for 
some years after my intellect was declared full to capaci 
—until, in fact, I had lived in the great world long nou 
to meet a number of Oxonians. Then a certain uneasi- 
ness began to arise, the Foundations of Faith began te 
crumble, and at last by personal investigation and tactful 
questioning I discovered that every single Article, from 
(a) to (e), corresponded exactly with the beliefs held in 
Oxford concerning my own late associates. 

I began to wonder whether possibly circumstances had 
changed since the days of Mr. Verdant Green. Perhaps 
even at Oxford three-quarters of a century might have 
produced a slight change of outlook. I decided to appeal 
to the younger Oxford novelists. 

These were for the most part of very little help, except 


to make me wonder whether I had been a little premature | 


in abandoning my previous beliefs, especially Article (d). 

Then help came from an unexpected quarter. A film of 
Charlie’s Aunt was to be rele , and I should be enabled 
actually to see Oxford. Here at last I gained some valuable 
and reliable information :— 


(1) Undergraduates frequent lectures in immaculate 
Bachelor’s gowns and long-tasselled “squares.” 

(2) Sitting-rooms measure at least thirty feet by fifty 
and have French windows opening on to verdant green 
lawns. 

(3) It is possible to go in and out at any hour, there 
being no bars, porters, broken glass or spikes to hinder 
“sober wishes” from learning to stray. 

(4) There are no “oaks,” and the tenants’ names are 
inscribed on the middle of each door with “Mr.” and full 
Christian names. 

(5) There is a telephone in each room. 


I was so much enthralled by this picture that I saw it 
twice, and ever since have based all my conceptions of 
Oxford on it. 

The other source of information which I have found 
very useful is Beersoum’s Zuleika Dobson. There I found 
acutely described all that delicacy of honour and romantie 
idealism which I have since expected of all Oxonians, and 
I am always sad to find how quickly they become sullied by 
contact with the outside world. When at the end of the 


book the whole university committed suicide for honour | 


and Zuleika and I found her inquiring for the trains for 
Cambridge, I could not repress a sigh to think what @ 
shock awaited her there. 


Oxford, then, City of Tyres, Home of Lost Boat-races, | 
eponymous fount of motors, marmalade and Movements, | 


I am all agog! 
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THE BANSTEAD CURE. 
SHADWELL CuiLp. “I’VE HAD SUCH A LOVELY DREAM. IT WAS ALL ABOUT GETTING 
WELL IN A COUNTRY HOSPITAL.” 
Nurse. “YES, DEAR; AND WE’RE ALL TRYING TO MAKE IT COME TRUE.” 


[A scheme is on foot to remove the Princess Elizabeth Hospital for Children from Shadwell to Banstead Wood, 
where an estate has been presented 
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Sandy. “ YON SAXPENCE ON THE BILL FOR THE CRUET WAS NA TOO DEAR, MAGGIE; 
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AH’M THINKIN’ IT's A SILVER ONE.” 








The Case of the Diabolical Plot. 

In an unguarded moment the Great 
Detective’s sceptical friend, J. Smith, 
remarked off-handedly, “If there is one 
thing more than another for which I am 
thankful (and I assure you there is no 
great competition), it is that you never 
seem to have come into contact with 
one of those enormously wealthy and 


| ruthless but cultured master-criminals 
| whose aim is to overthrow the British 
| Empire by means of a plot.” 


“Oh,” said the Great Detective, 


| “but I have. The fact that you have 


* 


noticed my reticence—— 

“Your what?” 

‘My reticence,” repeated the Great 
Detective, “on this matter-——” 

“T found it by elimination,” J. Smith 
said. “It was the sole West-End ap- 
pearance this season of your retic- 
ence. 

“Only my modesty has prevented 


” 





*Your——?” 
“My modesty.” 
“That, I take it,” said J. Smith 


| carefully, “is another middle name of 


yours that has hitherto escaped my 


| notice. You wish me to assume, I 





suppose, that you notably distinguished 
yourself against this bloke ?’’ 

The Great Detective looked 
pleased. 

“T should hardly have called him a 
bloke,” he replied. “‘He was a graduate 
of one of the older universities and an 
extremely rich man. He had gold- 
rimmed ventilation-holes in his hat. 
That was what first attracted my 
attention to him; it was only later that 
I began to get some glimmering of his 
diabolical plot.” 

“To overthrow the British Empire ?”’ 

“To strike,” said the Great Detec- 
tive, “at its very roots.” 

“T knew it would be one or the 
other,” J. Smith nodded. “How?” 

“Tt was a long time before I found 
out——”’ 

“You didn’t have to tell me that, 
either.” 

“The country was being terrorised 
by an infamous secret society,” went 
on the Great. Detective, ‘known as the 

Hippy Hops. I see you smile; there is, 
I admit, something humorous about 
the name. It was originally a band of 
children—those children who read 
every day of the adventures of Hippety 
Hop, Hoppety Hip and Boomph, on the 
Children’s Page of that great London 


dis- 






newspaper The Daily. Hippety Hop {- 
and Hoppety Hip, if I remember} 
rightly, were badgers.” 
“ Badgers?” 
“Badgers. Boomph, on the other 
hand, was a South Australian wombat. 
Their adventures were bizarre in the | 
extreme. But when I was on the case | 
the Hippy Hops as a children’s society 
had long ceased to exist; the name was 
now applied to a band of ruthless men |} 
who were terrorising the country at 
the bidding of a master-mind. Ev 
morning there was news of some fi 
criminal act of theirs. Every morning 
some householder would complain that | 
he had lost the keys of his piano.” 
‘Lost the keys of his piano?” 
“To the last sharp—to the last flat.” 
“Do you mean to tell me,” inquired 
J. Smith hoarsely, ‘that these Hiccups 
or whatever they were galloped about 
the country pinching piano-keys?” 
The Great Detective nodded with 
gravity. “I do. That was the most 
curious aspect of the matter. No one} 
could imagine what they meant to G0} 
with all these piano-keys. At the samey 
time robberies of circus elephants} 
began to increase to an alarming extent. | 
Losses were reported from circus ‘ig 
cireus throughout the land; and the 
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crowning touch came one morning 
when all the elephants at the Zoo were 
found to have vanished without trace 
during the night. It was when the 
billiard-saloon outrages started that 
I had my inspiration. Men disguised 
as badgers 

“And wombats ?”’ 

“ Possibly—broke into billiard-halls 


| and billiard-rooms all over the country, 
| held up the players, if necessary, with 
| revolvers, and stole all the billiard- 
| balls they could lay their hands on. 


Thousands upon thousands of billiard- 
balls disappeared utterly in this way 


| within a day or two.” 


“And what did you do with your 


| inspiration ?”’ 
The Great Detective drew himself 


up. “I acted upon it swiftly and— 


| ahem!—terribly. The Foreign Office 


had given me a free hand. Realising 
where the next blow would fall, I put 
an armed policeman in the bedrooms 


| and the library of practically every 


well-to-do household in the country. 
I was triumphantly justified. That 
very night each of those policemen was 
in a position to arrest a member of 


| the Hippy Hops. Each bedroom was 


visited by one of these ruthless criminals 
in search of ivory-backed hair-brushes ; 
each library by one hoping to steal 


| some ivory chessmen. This,” the Great 


Detective explained, coughing pom- 
pously, “I had foreseen. The master 
criminal behind the Hippy Hops was 
out to corner ivory.” 

“This cheese whom you dignify by 


| the title of master-criminal,” remarked 
| J. Smith, “seems to me to have suffered 


from divided aims. How could he hope 
to do well with his ivory-cornering 
when all the time his heart was in 
striking at the very roots of the 
British Empire?” 

“One aim,” explained the Great 
Detective, “‘was incidental to the 


| other. Investigating further, I was 
| amazed at the grandiosity of the 
| scheme. Soon after this, if I had not 
| acted, table-knives, paper-knives and 


napkin-rings would have begun to go; 


| and in due course practically all the 
| ivory in the country would have been 


in the hands of that criminal.” 

‘But the sources of supply——” 

“Teeming,” said the Great Detective, 
“with his agents. Had I not broken 
up the gang one trembles to think of 
the result, for a satellite or minion of 
the leader had the ear of the Prime 
Minister. Egged on by him, the Gov- 
ernment had entered into a contract 
to supply a foreign Power with vast 
quantities of ivory. Had they been 
unable to fulfil it there would probably 
have been a war. And in a war 25 

“Don’t tell me—don’t tell me!”’ 
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said J. Smith. “In a war we should 
have been defeated, because ivory 
was the only thing that could stand 
against a deadly ray invented by this 
feller and sold to the foreign Power 
beforehand. Am I right?” 

“You are,” said the Great Detective 
complacently 

“Ha!” J. Smith remarked. “Now 
tell me that tin tie-pin of yours was 
given you as a memento by the Prime 
Minister and then perhaps I can get 
some sleep.” MM. 

The Faithful Force. 

He handed her up a dog-eared policeman’s 

notebook.”—Report of Trial, 








Cherry Blossom. 


As I walked out with Betty 
The cherry branches hung 

Their dainty fioretti 

Above the head of Betty 
And, by the breezes swung, 

Their snowy-white confetti 

Upon the path of Betty 
Prophetically flung. 








An Attractive Personality. 
“ Diamonp Maoynet Marries His Niece.” 
Headline in Provincial Paper. 
He appears to have drawn a heart as 
well as a diamond. 























BEE antec 


Hf] 
1 
; 
: 
i 
: 
H 
i 


PUNCH, or The London Charivari 








Have You Lived Before? 
(With acknowledgments to “The Evening News.”) 


WueEn I was a little girl I lived with my parents in the 
tiny Shropshire village of Hodley Parva, and one day 
had my fortune told by an old gipsy at a Fair. 

“Why,” she said, gazing into her crystal and appearing 
extremely surprised, “I see a young girl surrounded by 
camels—it is you! What can this mean?” 

Naturally I supposed the fortune-teller to have made a 
mistake, as there were no camels at all in Hodley Parva in 
those days (I dare say there are none now), and I dismissed 
the matter from my mind. 

Imagine my astonishment when some two or three years 
later | began to dream regularly about camels. Sometimes 
I would be riding one of these animals, sometimes merely 
standing with a great herd of them in a market-place filled 
with hurrying figures in long white robes. There was one 
/ man with a thick black beard who was nearly always 
close to me, though we never spoke. 

I told my father of these strange dreams but he attached 
no importance to them. “Too much pastry,” he would 
say in his kindly way. 

Then came the incident.to which even now I can hardly 
look back without a shudder. I was seventeen at the time 
and was playing croquet with my father and brother 
when a ball driven hard by the former bounded sharply 
upwards off a hoop into my eye, stretching me senseless 
on the turf. 

After a while I sat up and began to speak rapidly in a 
foreign language. 

A friend of my father’s who had been watching the 
game and who had an international reputation as a great 
linguist gave an exclamation of surprise. 

“IT had no idea your daughter was familiar with the 





“There's a deep pit somewhere just about here,” 
replied. “I know it.” 

“But you told me you'd never been in this part of the| 
country before,” said my wife bpocmanann 

It was true enough, but my uneasy feeling persisted, | 
Seeing an old countryman working in the next field, 1} 
went over to him and asked whether he knew of any dan. | 
gerous pits or quarries thereabouts. 

“Tis safe enough now,” he answered with a laugh. “’Tig |} — 
thirty years since they filled up the old marl-pit.” ee 

“Where was that?’’ I asked excitedly. 


“Over in the next field,” he replied. “Jest about where | - 
your young liddy’s standing. There was a young married | 


pair come walking together, and the man fell into the pit 
and broke his neck. April 8th, 1905, that was.” 

“The very day I was born,” I whispered. 

“Then ’twasn't you,” said the old fellow with a chuckle, 

But I knew better. What else could be the meaning of 
that sudden terrible premonition of danger ¢ 

I have never told my wife I must carry the dreadful 
secret alone with me to the grave. 

I am bigamously married. 


tk + % th 


Was I once the abominable Emperor HELIOGABALUS ? 

That is the terrible question I never cease to ask myself. 
When I was a boy at school one of the masters was telling 
us about some of the later Roman emperors. He men- 
tioned HELIOGABALUS and said that he was a person of 
a most abandoned type. 

A curious sensation of unreality came over me. 

“Tt is true!’ I cried, rising to my feet, and for three- 
quarters-of-an-hour I described with amazing accuracy (so 
an eminent scholar has since assured me) the debauches 
indulged in by the most despicable of Roman emperors. 

“How do you know all this?’’ asked the master sternly 







when I had finished. He was blushing to the roots of his 
hair. 
I hung my head in silence. I could not say. 


language of ancient Finland,” he cried. 
“She knows nothing but French, German, Spanish and 
a little Italian,” replied my father in equal astonishment, 


NL AON BALLERS, ESR ONE AED AE NE HIE at Ta ne ed oi 
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bathing my temples with a wet sponge. 
“Nevertheless she is speaking ancient Finnish like a 
native.” 


I was expelled. 

But the question that has kept me awake at night ever 
since—the question that will in all probability never be 
answered—is this: Was I once the abominable Emperor 


arcane ena 


A minute or two later I came to my senses, knowing 
nothing of what had passed. I only learnt of the extra- 
| ordinary incident when my father told me of it on my 
twenty-first birthday. 

What can it all mean? I am convinced that the recurring 
dreams about camels and my inexplicable knowledge of a 
| language of which I had never learnt a single word point to 
| the fact that I have had a previous existence in another 
in age and country. But when and where? Was I an Ancient 
Finn? And if so, whence came the camels and the figures 
in white robes?) Who, above all, was my companion with 
the black beard ? 


HELIOGABALUS ? H. F. E. 
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Song for a Good Kind Friend. 





You can’t believe what people say, 

And one-half the lies they tell of him aren’t true, 

So you mustn’t let nobody spoil your fun. 

Still, some of the things he does, Jane, aren't 
done ; 

And as for his manners, my dear, he’s none. 

Why, he took Maud out dancing and left her to 
pay! 

Well, men didn’t ought to treat ladies that way; 

So I shouldn’t get taken out too much by him 

If I were you. 
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Sometimes I wonder whether my girlhood in that earlier 
a life of mine was spent in Finland, and whether perhaps 
while still young I was carried off by marauding tribesmen 
to join the harem of some Arabian or Egyptian camel- 
merchant. 

But I suppose I shall never know. 


ete NORE, 








I’m not the one to give advice, 

And I simply hate the kind of folk that do; 

And I wouldn’t say nothing unkind, or that, 

But look at his tie—well, look at his hat! 

And look at his figure, my dear—he’s FaT! 

I’m not one for talking; I won’t be precise ; 

But, not to be nasty, I don’t think he’s nice, 

And I wouldn’t be seen about too much with him 
If I were you. 


* * of # 
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Some years ago I was walking with my wife in the 
_ country, We were crossing some fields when suddenly I 
clutched her by the arm and cried, “Stop! You are in 
great i 

“Why, whatever’s the matter, Alfred?”’ she said. 

I passed my hand wearily across my eyes. 
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“ Don’? LET HER PULL YOUR MOUSTACHE 
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LIKE THAT, Frep. YoU WANT TO KEEP [T LOOKING NICE FOR THE WHIST DRIVE.” 








Publicity—and Jones. 


You that can bid men rise 
(Much to their friends’ surprise) 
Till they assail the skies, 

And, more than that, 
Make them best sellers too, 
Publicity, to you, 
I, as is just and due, 

Take off my hat. 


There are, I’m told, whose aim 
Is what they know as fame, 
Who owe a paltry name 
To agents, hired 
To cram the Press with gup 
(And: so earn bite and sup) 
Which boosts their clients up 
Until one’s tired. 


Take not the poet Jones 

(Poet) who makes no bones 

About the thing, but owns 
Up to his sin, 

But frankly says it makes 

His work go like hot cakes, 

Nor shudders as he rakes 
The boodle in. 





Jones should have had more pride; 


Jones is not dignified ; 
A poet should have died 
Before he sank 
To this—as I for one 
Hold that he would have done: 
Talent the man has none; 
His mind’s a blank. 


Yet there he is, a star 
Of “snap” alike with “par,” 
While others nobler far 
Will hardly find 
In a month’s press one ray 
To light their weary way; 
It riles them, though they say 
That they don’t mind. 


But, poets, murmur not; 
To those who know what’s what 
Yours is the lordlier lot: 

Better not sing 
Than fall, like Jones, so low; 
Though one would like to know 
Precisely how to go 


About the thing. Dum-DuM. 


For Westminster Hospital. 





Westminster Hospital, of which 
Her Majesty the QueEN is patron, is 
no longer large enough for the ever- 
increasing work it has to do. If 
thousands of sufferers are not to be 
denied admission—and this is unthink- 
able—the Hospital must be rebuilt. 
To assist in raising funds for this pur- 
pose the old Westminster Market will 
be held from June 25th-29th in Dean’s 
Yard, Westminster—a reproduction of 
the famous Market which existed in 
the early 18th century. All goods on 
sale in the Market will be of a genuinely 
practical type. 

In connection with the Market a 
handsome Souvenir Volume, entitled 
Westminster Fare and containing, be- 
sides information about the Hospital 
and the old Market, contributions from 
many famous authors and artiste, is 
on sale on all bookstalls, etc., for the 
modest sum of 1/-. 

Mr. Punch warmly commends both 
book and Market to the attention of 
his readers. 
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Our Friend the Springbok. 


Avrnoven the word is more often 
used with regard to football, I cannot, 
after Mr. Punch’s cartoon in their 
honour, refer to the South African 


Sow 





iN 






= Lan 
A Wise GEeneRaL: 
H, F. Wave. 
cricketers in any other way. The 
Springbok can wear pads as well as 


carry an Oval ball. 


Mr. Wave has brought his gay and 


_ adventurous men to England in a very 


unusual year. For one thing, we are 
still a little rattled by the M.C.C.’s 
ruling with regard to a certain kind of 
attack. Not that we disagreed, but be- 


cause cricket once was not in need of 











Tae Watouner at tan Wicker: 
H. B. Camron. 


such legislation. And then came the 
new rg iene rule, honoured by the 
letter N, making, at any rate for 1935, 
the tendency of the to get before 


the wicket still more . All the 
while the South Africans are here they 





ae 


—an experience never before known 
to cricketers. And the third novelty 
for them is a season which began 
with occasional frost, even snow, and 
a steady frigidity, so that for weeks 
sweaters were worn and fingers numb. 
To Northern islanders like us, who 
expect little mercy from the powers 
that be, this was all in the day’s play, 
but it must have been very hard on our 
visitors from a land of the sun. None 
the less—for they are, as I have said, 
a gay and adventurous company—they 
have made runs. If one word were to be 
chosen to describe our visitors I think, 
after seeing them more than once both 
at the wicket and in the field, that 
“keen” is that word. They may not 
have-—yet—the spectacular glamour of 
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Tue Fiesr Line or Derenocnm: 
I. J. Srepie. 


the Australians, but I for one would as 
soon watch them. 


Now, individually, for the South 
Africans, eleven of whom we are to see 
at Nottingham, while the remaining 
four sit as quietly as they can in the 
pavilion. Three only of the fifteen are 
single, but it is not for me to say which. 
a gentlewomen of England need no 

elp. 


First is Herpert FrepERIcK Wap, 
of Natal, who is 29, hates tobacco and, 
as well as being captain, goes in first 
and is difficult to get out. He also 
makes a pretty speech, and I heard 
him at the Carpenters’ Hall surmise 
that Surrey had chosen that place to 
be hospitable in, because they made 


will have the letter N before their eyes. stumps there. 









The vice-captain is Horace Brak 
RIDGE CAMERON, of Transvaal, 
also 29, and those who hold that ¢ 
ideal place for a commander of cricket. 
is behind the wickets will be pleased, 
for he wears the gloves and wears them 
exceedingly capably, and has had much 


A. D. Nourse. 


tice as a leader. He also seems to 

batting better than before, and alto- 

gether should make us remember 
Percy SHERWELL. 


Perhaps the best all-rounder of the 
team is Bruce MircuE.., 26, of Trans- 
vaal, who can bat, bowl and catch them 
at slip, and in the first Test against 
Cuarman’s English Eleven in 1931 
made a record first score; but it is not 





Tue Nimspite Rowan: 
E. A. B. Rowan. 


he who opens with Wave to-day, but 


Ivan JULIAN SrepLE (pronounced 
““Seedlee”’), of Natal, aged 31, to whose 
steady indomitable bat the ball when 
it is red and new presents few terrors, 
and who looks like being very dan- 
gerous. His average for twelve Tests 
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to date is 26°81. Stevie also plays 
the ‘cello. 
But the man whose receding back 
will offer to the English players the 
view they like best is AkTHuR DupLEY 
Noursk, of Natal, aged 24, a great 
father’s great son, who is seriously run- 
ning the risk of being called the South 
African BrapMan—but not by this 
paper. Nourse makes hundreds where 
other men make tens. He is also de- 
voted to his aviaries and hopes to take 


back with him many specimens of 


English birds. Of Noursr, who by 
the way is right-handed, we have 
heard, but Eric ALtrrep BurRcHELL 
Rowan (what long and resonant names 
these South Africans have!) of the 
Transvaal, aged 25, is new, and I must 
confess that to my eyes he is the most 
attractive batsmen of them all. ‘That,’ 
I say, ‘‘is the way to play cricket,” as 
I watch him trying to score off every 





Cusp AND PUNGENT: 
R. J. Crise. 


ball and eager also to share his 


partners’ runs. 


Rowan is fresh to Tests, but, al- 
though he has had experience of them 
only in South Africa and Australia, 
KENNETH GEORGE VILJOEN, 24, of the 
Orange Free State, has played in eight, 
with an average of 26°33, and he also 
has the distinction of bringing with 


| him the only Dutch name. 


There are two fast bowlers in the 
team, One is ALEXANDER JOHN BELL, 
28, of the Western Province, whose 
successes in Test matches in Australia 
will not soon be forgotten, or his 
batting with Owxen-Smitu at Leeds; 
and the other, a new-comer, is named 
Rosert James Crisp, 23, also of the 
Western Province, also tall: like Pons- 





FORD, a journalist, but, unlike Pons- 
FORD, a mountaineer. As all fast 
bowlers should be, taking advantage of 
their more staple qualifications, BELL 
is a big hitter. 


There are also five South African 





A Uservurt ALL-Rounper: 
E. L. Davron. 


bowlers who can impart spin, chief of 
them being Cyrt. LeverTON VINCENT, 
of the Transvaal, who, though only 
32, is the Nestor of the party and has 
played in as many as twenty-one Tests, 
always inspiring respect with that trust- 





4, Power In Reserve: 
XenopHon BALASKAS. 


worthy left arm. Next, Eric Lonpes- 
BROUGH Daron, 28, of Natal, who is 
not only a very stylish bat but bowls 
useful slows. He was here with the 
last Test team from South Africa, and 
at evening sings baritone. Next, Dents 
STranLey Tomirnson, 24, of Rhodesia, 
who also is slow and spins them, and 


who was, once, in London, a pupil of 
poor G. A. FauLKNer, 


Next comes the mystery man of the 
team, with the imposing style of 
XENOPHON BaLaskas, a visitor from 
the Western Province, aged 24, com- 
paratively small, and an all-rounder 
with a great home reputation, who has 
had the advantage of being taught by 
GrimMetT. Just as the West Indians 
brought a Chinese, so the South 
Africans have brought a Greek—and 
we are very glad of it. 


Of the two youngest South Africans, 
both under 23, one is Arruur Bravu- 
MONT CHUDLEIGH LANGTON (again 
what names!), of the Transvaal, at once 
the baby and a giant, who also is a 
spin bowler to be watched, not fast 
but faster than not; and the other is 
Rosert James Wii.iaMs, of Natal, 
who is CAMERON’S able substitute with 


Ay, 
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Tue Porrry or Morton: 
A. B. C. Laneton. 


the gloves and can, when in luck, hit 
very far. 


Lastly | must mention the manager, 


who, unlike some managers, smiles | 


always, and was once a fine cricketer 
too, and a captain, and a participator 
in no fewer than twenty-three Tests— 
SrspLty Joun Snooxe, of the Transvaal. 
As he was born as recently as 188] I 
don’t see why he should not still fill 
a gap, should there be one. 


With respect to the English side, the 
Press has, of course, been busy. 
Cricket, compared with football and 
racing, is a dull affair, but by the 
infusion of rumour, conjecture, amaze- 
ment and reproof it can be made profit- 
able. Bearing this in mind, those who 
love the game continue unmoved, 
convinced that the Selectors are doing 
their best. E. V. L. 
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The Word War. 


(The Master wishes to thank the very 
numerous warriors who have sent him 
ammunition, and that those to 
whom he has failed to write will forgive 
him. 

XIII.—Jouneve EnGwisu. 

“Jungle. fig. A wild, tangled mass.” 

—- S.0.E.D. 

TxHosrk who have attended these 
lectures so far will understand, I hope, 
what is meant by “Jungle English.” 
There is here, brothers, no snobbish 
attack upon the lowly-born or poorly 
educated. This jungle grows most 
richly in high places, though the 
fringes of it are beginning to creep into 
the valleys, which is a sad thing. It 
does not shock me to hear Bill say 
“You’ve got a nerve, you ‘ave’; it 
would shock me grievously to hear 
him say, “You’ve got a redundant 
inferiority complex.” But that kind 
of vegetation is already taking root in 
the valleys where the simple people 
dwell. Modern communications, as we 
are fond of remarking, are rapid; and 
the corrupt phrase passes easily from 
the pompous letter in The Times to the 
Front Opposition Bench, and so to the 
street-corner orator, the public-house 
and the home. 

To-day, instead of “fun,” we learn to 
speak of “‘entertainment-values”’; in- 
stead of Tories we have “the forces of 
reaction”; instead of games, “‘recrea- 
tional facilities’; instead of swords 
and guns there are “ casualty-producing 
weapons.”* We no longer work to- 
gether; we co-operate according to a 
co-ordinated plan. We do not work 
whole-time, but ‘on a whole-time 
basis.” We do not hunger or starve; 
we exhibit evidences of malnutrition, 
or our diet is ized by protein 
deficiency. A book is not instructive; 
it has a high education content. We 
say not “What is wanted is...” 
but “The requisites desiderated con- 
sist in. . .” (and “requisite,” I see, 
in The Times Literary &: 


nothing). A 

“settled,” but “delimited” ; and it will 
not be long, I suppose, before it is 
“ delimitated.” 

Now, not all these expressions are 
base of origin or bad by themselves. 
Human life to-day is so complex that 
it is often difficult to discuss it in 
simple language. We cannot, ob- 

* “They endorsed the proposition that the 





State should assume direct ibility for 
ting the manufacture of all casualty- 
weapons.” 
National Peace Council. 


viously, explain the wireless or the 
cinema or an Unemployment Insur- 
ance Bill in honest Anglo-Saxon. We 
invent new words or give a twist to 
old ones; we run for help (and rightly) 
to ancient Latin and Greek. 

Not everything in the jungle is un- 
pleasant. The Greek and Latin roots, 
though exotic, may flourish and do 
good service in our soil. But the forces 
which nourish them are too generous 
and powerful for orderly growth—free, 
but brief, education, the “popular” 
Press, the cinema, the wireless, “‘demo- 
cratic’’ politics: the rain is too kind, 
the sun is too fierce, and the wind of 
communication that carries the seed 
too wild. There is neither the dis- 
cipline of the English garden nor the 
decent profusion of the English wood. 
There is a jungle—a wild tangled mass. 
The fine trees crowd together and their 
branches mingle without beauty or 
profit. And over all climb the horrid 
creepers — the clinging, choking “in 
view of’s,” and “with respect to’s,” 
the “from the stand-points (or view- 
points)”’ and ‘“‘in connection with’s.” 

Is that clear? 

No? Then we will give you an 
illustrative 

EXERCISE. 

Translate into modern Jungle Eng- 
lish the passage in the Church Cate- 
chism beginning “My Duty towards 
my Neighbour ” :— 

Answer, 


My duty In connection with 


towards my 
Neighbour is 
to love him 
as myself, 
and to do to 
all men as I 
would they 
should do un- 
to me: 


To love, 
honour and 
succour my 
father and 
mother: 

To honour 
and obey the 
King and all 
that are put 
in authority 
under him: 


To submit 
myself to all 
my gover- 


my co-citizens a gen- 
eral standard of mutual 
goodwill and reciprocal 
non-aggression is obvi- 
ously incumbent upon 
me: but a compre- 
hensive delimitation of 
my obligations might 
be grouped under four 
main categories :— 

(a) Relations involving 
the subordination of the 
individual. 

Among these must be 
listed the observance of 
statutory and Common 
Law demands with 
regard to (i.) parents 
and (ii.) the Monarchy 
(including here a co-op- 
erative attitude towards 
commissioned members 
of the armed forces and/ 
or responsible civil ser- 
vants, administrators, 
local government 
bodies, judges and po- 
lice officers), together 
with a measure of def- 
erence towards non- 


nours, tea- 
chers, spirit- 
ual pastors 
and masters: 
To order my- 
self lowly and 
reverently to 
allmy betters: 


To hurt no 
body by word 


nor deed: 


To be true 
and just in 
all my deal- 
ing: 


To bear no 
malice nor 
hatred in my 
heart: 


To keep my 
hands from 
picking and 
stealing, 


and my 
tongue from 
evil-speak- 
ing, lying and 
slandering : 
To keep my 
body in tem- 
perance, s80- 
berness and 
chastity : 


Not to covet 
nor desire 


other men’s 
goods ; 


but to learn 
and labour 
truly to get 
mine own liv- 
ing, and to 
do my duty 
in that state 
of life unto 
which it shall 
please God to 
call me. 


official authority (eg | 
teachers, clergy, ete} 
in so far as the 
compatible with an 
fettered developmer 
the personality. 


(b) Sociologica! 
tions not involving 
ordination. 

Abstention from per. 
sonal injury in any 
shape or form, whet 
verbal or otherwise, 
the first desideratum un- 
der this head, while 
hardly less important 
is the need for high i 

ity and veracity. 
values in all com 
and business contacts, | 
coupled with, from the 
social standpoint, a 
non-provocative » and 
community - conscious 
mentality. 

(c) Limits of Criminal 
Responsibility. : 

Pending the eventual | — 
abolition of private} 
property, it is necessary ose 
to deprecate any active} 
violation of the legal 
code by which that in- 
stitution is buttressed, | — 
and some attention to} — 
the capitalist laws re- 
lating to defamation, 
sedition, blasphemy, | 
etc., will be found ad- | ~ 
visable. 

(d) Personal Hygiene, 
Purity, etc. 

Of paramount import- 


ance: but at this date} — 
need hardly be stressed. | 






































(e) Miscellaneous. 

Subject to the refer- 
ences to private 
erty under (c) (loa 
the natural craving of 
the wealth-starved sec- 
tions of the population | — 
for augmented ma > 


ions should be a 
Soot in check; and in| — 
the interim the 
issue for the indivi 
seems to lie in some de- 
gree of concentration 
upon the securing of 
economic inde : 
and an adequate ; 
ard of life by means. 
intensive educatior 
100-per-cent. etheie 
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in the trade or industry 
adopted respectively, as 
the case may be. 


You follow, Bobby? 


Anyone who 


says, as a few have said, that we are 
obstructing the “living growth”’ of the 
language by frowning on “useful neo- 
logisms,” is erroneous, Bobby. If there 
are any “neologisms”’ in the passage 
above, they are not useful, as you can 
see. Yet my “Answer,” believe me 
(for I read all the papers), is neither 


fantastic nor unjust. 


Now do this 


EXERCISE. 


Translate the following passage into 


Jungle English :— 


“In these days, when fear and 
preparation for war are again astir in 
the world, let us be thankful that quiet 
government and peace prevail over so 
large a part of the earth’s surface, and 
that under our flag of freedom so many 
millions eat their daily bread, in far 
distant lands and climates, with none 
tomake them afraid.” —Fromthe Kina’ s 

Speech, delivered in Westminster Hall, 


May 9th, 1935. 


Answer. 


“As regards the Empire, it is a 
factor for congratulation that, con- 
currently with a process of wholesale 


rearmament, due to fear on the part of 


Continental nations, a substantial per- 
centage of the world-population sub- 
sists under peace conditions combined 


| with stability of government, added 


to which we can quote satisfactory 


| figures in respect to the total numbers 


receiving a measure of regular nutrition 


| overseas, in many cases located remote 
| from the Mother Country, and who 


enjoy a minimum of apprehension 


due to our democratic institutions.” 


“Re.” 


The Kina said 


that he would 


dedicate himself anew. Fine! 
A Sunday paper, at the head of a 


| paragraph commending the Krva’s 


speeches, printed this :— 


** REDEDICATION.”’ 


Foul! 


A. P. H. 








Experiments in Quantity. 
(By an Astral Body.) 





Tuovues in fact my whole dominion 
Is a small suburban plot, 

Soaring Fancy’s ample pinion 
Reconciles me to my lot; 

For the groves and glades of Arden 
Gladden me within my gates 

And the hemlock in my garden 

Brings to mind SocRaTEs. 








DUST FROM NEXT-DOOR.” 








“JusT LET ME GIVE YOU A DEMONSTRATION, MapaM. IL’VE BORROWED SOME 








Though scare-mongering peers 
affright us, 

Little do I heed their wails 
As I roam with THEocritTus 

In the calm Sicilian vales, 
Share the opulence of Mrpas 

Or at Thermopyle stand 
With the valiant Lgontpas 

And his deathless band. 


Modern critics may be keen on 
EpsTEIN’s sinister appeals, 

I prefer the Greek Parthenon, 
Puerpias and PRAXITELES. 
Television brings Duns Scotus 

Well within my mental gaze, 
But to dear old Heropotus 
I award the bays. 





All the past and all the present 

Swim into my spirit’s ken, 
All conditions (vide Besant) 

And all sorts and kinds of men: 
PERICLES and THEMISTOCLES, 

Hvury Lone and Maynarp KEYNES, 
Prnpar and Horativs CocLes 

And ARISTOPHANES. 


By thy Largo lulled, O Hanpev, 
Oft on wireless wings I go 
To the coast of Coromandel 
Where the oblong oysters grow, 
And, remote from the imbroglios 
Fostered by our muddled guides, 
Con the fascinating folios 
Penned by THucyprpEs. 
C. L. G. 
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Monsieur Paul Narrates. 
IIL—The Road to Rome. 

“Srvce the world is round,” said 
| Monsieur Paul, “a man who set out 
| to reach Rome by walking in the 
_ opposite direction would no doubt 
_ eventually reach his destination. I do 
' not claim that such a route has any 
_ conspicuous advantages. I only sug- 
| gest that for a certain t of mind 
| it is the only route. My d Joseph 
has a mind of this type. His ambition, 
however, is not the attainment of 
Rome, but the more modest one of 
winning the hand of a girl called Leah. 

‘But Joseph holds no brief for love 
in a cottage. 

“Although I love you,’ he says to 





has not proceeded far in these subjects, 
however, when his progress is arrested 
by two discoveries. The first is the 
mount importance of scientific 
ieting, and the second the fact that 
the most profound works on physical 
culture have been written in German. 
“Joseph now argues that if these 
books remain inaccessible his attempts 
to develop his body will prove abortive ; 
if his body remains weak he will be 
unable to master economics; if he is 
ignorant of economics he will never 
attain the position of Chief Clerk ; and 
until he is Chief Clerk he cannot marry 
Leah. The only reasonable course 
therefore is to learn German. 
“Now it is clear that when a man’s 
spare time is devoted to the intensive 
study of German and his meals regu- 


Leah, in a fit of pique, goes to Hot 
with the Chief Clerk, who is a 
man, untroubled by ambition and @ 
great frequenter of the cafés. 

“Time passes, and while Joseph 
memorising the rule that in German 
the word for ‘young girl’ is in 
neuter, the Ng Clerk is dem 
ing that in less austere languages it ig | 
feminine by persuading Leah to eal : 
pany him on a picnic @ deux. When 
Joseph has passed from German to 
physical culture and is expanding his | _ 
chest to the gramophone in his : 
room, the Chief Clerk and Leah are] — 


stretching their legs to the band at the ee ' 
Palais de Danse, and by the time that | — 


he has resumed his study of Joy} 
Stuart MIL they have bought a cata- | 
logue of The Ideal Home. 





Leah, ‘we must be pra- 
tique and think of the 
future. My salary 
as second clerk is not 
enough for two. Before 
we marry I must be- 
come Chief Clerk.’ 

“*An excellent idea,’ 
replies Leah. ‘But what 
of the present Chief 
Clerk ¢ I very much fear 
that he may oppose the 
plan.’ 

“*Never mind,’ says 
Joseph ; ‘the Chief Clerk 
is an ignorant fellow and 
lacking in character. I 
have but to acquire a 
knowledge of economics 
and business practice 
and I will displace him. 
Henceforth,’ he strikes 
his chest, ‘mys time 
will be devoted to these 


subjects.’ 








Suspicious Character, “ Honestty, 1 \uN’t WAITIN’ ABOUT FOR BETTIN’ 
SLips; I’M WAITIN’ FOR THAT BLOKE TO START JUGGLING.” 





“ “All of it?’ says Leah, pouting. 
‘Well, do not be too long.’ 

“Joseph sets to work. He devotes his 

my Law. He reads 
conomy as he shaves 


| in the morning, and studies the works 


of Keynes in the tram. But here a 
difficulty arises. Economics is an 
exacting study for one’s spare time, and 
great stre is needed to support the 
strain. And, although Joseph’s spirit is 
willing, his body is small and frail. A 
necessary preliminary, evidently, is to 
develop the body. Joseph accordingly 
| postpones economics and devotes his 
_ attention to exercises. But it soon 
| occurs to him that the performance of 
exercises in an unscientific manner is 
inefficient and wasteful, and as he is 
eager to marry Leah it becomes obvious 
that these operations should be pre- 
ceded by a study of the human body 
itself ond timanpelnat the ackno 

authorities on physical culture. He 





lated by meticulous calculations of 
calories and vitamins he will have little 
leisure to pursue the art of love. Leah, 
who has a penchant for the cinema 
and péche Melba, begins to grow 
impatient of dissertations on the 
separable prefix, aggravated by a 
dinner of raw carrots and nuts. 

“* Listen, my bijou,’ she says at last ; 
‘although such application does you 
infinite credit, there are occasions when 
it becomes hard to endure. Forget your 
grammar for once and let us go to Hot 
Lips at the Ciné Palace.’ 

“Joseph withdraws his attention 
reluctantly from the rule for the use 
of the subjunctive with wenn. 

“*Do you not see, my angel,’ he says, 
‘that every moment taken from my 
studies defers the date of our marriage ? 
Am I to slight you by deliberately 
wasting time at the cinema?’ 

“He returns to an exercise on pre- 
positions which govern the dative, and 


“When Leah and the | 
Chief Clerk have been 
married for five years 
and Joseph has mastered 
Ricarpo’s Theory 
Rent, it happens that } 
the Chief Clerk takes his | 
family on the river ina} 
boat. It also happens 
that a sudden squall 
capsizes the boat just 
as Joseph is passing. 
Joseph, now of course a 
man of superb physique, 
dives unhesitatingly into 
the angry waters. He 
rescues Leah. He rescues | 
Leah’seldest son. Diving 
repeatedly he rescues 
Leah’s second son and 
eldest daughter. Al- 
though now almost ex- 
hausted he plunges in 
again and rescues two 
: pairs of twins. But his 
efforts to save the husband prove vain. 

‘As he now automatically becomes 
Chief Clerk the last obstacle in the way 
of his marriage is removed and he and 
Leah are at length united. ‘Neverthe- 
less,’ he says to Leah as he surveys 
the seven children, ‘one cannot say 
that my study of economics has been 
entirely misapplied.’ ” 











Something Silver. 


“To begin with, it must be silver,” 
announced Pamela. 

“To end with, it will undoubtedly be 
Treasury-notes,” I said. “But surely 
the Jubilee is over?” : 

“I’m not talking about the Jubilee. 
I had a letter this morning, and it’s 
Aunt Jane’s silver wedding next 
Thursday, so for Heaven’s sake don’t 
fix up golf or anything. And we must 
think of something to give them, and 
it must be silver.” 
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“ ANOTHER SUNNY WEEK-END! 








“A silver pencil?” 
Pamela said it might help, and bor- 
rowed mine, After some time she 
| handed me the gas-bill inscribed as 
follows :— 


“Tea-caddy spoon. 
Asparagus-servers (inquire price) 
Book-ends (probably too dear) 
Cigarette-box (sure to have one al- 
ready). 
Caddy-spoon (tea). 
Fruit-servers (doubtful). 
Cream-jug (rather obvious). 
Spoon (tea-caddy).” 


| “The caddy-spoon seems to be a hot 
favourite,” I commented, “but Aunt 
Jane won’t want three.” 

| “Three! She won’t want one really 

She hasn’t got a caddy.” 

“She had when I played her at 
Worthing. A nasty little brute with a 
squint. I remember I pulled my drive 
at the fifth entirely owing to 2 

“| shall run up to town to-morrow 
interrupted Pamela. ‘I’m sure to see 
something.” 


* + * * * 











Apparently Pamela saw a good deal 
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Ler'’s LET THE ENCYCLOPEDIA SLIDE AND PAY THE INSTALMENT ON THE Can!” 








“| had to have one or two oddments 
in the way of clothes, anyhow,” she 
explained, “and it’s sheer waste to pay 
two railway-fares. I’ve got something 
lovely for Aunt Jane.” 

She disentangled one of her parcels, 
put it on the table and patted it 
affectionately ‘You'll never guess 
what it is 

es caddy-spoon.” 

“No, it’s marvellous! ” 

I retrieved the gas-bill from behind 
the clock and considered the pos- 
sibilities 

‘‘ Book-ends (probably too dear)?” 

She shook her head. 

Not doubtful fruit-servers ?”’ 

You’ll never guess,” said Pamela. 
She borrowed my knife, cut the string 
and, plunging into a mass of tissue- 
paper, brought forth a determined- 
looking brass fish. 

‘Isn't it perfect ?’’ she asked, hold- 
ing it at. arm’s-length. “A dolphin. 
Look at his eyes.” 

I looked, and looked hastily away. 


“The point is -" | began. 
“His tail It’s a door-knocker. 
Frightfully good.” 


‘A knock-out,” I agreed, “‘ but——” 


“Look at the detail. The fins——” 

“The detail,” I said firmly, “is not 
the fins, it’s the brass. I don’t wish to 
daunt you, Pamela, but you distinctly 
and positively said that silver was 
absolutely essential.” 

“Good heavens!’’ she exclaimed. 
‘I completely forgot. How dreadful!” 
She lifted the dolphin’s tail and 
knocked sharply twice. “What a 
shame!” 

“It might be changed.” 

“T should hate it changed. I like it 
just as it is,” said Pamela, stroking its 


head. “I know. L’ll give it to you. 
It’s sure to be the anniversary of 
something to-day. Get the serew- 
driver.” 

** But——” 


“IT know what you are going to say. 
You are going to say I can’t afford it. 
As a matter of fact I can’t.” 

Perhaps I could give it to you?” 

Pamela's face lit up. “You do have 
some lovely ideas,” as said. “I'll get 
Aunt Jane something to-morrow.” 

“Something silver?” 

Pamela nodded. ‘What do you 
think about a caddy-spoon?” she 
asked. 
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Monsieur Paul Narrates. 


a 


IlL.—The Road to Rome. 
“Since the world is round,” said 
Monsieur Paul, “a man who set out 


to reach Rome by walking in the 
opposite direction would no doubt 
eventually reach his destination, I do 


not claim that such a ~_ _ any 
conspicuous aoe. only sug- 
nt 


| gest that for a cert ype of mind 
_ it is the only route. My 1d Joseph 


has a mind of this type. His ambition, 
however, is not the attainment of 
Rome, but the more modest one of 
winning the hand of a girl called Leah, 

‘But Joseph holds no brief for love 
in a cottage. 

“ ‘Although I love you,’ he says to 
Leah, ‘we must be pra- grees 7 
tique and think of the 
future. My salary 
as second olerk is not 
enough for two, Before 
we marry I must be- 
come Chief Clerk.’ 

“*An excellent idea,’ 
replies Leah. ‘ But what 
of the present Chief 
Clerk ¢ I very much fear 
that he may oppose the 
plan.’ 

“*Never mind,’ says 
Joseph; ‘the Chief Clerk 
is an ignorant fellow and 
lacking in character, I 
have but to acquire a 
knowledge of economics 
and business practice 
and I will displace him. 
Henceforth,’ strikes 


his chest, ‘mys time 





subjecta,’ RRA EARS 
“All of itt’ says Leah, pouting 
Well, do not be too long.’ 
Joseph sets to work. fie devotes his 
ny Law. He reads 


| Meuu’s Political Keonomy as he shaves 
_ in the morning, and studies the works 


of Keynes in the tram, But here a 
difficulty arises. Eeonomica is an 
exacting study for one’s spare time, and 
great strength is needed to support the 


_ strain. And, although Joseph's spirit is 


willing, his body is small and frail, A 


| necessary preliminary, evidently, is to 


develop the body, Joseph accordingly 
postpones economics and devotes his 


| attention to exercises, But it aoon 





ocours to him that the performance of 
exercises in an unscientific manner is 
inefficient and wasteful, and as he is 
eager to marry Leah it becomes obvious 


_ that these operations should be pre- 


| 
| 
‘ 


ceded by a study of the human bod 
iteelfan emmadetinnatene ‘ 


authorities on physical culture, He 


ee nO RR re en 2 Rae 


‘ 


has not proceeded far in these subjects, 
however, when his progress is arrested 
by two discoveries. The first is the 

aramount importance of scientific 

joting, and the second the fact that 
the most profound works on — 
culture have been written in German. 

“Joseph now argues that if those 
books remain inaccessible his attempts 
to develop his body will prove abortive ; 
if his body remains weak he will be 
unable to master economics; if he is 
ignorant of economics he will never 
attain the position of Chief Clerk ; and 
until he is Chief Clerk he cannot marry 
Leah, The only reasonable course 


therefore is to learn German, 

“Now it is clear that when a man’s 
spare time is devoted to the intensive 
study of German and his meals regu- 





Suapicious Character. “ Honwerty, | ven warrin’ anour 
will be devoted to these | snaps; I'm warren’ ron rar HLOKe To sTART sUaaLING.” 


lated by meticulous caloulations of 
calories and vitamins he will have little 
leisure to pursue the art of love. Leah, 
who has a penchant for the cinema 
and péche Melba, begins to grow 
impatient of dissertations on the 
separable prefix, aggravated by a 
dinner of raw carrots and nuts. 

““Listen, my bijou,’ she says at last; 
‘although such application does you 
infinite credit, there are occasions when 
it becomes hard to endure. Forget your 
grammar for once and let us go to Hot 
Lips at the Ciné Palace,’ 

“Joseph withdraws his attention 
reluctantly from the rule for the use 
of the subjunctive with wenn, 

“Do you not see, my angel,’ he says, 
‘that every moment taken from my 
studies defers the date of our marriage | 
Am I to slight you by deliberately 
wasting time at the cinema?’ 

He returns to an exercise on pre- 
positions which govern the dative, and 
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Leah, in a fit of pique, goes to Hot 
with the Chief Clerk, who is a 
man, untroubled by ambition and @ 
great frequenter of the cafés, 
‘Time passes, and while Joseph is 
memorising the rule that in German 
the word for ‘young girl’ is ae 
neuter, the Chief Clerk is demo 
ing that in less austere languages it is 
feminine by persuading Leah to accom. 
pany him on a pienie @ deur, When 
Joseph has passed from German to 
physical culture and is expanding his | 
chest to the gramophone in his bed. 
room, the Chief Clerk and Leah are | 
stretching their legs to the band at the 
Palais de Danse, and by the time that | 
he has resumed his study of Jom } 
Sruart Miu they have bought a cata. | 
logue of The Ideal Home. 
aR abst “When Leah and the 
Chief Clerk have been | — 
married for five years | 
and Joseph has mastered | 
Ricanno’s Theory of 
Rent, it happens that 
the Chief Clerk takes his | 
family on the river ina} 
boat, It also happens 
that a sudden squall 
capsizes the boat just 
as Joseph is passing. 
Joseph, now of course a 
man of superb physique, 
dives unhesitatingly into 
the angry waters. He 
rescues Loah. He rescues 
Loah'seldest son. Diving 
repeatedly he rescues 
Leah's second son and 
eldest daughter. Al } 
though now almost ox- 
hausted he plunges in 
again and rescues two 
pairs of twins, But his 
efforts to save the husband prove vain, 
As he now automatically becomes 
Chief Clerk the last obstacle in the way 
of his marriage is removed and he and 
Leah are at length united. ‘Neverthe- 
less,’ he says to Leah as he surveys 
the seven children, ‘one cannot say 
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Somethin 


“To begin with, it must be silver,” 
announced Pamela, 

“To end with, it will undoubtedly be 
Treasury-notes,” I said. “ But surely 
the Jubilee is over?" 

“I'm not talking about the Jubilee. 
I had a letter this morning, and it’s 
Aunt Jane's silver wedding next 
Thursday, so for Heaven's sake don’t 
fix up golf or anything, And we must 
think of something to give them, 
it must be silver.” 
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‘ANOTHER SUNNY WEEK-END! 


‘A silver pencil ¢” 
Pamela said it might help, and bor 
rowed mine After some time she 


| handed me the gaa-bill inseribed as 











follows: 


“Tea-caddy spoon. 
Asparagua-servers (inquire price) 
Book-ends (probably too dear) 
Cigarette-box (sure to have one al 
ready), 
Caddy-spoon (tea) 
Fruit-servera (doubtful) 
Cream-jug (rather obvious) 
Spoon (lea-caddy).” 


The caddy-spoon soomea to be a hot 
favourite,” I commented, “but Aunt 
Jane won't want three,” 

“Three! She won't want one really 
She hasn't got a caddy.” 

“She had when | played her at 
Worthing. A nasty little brute with a 
squint. [remember I pulled my drive 
at the fifth entirely owing to 

T shall run up to town to-morrow 
interrupted Pamela, ‘I'm sure to see 
something.” 


+ * * * * 


Apparently Pamela saw a good deal 


a Oa rar 











Ler's wer TH 


I had to have one or two oddmenta 
in the way of clothes, anyhow,” she 
explained, ‘and it’s sheer waste to pay 
two railway-fares, L've got something 
Aunt Jane.” 

She disentangled one of her parcels, 
put it on the table and patted it 
affectionately You'll never guess 
what it is 

A caddy spoon 

No, it’s marvellous!” 

| retrieved the gas-bill from behind 
the clock and considered the pos. 
sibilities 

Book-onds (probably too dear)?” 

She ahook her head 

Not doubtful fruit-servers ?”’ 

You'll never guess,” said Pamela 
She borrowed my knife, cut the string 
and, plunging into a mass of tissue. 
forth a determined. 


lov ely for 


paper, brought 
looking braas fish 
Ian't it perfect!’ she asked, hold. 
ing it at arm’'sa-length. “A dolphin, 
Look at hia eyea,” 
| looked, and looked hastily away. 
The point is " | began, 
His tail It's a door-knocker 
Frightfully good 
\ knock-out,” L agreed, “ but 
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THM INSTALMENT ON THE Can!” 


Look at the detail, The fins 

“The detail,” 1 said firmly, “ia not 
the fins, it’s the braas, I don't wish to 
daunt you, Pamela, but you distinotly 
and positively said that silver was 
absolutely essential,” 

“Good heavens!’ she exclaimed 

I completely forgot. How dreadful!” 
She lifted the dolphin's tail and 
knocked sharply twice, “What a 
shame!” 

“It might be changed.” 

“| should hate it changed. I like it 
just as it is,” said Pamela, stroking its 
head. “I know, L'il give it to you 
It's sure to be the anniversary of 
something to-day, Get the sorew. 
driver.” 

" But 

“I know what you are going to say, 
You are going to say I can’t afford it, 
As a matter of fact 1 can't.” 

" Perhaps 1 could give it to yout” 
Pamela's face lit up, “ You do have 
some lovely ideas,” no said, “I'll get 
Aunt Jane something to-morrow.” 

“Something silver?” 

Pamela nodded. “What do you 
think about a caddy-spoont” she 
asked, 
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PEOPLE WHO ARE HARD TO LIVE UP TO. 
‘AND TO FOLLOW, MADAM, SHALL I CREATE A SOUFFLE OR WOULD YOU PREFER THAT I SHOULD COMPOSE AN OMELET?” 








Specimen Englisch Epistles for Nordic 
Students. 
(Made in Germany.) 





VIII.—Boatine Compats. EpistLe RECOUNTANT OF THE 
Eiout-By-Erant Water Ractna at OXxForpD-AND- 
CAMBRIDGE. 

Dear My Cousin ALIcg, CounTEss WILLIAMSON ,—What 
ho? This I say by way of gresting, because of being so 


_ jolli here in Oxford-and-Cambridge during the seven days 
_ of marine struggles. All is cheeri and I am gay too. 


In case you are not familia with that which goes on along 
the streams, I-will announce the things which take place. 
You see, I tell you, it is a question of striving, some against 
some, on cea In each schip there are eight who assist in 
moving her about by dint of waving their ieces, while 
one takes his place in the and pulls the strings as 
cunningly as maybe. He is entitled the coxswain and is 
the one over the eight, for it is up to this one to scream 
advice when necessitous. Have you got me, eh ? 

Well then, I say, the fleet does not proceed side by side, 
for that would never do, because the torrent is slender. 
O no, by Jove! They cruise along indianwise, all between 


eachother, beginning at times various, according to the 


_ reputation they have gained at former regattals. Perhap 


| you are she who — up her ear and demands how then 


can the one give the other the go-by and come in previous 
at the winning-sign? Well, I tell you, it is not controlled 
in such a ion, I should think not! 

Instead of flasching by in fine style, as many would like 
to do, I'll be bound, the scheme is that if one schip is more 


agile than she in front the steersperson directs the nose 80 
that it bangs the predecessor o such a wallop! Whereupon 
the latter is unpossessed of her prior place, and very nice 
too. What fun! In the next combat, she who bangs begins 
where she who was in front began before. Simple, eh ? 

What excitements indeed are given rise to by these 
activities! The partisans of crew after crew chog along 
the toepath, mad a-schouting and discharging pistoles. 
Sometimes a joyous onlooker, who approves of the triumph 
of a schip, will go all a-splasch into the water itself and 
become submerged in full dress until the immersion becomes 
too much for him and he relinquishes the stream, still gay 
in spite of such a wetting indeed! 

o Ho! It is so fonni, you know! The maidens deck 
themselves in their biggest and best and saunter along, 
looking oh my what pretti pictures! And many students, 
who are not on deck helping their schip to carry on, follow 
about the maidens with the idea of cutting a dasch. But 
do you think the girlpeople care a whittle for these? My 
aunt, o no! They are thinking all the time of the actual 
participators, who are the heroes of the day and have the 
blues, though not all those who are manning the schips have 
the blues, for a blue is only donated to the most skilful of 
all. Nevertheless to be a waterman of any sort is the correct 
passport to the affections of the fair ones, and they who are 
not, but merely escort the girls arm-for-arm and spruce 
themselves tidily and consider themselves swells no end, 
find that a participator soon carries off the dearly beloved. 

Next year, you must be among those present and see for 
yourself, eh ? 
Your obedient cousin and servingman, 
Viscount THOMSON. 
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Impressions of Parliament. 


Thursday, May 30th.—The clause in 
the Ribbon Development Bill which 
empowers highways authorities to ac- 
quire land compulsorily beyond the 
220 yards laid down in the Bill roused 
the landlords to loud protest, as was 
expected, when the Upper Honse 
again discussed the Bill in Committee 
to-day. The extreme Conservative 
view was crystallised by Lord Hasr- 
mas, who declared that since the 
Radical Administration of 1906 land. 
lord-bartery (which somehow sounds 
an older English sport) had been the 
favourite amusement of Parliament: 
and the opposite view was best stated 
by Lord Lornian when he said that it 
could not be to the ultimate advantage 
of landlords to obstruct the acquisition 


| of land which the public considered 


necessary to save life. The subsequent 
vote was exciting but not greatly to 
the credit of the Upper House, the 
Government getting home by a bare 
one, 

It was rather a routine day in the 
Commons. Mr. Ormssy-Gore an- 
nounced that the repairs to the stone 
work of Parliament will be finished in 


| six years at a cost less than the esti 


mate of £750,000, which gave Mr 
Burnetr of Aberdeen the chance of 
suggesting that it would be a good idea 
to use some more durable material, 
such as Aberdeen granite, and gave 
Mr. P.’s R. to wish that the interior of 
the buildings should be demolished 
and rebuilt on less dreary and monu 
mental lines. 

The P.M. refused to be drawn, even 
by Mr. Maxton’s charm, about the pro 
jected Cabinet changes, 
and the House settled 
down to conclude the 
Report Stage of the 
India Bill. 

Friday, May 31st. 
To-day the Commons 
took advantage of the 
Foreign Office Vote to 
discuss the Peace policy 
of the Government. The 
debate was opened by 
Sir Herpert SAMUEL, 
who, in a long and 
statesmanlike speech, 
supported our proposed 
air expansion while urg 
ing the supreme import- 


ance of the collective 
system. Although he 
regretted very much 


Herr HirLEr’s antagon- 
ism to Russia, he was 
anxious that the Fiib- 
rer’s speech should be Sir 


Su Jon 


OUR PROGRAMMI 
' “ 9” 
iverey Coamarecaw and Sir Heaesar Samvns, “ Unant Hear! 


given the sincerest consideration. Italy 
and Germany admitting that they had 
no wish for an Air Force greater than 
that of France, he took France to be 
the current yardstick. 











MR. HORE-BELISHA, PATRON SAINT 
OF TRAVELLERS. 


(Design for stained-glass window to the 
VM iniater of Transport.) 


Colonel Heraptam, who followed 
him, was for a revision of the Treaty 
of Versailles sufficient to remove what 
he considered to be the causes of Ger- 
many's frantic rearmament; and Mr. 





DOVE AND THE EAGLE. 


rHk 


Simon Herne, GENTLEMEN, YOU SEE THE LATEST ITEM IN 
[Wo BIRDS WITH ONE HOME,’ 80 TO SPEAK,” 


BERNAYS noted gratefully the change 
in the attitude of the House which left 
seareely any isolationists, even Mr. 
CHURCHILL rapidly qualifying, he said, 
to be a Vice-President of the League of 
Nations Union. 

Then came Sir Joun Savon, making, 
if rumour were correct, his last big 
speech as Foreign Mryisrer. He 
began by reminding the House that 
the proposed Western Air Pact had its 
origin in the Franco-British conversa- 
tions in London and would involve a 
new contribution from certain Powers 
which would operate for our benefit, 
namely that they would come to our 





rescue; and went on to describe the 
difficulties in the way, which were not, 
however, preventing rapid progress in 
the preliminary negotiations. The time 
was nearly ripe—and the French Govern- 
ment concurred—for a more intimate 
exchange of views on the basis of 
Locarno, agreed limitation of strengths 
and the outlawry of indiscriminate 
bombing. It would not be a wise policy, 
as some newspapers were suggesting 
to suspend R.A.F. expansion and then 
negotiate, for that expansion, far from 
being inimical to peace, was essential 
to collective security, and he was very 
glad that Sir Herpert Samver had 
expressed the same view 

Sir Austen CHAMBERLAIN having 
given his blessing to the Government 
briefly but warmly, SirStarrorp Carrrs 
rose to ask that some method should 
be found to stop financial speculators 
attacking currencies and so causing 
political instability, as had just hap 
pened in France, and to enlarge on the 
thesis that negotiations should pre 
cede expansion. He deprecated Mr. 
BaLpwtn’s dream of a strong England 
and a strong America, 
which he despised as a 
typically Imperial ap- 
proach to foreign poli- 
tics 

Mr. CHURCHILL re 
fused to regard with too 
much optimism a posi- 
tion in which we started 
with inferiority to Cer- 
many, and, though he 
approved of the Pact, 
he emphasised the 
amazing transformation 
which has turned the 
stricken Germany into 
an intensely militarised 
Power; while, winding 
up aninteresting debate, 

r. EpEN insisted that 
it was better to go out 
firat for limitation than 
for anything more dras- 
tic, and thatit was ab- 
surd to accuse the Gov- 
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“THESE PLEASURE-CRUISES TO BRITAIN WOULD BE TOLERABLE IF IT WASN'T FOR EyoLtr BsORNSON, WHO LNSISTS ON 





BEING THE LIFE AND SOUL OF THE PARTY.” 











ernment of returning to ‘power- 


| politics” when it was clear that 





collective security demanded a parity 
which by no means existed at the 
moment. 

Monday, June 3rd.—No man has 
done as much as Mr. Hore-Be.isua, 
in his brief spell as Minister of 
Transport, to attack the problem of 
road accidents; and to-day, when he 
rose to survey the work of his Depart- 
ment, he was ted with prolonged 
cheers to mark his promotion to Privy 
Councillor. 

The roads of Britain are still appall- 
ing death-traps, but fatalities are 
already decreasing. In the last eleven 
weeks in London, the Minister told 
the House, there have been 31% 
fewer deaths and 16% fewer injured 
than during the same period last year 
and this in spite of 224,000 more 
vehicles licensed. Since the introduc- 
tion - the -limit, casualties in 
City, Metropolitan and Borough police- 
areas have dropped by 144%, eer in 
county police-areas by 8%. 

Everyone will agree with Mr. Horx- 
BevisHa that the most distressi 
feature of the accident returns are the 
child casualties, which in 1933 made 
up about one-third of the killed; and 
everyone will welcome his decision to 


close certain streets to traffic and to 


keep them as children’s playgrounds— 
a system already tried out successfully 
at Manchester. 

Other points from his speech were: 
1934 showed a great increase in rail as 





OUR BACK BENCH WHO’S WHO? 


No one is more spick and on 
Any back bench than Mr, Ran 
Him one naturally dubs 

(He has eleven) The King of Clubs. 


well asin road traffic, due to lower fares; | — 
1934 was the best year for the Water- | — 
gypsies since 1931; research into} 
durable non-skid surfaces for roads is | — 
proceeding fast ; the L.P.T.B. is rapidly 
exterminating that much criticized in- | 
vention, the tram; and a comprehen- 
sive survey of highway developments 
needed in London is being carried out | 
by Sir Cartes Bresszy and Sir 
Epwin LuTyeEns. 
In the debate which followed, Mr. 
ParKINSON rightly deplored the fact 
that this country still contained nearly 
1,400 level-crossings ; Mr. ANSTRUTHER- 
Gray made the pleasing suggestion 
that a Royal Commission should tour 
every road in the country (in an 
immense charabanc, one imagines, 
ringing a fire-engine’s bell); and Mr. 
Frnt endeared himself to Mr. P.’s R. 
by pleading that policemen should stop 
fussing over petty offences and go out 
to round up the real corner-cutting, 
ear-splitting road-cad. f 
The House concluded by refusing, 
by 121 to 96, to grant the Loo 
mission to borrow the cost of their) — 
self-willed Waterloo Bridge policy, | 
Mr. W. 8. Morrison pointing out that) — 
it was absurd to cry “Party bias!’ | 
seeing that the House had already said : 
“No” to an L.C.C. of different political ay 


complexion. 
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First Steps in American. 





VERBS TO BE LEARNT. 


1st Conjugation . Lurve (to love). 


I lurve. 

You lurve (usually in in- 
terrog. form: “Do 
you lurve me?’’). 


Present 


He lofts. 
We lurve. 
You lurve. 
They loave. 
Future I’ve gotadate. 
Subjunctive I'll say I’m in lurve. 
Perfect I lurved (not found out- 
side the divorce 
courts). 
| Imperative Say you lurve me! 
Irregular Conjugation . Go (to go). 
Present I go. 
You beat it. 
He clears. 
We decamp. 
You decamp. 
They’re off. 
Future I'll sure go. 
Subjunctive I guess I'll go. 
Perfect I’m a goner. 
Imperative Scram! 


Also irregular is Say (to say). In the 
present tense the second singular is 


inverted (Says you /), and in the second 
plural becomes transitive (Y ou’re telling 
| me). So also in the perfect ( You've said 


it). The imperative is never found 
separate (e.g., Say listen. Say, let’s get 


| thes straight). 
Nouns TO BE LEARNT. 
First Declension. Oklahoma, ‘‘ Okla- 
homa’’ (so also Omaha, Indiana, 





Louisiana, Nevada, Nebraska, etc.). 
Second Declension. Campus, “ Play- 


ing-fields’’ (so also Cincinnati, “Cin- 
cinnati ”). 
Third Declension. Colorado, “ Colo- 
rado”’ (so also Idaho and Ohio). 
Irregular are Kansas, “ Kansas,” and 


Arkansaw, “‘ Arkansas.” 


Translate. 


1. The Brass Looie stuck the coffee- 
cooler with a catstabber. 

2. The gob eats collision mats and 
commissary bullets, while the 
ranny eats flapjacks and dough- 
gods. 

3. The District Attorney was incap- 
able of driving nails in assnow- 
bank. 

. When his mother slammed off, Lou 
was as happy as a duck in 
Arizona. 
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Applicant at School of Singing. 


yy ene | 
RUBY | 
RIONES 





OF LESSONS AS I ONLY WANT TO TEACH.” 





“IT SHAN'T NEED TO TAKE THE FULL COURSE 








5. “ Mitt me, kid,” said the razor-neck 
when he hung a pin on the 
sardine. 

6. The glass jaw jabbed a right, but 
was checked in the box office 
and laid among the sweet peas. 

7. The lucre champ is paid by the 
butter and egg man. 

8. The king pin was killed in a corn- 
field meet between a 
bounce and a puddle jumper. 

9. The patrolman told the hobo to 
pull in his neck. 

10. The prexy was mad because his 
loop landed in the basement. 


VOCABULARY. 


Brass Looie Centurion. 
Butter and egg man Trainer of gladi- 


ators. 

Caboose bounce Wagon. 

Catstabber Dagger. 
Deserter. 


Coffee -cooler 


Collision mat 
Commissary bullet 
Cornfield meet 
District Attorney 
Doughgod 
Flapjack 

Glass jaw 

Gob 

Hobo 

King pin 

Lawre champ 


Patrolman 
Prexy 

Puddle jumper 
Ranny 
Razor-neck 
Slam off 


Sardine 


Biscuit. 
Bean. 
Collision. 
Advocate. 
Small loaf. 
Wheaten cake. 
Poor fighter. 
Sailor. 
Plebeian. 
Charioteer. 
Legion. 
Gladiator. 
Angry. 
Guard. 
Leader. 
Small. chariot. 
Cowherd. 
Noble. 

Die. 

Maiden. 








“Tovcs Lares Warre Pras.”—Seots Paper 
With what object? 
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At the Play. 


“Niont Must Fai” (Dvucuess). 


To the lonely bungalow in Essex the 
strange Welsh boy comes. Mrs. Bram- 
son sees no reason to be alarmed at 
this. She expects little from the 
human race, from her niece, her cook 
or her housemaid. She thinks that at 
last an attractive young man with 
sympathy and understanding for an 
invalid widow has turned up, and so 
Dan (Mr. Emiyn Witatitams) very 
quickly becomes the most favoured 
member of the unhappy bungalow 
staff. 

Mrs. Bramson has always, she tells 
us, been a great one for psychology, 
but she has little thought to spare for 
anybody but herself, so that it is not 
altogether surprising if she is colos- 
sally and quite fatally mistaken. For 
Dan is a murderer—not of the once-in- 
a-lifetime sort, but as dangerous as 
murderers are made. He comes hot 


| from his first murder, and through the 


increasing excitement of the First and 
Second Acts he draws near to his 
second. He is only just prevented from 
a third. He is, indeed, the completely 
amoral man to whom the rest of man- 
kind are but raw material serving his 
turns in the course of his long com- 
munion with his own imagination. 
The niece, Olivia Grayne (Miss 
ANGELA BappELEyY), for all her plain, 
spectacled and flattened demeanour, 


| carries secret fire and lives her life of 


/ gentleman’s hatbox which he 





| need arises than Mrs. Bramson’s, 


repressed desire, recoiling from the 
humdrum suit of Hubert Laurie (Mr. 
Bast Raprorp); and when she 
sees Dan, deep calls to deep. She 
is fascinated, while she is the 
first to suspect his grim secret 
(and his secrets are pretty grim, 
and it is a good thing that the 


carries around is never opened). 
She is increasingly frightened as 
she senses what is going to hap- 
pen, poets draws nearer all the 
time, and finally precipitates the 
gathering crisis. Behind Dan's 
ceaseless play-acting she is aware 
of something real, horrible, but 
arousing her pity and her love. 

No one else sees anything 
strange in Dan. The bungalow 
household are not subtle people 
and do not live in a Celtic mist or 
enjoy double vision or a sense of 
fantasy. Their feet are firmly 
planted on the solid earth in 
which the police are digging so 
nny for corpse Num- 
ver One 


No one’s feet are firmer when 


YOUR BACK ANSWeERS, Mum. 
I CAN 'OLD ME OWN WITH ANYONE.” 


whose invalid-chair is but part of her 
armour in her ceaseless fight to make the 
world obey her whims. Brilliantly acted 
by Dame May Wurrry, Mrs. Bramson 
is uncomfortably real, and her petty 
tyranny, if somewhat unusual in some 


; | 
of 
AS 
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FRIGHTENED RABBIT AND MARCH 
HARE. 

. Miss AneELA BappeELey. 

. Me. Emiyn~ Witiiams, 


Olivia Grayne . 
ae 


of the forms it takes—for she has a 
boundless appetite for listening to the 
novels of Mrs. Henry Woon—is a 
quite first-rate study in murderableness. 
She is not, in fact, murdered as the 
victim of tyrannicide, but for her cash. 

Her cook (Miss Katuiteen Harrt- 





Mrs. Terence (Miss KarTuLern Harrison) to Mra, 
(Dame May Wuirty). “I arn’? AFRAID oF 





THANKS TO THE AUTHOR 






SON) is as witty in her insult 
asides as she is ready to indulge 
them, and in combination with ¢ 
stolid simplicity of Dora (Miss 
Jarprne), relieves the tension, 

The tension needs the relief the 
bring, for here is a play so well oo 
structed that our knowledge of 
outcome only intensifies its hold 
us as we watch it advance step 
step to the climax. 

Mr. Emtyn Witiiams could 
handled his theme somewhat 
ambitiously if he had chosen to 
more towards The News of the 
side and less towards Dosto: 
As a dramatist he has set himself 
great number of hurdles when he ee 
to act. If he does not clear them 
he never quite falls. Neither Dan 
Oliwia are meant to be altogeth 
intelligible to themselves or to anye 
else. 

The play carries much deliber 
irony, not least in the mouth of. 
Lord Chief Justice in the Court 
Crinimal Appeal, and is an exceptid 
treat alike for the playgoer who w 
to be gripped by a very exeiti 
sequence and a plot in which fi 
remarks and small actions are beat 
fully dovetailed to carry their sink 
meanings, and for the playgoer 
likes to see action which raises deeper 
questions and sets him thinking 
the depths of human motive ; 
character. D.W. 
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“SomMEONE aT THE Door” (NEW), 

To wring fat sums from the yellower} | 
Press the last thing you need to be} 
nowadays is a journalist. That 
you may hit the leader-page @) 
resounding crack, far more im 
portant than the ability to write | 
is the ability to dazzle the Centre | 
Court, swim the Channel back- | 
wards or cross the Himalayas on) 
your hands. If you can perform | 
any one of these simple 
your views on the Deity, Marti: | 
age, the Universe and our Foreign | 
Policy will eagerly be can 
by excited editors flapping their | 
cheque-books. Yet there is ome} 
even safer key to the bullion] 
rooms of Fleet Street, and that, | 
as Ronnie Martin shrewdly ob- | 
served at the beginning of this} 
play, is to be suspected, and | 
later acquitted, of murder. Them | 
without fail as many columnsas 
you please are yours. Mie 3 
é But the business of commit. | 
ing a murder in order to gail ®| 
problematical acquittal is one 
which no school of jo sm 
can confidently recommend, for | 
there is an element of 
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distinct as to deter even the literary and that what with stolen jewels, there was a element of farce 
aspirant. Much sounder in every way hidden doors, revolver-shots and mys- present, and, though this made the 
was the plan adopted by Ronnie: just terious strangers, the play rattled at tension of the m -plot a trifle 
to pretend. uncertain, it was enough of its 


roperly organised, it is difficult to 
see how this method can fail to earn 
you immediate fortune, with any 
amount of diversion as you go. What 
a relief for once, instead of the usual 
humdrum struggle to appear virtuous, 
to be able to enmesh yourself luxuri- 
ously in the evidences of guilt, to 
wallow in incrimination! And the 
absolute necessity of despatching 
anonymous letters of self-accusation to 
Sergeant Clumper in the village is one 
which must appeal powerfully to as all. 
It certainly appealed to Ronnie, 
but, being a hairbrained youth, his 
organisation was crippled by flaws (of 
which ours would naturally be free) 


kind to keep us quiet and happy. 
Mr. Henry Kewxpaut put so much 
spirit into the part of Ronnie that his 
ormance was often on the verge of 
lesque; if he were to let himself 
down a notch or two he would still be 
as funny. But he was funny, which 
was all that mattered. A lone woman 
amongst so many unbalanced men, 
Sally kept her charm and her head in 
a way which did great credit to Miss 
Nancy O’Ner, emerging after several 
days in the oubliette as from a band- 
box—which may, of course, have been 
due to the diet of caviar and, if I 
heard aright, quails, provided by her 
cunning brother to ensure her staying 


which let. in those fierce complications below. Mr. Wiiitam Fox made an 































which have come to be regarded as agreeable Bill, prudent, amorous and 
berate | part and parcel of this type of enter- heroic at the proper mortents; Mr. 
of The} tainment. Dennis WynpuaM as the Butler was 
urt of He and his sister Sally had lately the kind of hard-boiled egg who may 
ptional } been left: Narracott Manor, an ancient \ be picnie-fare to the Yard but can defy 
wishes | house already baptized in splash- the whole county police to crack him, 
xciting | headlines by a couple of rousing tye | two of whom were realistically pre- 
. little | assassinations and equipped with a y ie, \ sented by Messrs. Erte Lueo and 
beauti- priest’s-hole well suited to Ronnie's Pease Watrer Frirzoeratp; Mr. Frank 
sinister | | purpose, which was to keep Sally Per.ey’s portrait of a gentleman 
‘r who hidden there until such time as his THE SPARKLING JOURNALIST grown indecently rich was admirable, 
deeper | arrest and, with luck, his trial for her —po,ni¢ Martin. . Mn. Henry Kenna, 94 Mr. James CHayton’s Stranger 
about | murder. Bill, Sally's innamorato—or was 28 dramatic as his appearance was 
e andl whatever one should call a respectable a sound pace, thanks to Mr. Reeratp brief. Throughout this play there was 
WwW | young man clearly destined to become Tare’s able production, along lines the happy disregard of finger-prints and 
pe | a full fiancé before the play is out—was which, though long since shiny, were eavesdroppers which makes stage-crime 
NEW). | reluctant to see his beloved doomed to securely laid. For most of the journey the rollicking business it is. Eric. | 
sllower | indefinite oblivion in a smelly —_—_—_— 
to be vault, but as a man of the world New Light on the Classics, | 
That | he saw the point of the venture, FP reny s nae = ta “ee date | 
| outeliie nm . . under t tion ‘ What It Is,’ you | 
page a | while as a medical student he have followed the principle of Ibid the | 
re im- | was in a position to supply a Geile aie | 
o write | body which, judiciously immersed, Letter in West Indian Paper. | 
Centre | would make the lake worth We suspect he must have been | 
| back- | dragging. on ee a relative of the great Alibi. 
vas | A preliminary difficulty was Suguclegacigee lace 
pars | the papery. oni a aaa wane tieling rarer | 
" | TW Vy in- unti yeombe was reac ’ 
tricks butler who, though unusua y in pan en preggers aor 
Marie competent, refused to be sacked or ein ior tear 
‘oreign | and slunk about the house look- off the tenin.. The damaged courses | 
vaseed | ing so undeniably criminal! that ware subsequently taken to Wolver- 
g their | I was convinced he would later — ton, t 2 oes where repairs 
re : wi executed,” 
ts on prove to be the golden-hearted Pree of Reilway Mishap, 
llion | leader of the local Wolf-pack Report ww Mishap 
i that | Which he did not The date upon which dinner 
; ob- | ‘That was roughly the position will ae mnened is to be an- 
oF this at the end of the First Act, and ROS 
aa beyond that I must tread deli- « Sad he lived im: tha ane of Pesision 
"Then cately lest I spoil for you the Lord Castlerosse would have been 
aa excitements which DororHy and found among the philosophers, bandy- 
—_ ‘AMPBELL CHRISTIE dish up with ing words with Socrates and throw- 
i i ing a cigar to Diogenes. 
oni some ingenuity. But I can eo . Beening Pager. 
ou that so far as getting himself . ; : , : ‘eae 
gain & | _ nected Seenie cag said PERSUADING A YOUNG LADY TO TALK. We can only conjecture what, 
is one Prog, ‘ a ef w if Dioagnes were alive to-day, 
| to have succeeded, that a real Price . . . Mr. Dewnrs Wrxpmam. : TF ell aie patie 
naliss | murder was revealed which effectu- Sally Martin. . . Miss Nancy O'Ner. e wou as 
ie ally heightened the atmosphere, Kape. . . Mr. Frank Periey. ROSSE. 
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At the Play. 


“Nicut Must Fatt” (DucHEss). 


To the lonely bungalow in Essex the 
strange Welsh boy comes. Mrs. Bram- 
son sees no reason to be alarmed at 
this. She expects little from the 
human race, from her niece, her cook 
or her housemaid. She thinks that at 
last an attractive young man with 
sympathy and understanding for an 
invalid widow has turned up, and so 
Dan (Mr. Emtyn WrnttaMs) very 
quickly becomes the most favoured 
member of the unhappy bungalow 
staff. 

Mrs. Bramson has always, she tells 
us, been a great one for psychology, 
but she has little thought to spare for 
anybody but herself, so that it is not 
altogether surprising if she is colos- 
sally and quite fatally mistaken. For 
Dan is a murderer—not of the once-in- 


_ a-lifetime sort, but as dangerous as 


murderers are made. He comes hot 
from his first murder, and through the 
increasing excitement of the First and 
Second Acts he draws near to his 
second. He is only just prevented from 
a third. He is, indeed, the completely 
amoral man to whom the rest of man- 
kind are but raw material serving his 
turns in the course of his long com- 
munion with his own imagination. 
The niece, Olivia Grayne (Miss 
ANGELA BaDDELEY), for all her plain, 
spectacled and flattened demeanour, 
carries secret fire and lives her life of 
repressed desire, recoiling from the 
humdrum suit of Hubert Laurie (Mr. 
Bast, RapForD); and when she 
sees Dan, deep calls to deep. She 
is fascinated, while she is the 
first to suspect his grim secret 
(and his secrets are pretty grim, 
and it is a good thing that the 
gentleman’s hatbox which he 
carries around is never opened). 
She is increasingly frightened as 
she senses what is going to hap- 
pen, but she draws nearer all the 
time, and finally precipitates the 
gathering crisis. Behind Dan’s 
ceaseless play-acting she is aware 
of something real, horrible, but 
arousing her pity and her love. 
No one else sees anything 
strange in Dan. The bungalow 
household are not subtle people 
and do not live in a Celtic mist or 
enjoy double vision or a sense of 
fantasy. Their feet are firml 
planted on the solid earth in 
which the police are digging so 
porn for corpse Num- 


r One. Mrs. Terence (Miss Karuteen Harrison) to Mrs. problematical acquittal 18 
No one’s feet are firmer when Bramson (Dame May Wairry). “I arm’? aFRAID or which no school of jo’ I: 
: YOUR BACK AN c ; : commend, | 
need arises than Mrs. Bramson’s, swers, Mum. THANKS To THE avTHOR Can confidently recom 


whose invalid-chair is but part of her 
armour in her ceaseless fight to make the 
world obey her whims. Brilliantly acted 
by Dame May Wuarrry, Mrs. Bramson 
is uncomfortably real, and her petty 
tyranny, if somewhat unusual in some 


€: 
#4 
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FRIGHTENED RABBIT AND MARCH 


HARE. 
Olivia Grayne. . Miss ANGELA BADDELEY. 
ee . Mr. Emtyn WILtraMs. 


of the forms it takes—for she has a 
boundless appetite for listening to the 
novels of Mrs. Henry Woop—is a 
quite first-rate study in murderableness. 
She is not, in fact, murdered as the 
victim of tyrannicide, but for her cash. 

Her cook (Miss KaTHLEEN Harrt- 





I CAN 'OLD ME OWN WITH .ANYONE.” 








son) is as witty in her insults 
asides as she is ready to indulge 
them, and in combination 
stolid simplicity of Dora (Miss 
JARDINE), relieves the tension. _ 

The tension needs the relief the 
bring, for here is a play so well ‘a 
structed that our knowledge of the} 
outcome only intensifies its hold wpe 
us as we watch it advance step 
step to the climax. 

Mr. EmMtyn WiL.iams could 
handled his theme somewhat 
ambitiously if he had chosen to 
more towards The News of the 
side and less towards Dosroreysy 
As a dramatist he has set himself 
great number of hurdles when he comes 
to act. If he does not clear them all, 
he never quite falls. Neither Dan 
Oliwwia are meant to be altogeti 
intelligible to themselves or to anye 
else. 

The play carries much delibe 
irony, not least in the mouth of. 
Lord Chief Justice in the Court 
Crinimal Appeal, and is an exceptie 
treat alike for the playgoer who wi 
to be gripped by a very exciti 
sequence and a plot in which little 
remarks and small actions are beat 
fully dovetailed to carry their sin 
meanings, and for the playgoer who} 
likes to see action which raises deeper | 
questions and sets him thinking abou i § 
the depths of human motive t 
character. D.W. | 


“SoMEONE aT THE Door” (NEW). | 

To wring fat sums from the yellower | 
Press the last thing you need to be} 
nowadays is a journalist. That} 
you may hit the leader-page @} 
resounding crack, far more im-{ 
portant than the ability to write | 
is the ability to dazzle the Centre | 
Court, swim the Channel baek- | 
wards or cross the Himalayas on | 
your hands. If you can perform | 
any one of these simple oa 
your views on the Deity, Marri- | 
age, the Universe and our Foreign | 
Policy will eagerly be can ia 
by excited editors flapping their | 
cheque-books. Yet there 1s one 
even safer key to the bulliom- | 
rooms of Fleet Street, and that, 
as Ronnie Martin shrewdly ob- 
served at the beginning of be 
play, is to be suspected, 
later acquitted, of murder. 
without fail as many columns 

ou please are yours. 
But the business of commit 
img a murder in order to gail 





there is an element of 
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distinct as to deter even the literary 
aspirant. Much sounder in every way 
was the plan adopted by Ronnie: just 
to pretend. 

Properly organised, it is difficult to 
see how this method can fail to earn 
you immediate fortune, with any 
amount of diversion as you go. What 
a relief for once, instead of the usual 
humdrum struggle to appear virtuous, 
to be able to enmesh yourself |uxuri- 
ously in the evidences of guilt, to 
wallow in inerimination! And the 
absolute necessity of despateching 
anonymous letters of self-accusation to 
Sergeant Clumper in the village is one 
which must appeal powerfully to us all. 

It cinta appealed to Ronnie, 
but, being a hairbrained youth, his 


organisation was crippled by flaws (of 


which ours would naturally be free) 
which let. in those fierce complications 
which have come to be regarded as 


| part and parcel of this type of enter- 


tainment. 
He and his sister Sally had lately 


| been left Narracott Manor, an ancient 


house already baptized in 
headlines by a couple of 


splash- 
rousing 


| assassinations and equipped with a 
| priest’s-hole well suited to Ronnie’s 


purpose, which was to keep Sally 
hidden there until such time as his 


| arrest and, with luck, his trial for her 


murder. Bill, Sally’s innamorato—or 
whatever one should call a respectable 
young man clearly destined to become 
a full fiancé before the play is out—was 


| reluctant to see his beloved doomed to 
| indefinite oblivion in a smelly 


| vault, but as a man of the world 
| he saw the point of the venture, 
| while as a medical student he 


| body which, judiciously immersed, 





was in a position to supply a 


lake worth 


would make the 
dragging. 

A preliminary difficulty was 
the embarrassing presence of a 
butler who, though unusually in- 
competent, refused to be sacked 
and slunk about the house look- 
ing so undeniably criminal that 
I was convinced he would later 
prove to be the golden-hearted 
leader of the local Wolf-pack. 
Which he did not. 

That was roughly the position 
at the end of the First Act, and 
beyond that I must tread deli- 
cately lest I spoil for you the 
excitements which Dorotuy and 
CaMPBELL CHRISTIE dish up with 
some ingenuity. But I can tell 
you that so far as getting himself 
suspected, Ronnie may be said 
to have succeeded, that a real 
murder was revealed which effectu- 
ally heightened the atmosphere, 





and that what with stolen jewels, 
hidden doors, revolver-shots and mys- 
terious strangers, the play rattled at 





#y\.> 


THE SPARKLING JOURNALIST 
Ronnie Martin . 


. Mr. Henry KeEenpatt. 


a sound pace, thanks to Mr. Rearmvatp 
Tate’s able production, along lines 
which, though long since shiny, were 
securely laid. For most of the journey 





PERSUADING A YOUNG LADY TO TALK. 
. Mr. Dewnts WynpHam. 
Miss Nancy O’Ner. 
Kapd. ... +: Mr. Frank Periey. 


Price... . 


Sally Martin. . . 


there was a strong element of farce 
present, and, though this made the 
tension of the m -plot a trifle 
uncertain, it was enough of its 
kind to keep us quiet and happy. 

Mr. Henry KEnpaut put so much 
spirit into the part of Ronnie that his 
performance was often on the verge of 
burlesque; if he were to let himself 
down a notch or two he would still be 
as funny. But he was funny, which 
was all that mattered. A lone woman 
amongst so many unbalanced men, 
Sally kept her charm and her head in 
a way which did great credit to Miss 
Nancy O’NrIL, emerging after several 
days in the oubliette as from a band- 
box—which may, of course, have been 
due to the diet of caviar and, if I 
heard aright, quails, provided by her 
cunning brother to ensure her staying 
below. Mr. Wiiiiam Fox made an 
agreeable Bill, prudent, amorous and 
heroic at the proper morwents; Mr. 
Dennis WYNDHAM as the Butler was 
the kind of hard-boiled egg who may 
be picnic-fare to the Yard but can defy 
the whole county police to crack him, 
two of whom were realistically pre- 
sented by Messrs. Ertc Luca and 
Watrer Frrzomratp; Mr. Frank 
PeTtey’s portrait of a gentleman 
grown indecently rich was admirable, 
and Mr. James Cuayton’s Stranger 
was as dramatic as his appearance was 
brief. Throughout this play there was 
the happy disregard of finger-prints and 
eavesdroppers which makes stage-crime 
the rollicking business it is. Erte. 





New Light on the Classics. 

“ Sir,—In your editorial of even date 
under the caption ‘What It Is,’ you 
have followed the principle of Ibid the 
Greek author.” 

Letter in West Indian Paper. 
We suspect he must have been 
a relative of the great Alibi. 





“Those who were dining continued | 
until High Wycombe was reached, but 
were unable to complete the whole of | 
the courses before the unit was shunted 
off the train. The courses 
were subsequently taken to Wolver- 
hampton, their depot, where repairs 
will be executed.” 

From Report of Railway Mishap. 
The date upon which dinner 
will be resumed is to be an- 
nounced later. 





“ Had he lived in the of Pericles, 
Lord Castlerosse would have been 
found among the philosophers, bandy- 
ing words with Socrates and throw- 
ing a cigar to Diogenes.” 

Evening Paper. 
We can only conjecture what, 
if DioaENEs were alive to-day, 
he would throw to Lord CasttLe- 
ROSSE. 
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More Commissions. 


The Coconuts, 
Jamaica. 
Sunday. 

DaRLING mpgs Ay » think 
me a perfect pest—but it’s Harry’s 
birthday in six weeks, and after the 
maturest reflection I want to give him 
a mowing-machine. Not that proper 
grass grows here—but there's a sort of 
weed that does. The only hitch is that 
bits will stick up, and a single blade of 
it will deflect any ball. The niggers of 
course are quite wonderful with their 
“machetes” (sort of long knives, like 
the knife a cook uses when she doesn’t 
want to cut-—but theirs do), and when 
they ‘ve done the lawn it doesn’t look 
quite so awful—but I always feel a 
machine would have done it neater. 

I saw the very thing at the Smiths 
over at Montego Bay yesterday, and I 
thought I’d like the same model—as 
then I’d know it'd do out here. 

I remember exactly what it looked 
like—if only 1 could draw! Never mind, 
I'll have to describe it while the thing 
is still vivid in my mind. 

I'll tell you what it reminded me of: 
you know one of those three-wheeled 
cars that make such an outrageous 
noise because the engine is outside and 
the exhaust’s in the wrong place? 
Well, that’s it—not that the mower 


| had an exhaust—and as for the engine 








being outside, I can’t remember 
exactly where it was, But, as I say, 
the general effect was reminiscent— 
only without wheels, of course, and not 
quite the same shape, and with handles. 
Or was it only one handle ? 

You know the type of thing? 

It has a bucket in front for the grass, 
which looks exactly like the hood of 
a pram, only when it’s wp it’s more or 
less down. Then it has the business 
that revolves in the middle, and a roller 
at the back (this also revolves, of 
course). But what I’m puzzling about 
is where to put the engine. The trouble 
is, I can’t ask H , as it’s for his 
birthday, and I don’t like to ask the 
Smiths—she’s wild with me as it is for 
copying her croquet-lawn. 

erhaps the thing hasn’t got a rolle 
—at _—_ I know it has a wooden one— 
but that isn’t anything, and anywa 
it lives underneath. It’s the iron vole 
that there doesn’t seem to be room for. 
It would be all right of course if the 
engine were at the side, like those comic 
things you see attached to bicycles 
—but then it would stick out, and 
nothing stuck out of the Smiths’. 
Yes, on second thoughts I know 
there was an iron roller; the question 
is—could it have been in front? That 


would leave room for the engine 
behind (I know it had an engine, 
because the brake was broken). 

The thing is, I’m trying to visualise 
the bucket. Of course it’s just possible 
it hadn’t got one; but I’m morally 
certain it had, because there wasn’t any 
mess. The ghastly impasse is where to 
fit it in. Perhaps it had some new 
gadget for clearing up the mess without 
a bucket? One thing, if you come to 
think of it, it doesn’t really matter 
whether it had a bucket or not; the 
chief thing is that you should recognise 
the model. 

What ! thought was, if you would 
be an angel and go to the Stores, 
darling, then you could explain to them 
what I want. One is so dreadfully 
handicapped at a distance of four 
thousand miles! 

The post’s just going. I do hope | 
haven't left out anything vital. 

Love from your sister, 

ERMYNTRUDE, 

P.S.—Tell the Stores it must be 
something that'll cope with long 
whiskers or it’s no good—and it MUST 
NoT leave any mess.—E. P. 


P.P.S.—It might be a good idea to 
take this letter along to refer to.—E. P. 


Telegram. 
Mrs. Ports, Tar Coconuts, Ja- 
MAICA,—Have dispatched 30th Cen- 
tury Reaper-and-Binder.—Parricta. 


The Fat Cat. 


Tue lad Dan and Tom the fat cat sat 
on the mat. The fat cat spat at Dan. 
Dan has hit the cat A bat in the slats 
with A pan. Is not Dan A bad lad? 
Yes, Dan is A bad lad, but the fat cat 
was bad for he spat at Dan. Dan will 
go to his Ma and tell her that the fat cat 
spat. Ma will tell Dad and Dad will see 
that the fat cat is put in A van. 

So A big man with A red nose came 
in A van for the fat cat. But the fat 
cat was not to be seen. May it not be 
that it has run off? Yes, it may be, 
for Tom is A wise cat and knows to 
come in out of the rain when it is wet, 
as well as one or two other things. Let 
us see where Tom the fat cat has got 
to. Has he gone off with Dick the pu 
for Arun? No, he will not be with Dick 
the pup. Dick has still to see Tom re 
the bit Tom bit out of his ear one fine 











a 

ut the big man with the bag says, 
Say where is the dam cat? Dad says 
he does not know where the cat. can 
have got to. Well Sir, says the big 
man, If you can not get the cat I will 
have to take my bag into my van and 
get back on the job. 



















Stay man, says Dad, and hayes 
gin. Yes do stay, says Ma, All ri 
says the man. 1 don’t mind if T, 
Do not put so much fizz in the gh 
beg. It is so bad for my health, — 

So Pa and the man have gin, ' 
they have A tot of rum. And te win 
up they have some ale in A mug, 9 
ale was in A vat, but now there 
more ale left in the vat. Dad 
man have had it all in the mugs, §o 
Dad says to the man, Do not be 
and sob, Why do you cry so han 

The man says, | feel so sorry 
the poor cat who has not done- 
harm but that he spat at Dan, ¥ 
it is sad, man, says Dad. Let us 
kill the cat but give it rich food 
it pop in and out of pubs if it 
Let us be nice to the cat and give 
A good time, It will make us g 
It is good for the mice to have a 
sad man. You mean it is bad fort 
mice and the rats, says the big 
Yes, that is what I mean, says D 
and they both go Ha Ha. 

Dad gave the man a pat on theh 
The man says that ale was very good, 
Dad says yes it was fine was it not 
The man says that was ale that wa 
and once more they say Ha Ha, — 7 | 

By this time Tom the fat cat had] 
come out from where he had hid and} 
saw the two men in such fine trim. 86} 
he spat at the fat man with the bag} 
and Dad says by Jove look at that, 
They both are so full of fun that the 
cat knows all is jake so he goes off to 
look for mice and rats. The big man] | 
goes off. He gets into the van. But} © 
Dick the pup has still to pick a bone 
with the fat cat. 


= 
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Our Village Time. 


Tue village clocks all disagree 
And no one seems to mind; 
Some in advance must always be 

And some as far behind. 


To take an average of the lot 
Might seem the rings way 

To find the truth, but that will not 
Give Greenwich time of day. 


If accuracy be your fad 
Of this be well assured— 
You'll leave the village either mad 
Or definitely cured! W. K. H, 











Comforting Thought for Backers. | 

“In such a race as next beet the: : 
spectators can depend on either the eo 
of fulfilled anticipation or the exciting spe 
tacle of a surprise.”--Derby Note. 





“M. Germain-Martin—‘ If you want met | 
give names you will apr a have some sam 
prises.’ (Exclamations of hubbub. re § 

Report of Scene in French VS | 
And shouts of hullaballoo. a 











eee i 















3 


ERE 


Ps 


aE EE 


32 
—_ 


ee Pte ger 
SeEseEEekE 3 


oe «¢ 








June 12, 1935} 








PUNCH, or The London Charivari 

















The Holiday Spirit. 
(On the Telephone.) 





Put away your pens and books, 
Children, school is done with; 
Pull your hats down from their 
hooks 
And your comrades run with! 
Lads and lassies, Earth is 
gay 
Flowers and lambs are 
springing ; 
All Youth has a holiday— 
Let us hear you singing! 


Turn aside from motley toil, 
Leaders of the Great World 
Kings and rulers—from the 
coil 
Wherein you were Fate- 
hurled. 
Come and jest awhile, you too, 
Come and take your pleasure, 
Come and get you strength 
anew— 
You must have your leisure. 


Pile your tools and shut your 
shops, 

Craftsmen, hard contriving ; 
Lo, the wheel of labour stops— 
Cease to-day from striving. 

Out into the friendly air, 
Leave behind your pothers ; 
Take your good wife to the 

Fair 
She has also bothers! 


Stay your flow of vain regrets, 
Ancients in your ingles; 
Dwell not on your pains and 
frets 
Rain with sunshine mingles ; 
Dream your hearts are once 
more blithe 
And you still go maying; 
Dream your limbs are strong 
and lithe, 
Dream we all are playing! 
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HEN the 
promoters 
of the re- 
eent Air 
Displays in 
Ireland de- 
cided to 
make a na- 
tion air- 
minded 
whose passionate devotion to the soil 
beneath their feet is so well known, 


_ they chose as a background for one 
of their spectacular performances the 
| straggling town of Ballykealy. 


Up to then Ballykealy’s connection 
with aviation was very slight. For a 
long time it consisted solely in the fact 
of Mr. Grace having a nephew in the 
Royal Air Force—a. fact that some 
of the old gentleman’s neighbours bit- 
terly resented. Others felt that it 
reflected a certain amount of credit to 
the town in which they themselves 
lived and dreamed of other days and 
other manners. Apart from this rather 
hazy association with aerial develop- 


ment there was only the reiterated 


statement of Mrs. Sweeney that her 


_ daughter Bridget, now in London, had 
written home to say that she had seen 


a man go up in one of them parachutes 
and that K #2 wasn’t the better of it, 
nor did she expect to be. But all that 
has been changed. 

As Pat Rooney says of the big grass 
field on whose comparative emptiness 
he has gazed for years from his cottage 
on the other side of the road: “ The day 
of the Big Fly, Foley’s field was en- 
tirely overwhelmed wid population, 
both above an’ below.” For, like the 
“big flu” of seventeen years ago, b 
which so many local events are dated, 
so the Air Display, known now in 
Ballykealy as the Big Fly, will be used 
for exactly the same purpose. 

As a matter of fact the visiting 
aeroplanes alighted in Foley’s twenty- 
acres at precisely the right moment; 
and their arrival on a June evening 
successfully (if temporarily) turned the 
thoughts of the people to Sir things 
from an increasingly serious situation. 
England may still talk of her War of 
the Roses, but that would seem a com- 

tively small affair to men who 
ave so much more recently fought 
the Battle of the Lilies—or rather of 
the Lily and the Torch; these being 
the rival emblems of the two Repub- 
lican parties that for so long were one 
and the same. 
Ever sinee the week in April when 
both the emblems were on sale in 





Ballykealy the trouble has been grow- 


ing more acute. Never has it been more 
advisable for the man in the street to 

ractise what the town calls “howldin’ 
his whisht.” After all, there are now 
four chances of saying the wrong 
thing where once there were pow two; 
where, earlier still, there was only one. 

After a spell of inactivity the once- 
busy slogan-painters of the district 
took up work again, and, choosing the 
tarred surface of the road to Bawnoge, 
one side printed in letters of white 

int the terse command: ““WEAR AN 
JasteR Laity.” To this their infuriated 
rivals retaliated a little further on with 
“Wear A Torcn,” and so on, 

The bread-man, who drives to 
Bawnoge three times a week, reports 
that the messages recur all the way to 
that village, getting larger and larger 
as they go. ‘‘There’s up to ten contra- 
dictions in the first half-mile,” he says, 
“but afther that they med the words 
so big that there isn’t room for a whole 
lot.” 

The tension was increased by the 
fact that many of the people of Bally- 
kealy have no desire whatever to wear 
either a lily or a torch, but cling rather 
to the heraldic design favoured by yet 
another party, or to the green tie by 
which one of the two sections of Blue 
Shirts may be distinguished from those 
who once were their comrades. 

Into this atmosphere of suspicion 
and uncertainty came the  gaily- 
painted aeroplanes from across the sea 
to settle comfortably in Foley’s field. 
Having flown above the Bawnoge road 
for some miles, tempted lower and 
lower by the decreasing size of the 
white letters on its surface, whose 
message, they concluded, must surely 
be meant for them, the bewildered 
aviators felt that they would give any- 
thing to know which of the surprising 
decorations they were really to wear, 
and why. But when they landed in 
the big grass field no one in Ballykealy 
could tell them; at any rate no one 
would. 

The size of the crowd that flocked to 
Foley's twenty-acres on the appointed 
day seemed to indicate that the Big 
Fly was something on which every 
political party in Ballykealy might 
gaze without taking any immediate 
harm. 

The reactions of all the spectators, 
however, were not the same; but, far 
from encouraging them to be “air- 
minded,” the so-called Andhrew Mar- 
tins of the machines made most of them 
feel a yet more passionate attachment 
to the ground. 

Old Pat Rooney was frankly dis- 
appointed in the crack flier’s looping 
the loop, on which so much emphasis 
had been placed by the loud-speaker. 








“Wasn't I full sure he'd fold his two | 
wings an’ lep through a hoop like a girl & 
done in the circus?” he com 
** But all he done was a class of a somer. | 
sault, an’ not as much as the sign of a| 
hoop in the sky at the time.” 

On the other hand, Mrs. Byrne wag 
completely overwhelmed and rushed 
squawking into the thorny depths of 
the hedgerow, where, according to her 
distracted daughter, ‘she never ceased 
barsarkin’.” But it was the loud. 
speaker already mentioned that had 
brought her low, not the wing-w 
as her daughter thought. ‘It had more 
the resemblance of a divil talkin’ than } 
a man,” she said unfairly—“ an’ a more 
or less paralatic divil at that, wid the 
onnatural husky ould chat it was 
givin’ out.” 

# * # % # 

As the craning necks of the crowd 
grew stiffer, some of the new-found 
tolerance towards political opponents 
seemed to falter, and young men, 
thinking of the distance they must 
cycle in order to contradict each other 
in the approved style on the Bawnoge 
road, began to look uneasy and 
aggrieved. 

Throatily the loud-speaker warned 
the onlookers that the widely-adver- 
tised ‘‘sky-writing’’ was about to take 
place, followed immediately by 4 
parachute descent: and the stiffest 
neck bent back as the machine climbed 
high. 

The red aeroplane dodged and 
twisted, but for a while its thin trail 
of smoke seemed to be meaningless. 
Then slowly the all-too-familiar letters 
were traced upon the sky. 

“WEAR A the crowd read 
with gasps of horror. Would the last 
word be “ Lrty” or “ Torcn”’ ? Which- 
ever it was, no one could contradict it 
up there and nothing could prevent @ 
fight below. 

A small white figure dropped, then 
floated gracefully down under its h 
and snowy canopy, but very few peo 
were looking at him; they were wateh- 
ing with bated breath for the last word. 

It was “PARACHUTE.” 

D.M.L. 











“The motor car gave the umbrella trade @ 
knock, but, says Mr. Kerr, not to the extent 
that some people think. Many men who 
not drive cars use them as a walking 

Australian Paper. 


We hadn’t thought of that. 





“Mr. E. Higgins has opened a double- 
fronted women’s wear establishment in Priory- 
place, Doncaster.”—-Woman’'s Paper. 

This should make it quite easy for 
two-faced women to obtain suitable 
garments. 
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The Lapp of Luxury. 


| THE Income-Tax-Payers’ Society, a 
body of gentlemen inspired by th 
highest ideals, is in receipt of a letter 
from Lappland. And although their 
correspondence with Lappland is a 
source of great satisfaction to the 
Income-Tax-Payers’ Society (benign 
and charitable fellows that they are), 
by me it is held in a somewhat more 
tepid regard. 

The tidings from Lappland are not 
glad. The Lapplanders are puzzled 
about their income-tax returns. They 
do not know, their letter implies, quite 
what it is all about. They find them- 
selves unable to cope. So they appeal 
to the Income-Tax-Payers’ Society in 
London, as to some wise and ancient 
Sibyl, to explain to them How The 
Whole Thing Works. 

Now it may be that I have a 
foolishly romantic conception of life in 
Lappland. I picture the Lapp driving 
herds of reindeer up mountains and 
along snow-swept plains; I see him 
| crouched for hdéurs over a 

breathing-hole in the ice; I hear his 





seal’s 


PUNCH, 


or The London 


Charivari 705 





oo ——_ FE E 


“ THank HEAVEN 


THIS IS THE LAST PEG.” 











tales of trolls and goblins, repeated 
under the midnight sun, and in winter 
I fancy him warm and safe in an igloo. 

These happy if erroneous impres- 
sions are banished for ever. Post 
(if that is the Latin for rein- 
deer) sedet atra cura. The midnight sun 
shines unheeded, the herds roam un- 
tended in the snow, while the poor Lapp 
sits in his igloo and wrestles with 
Schedule A. The whale-oil lamp burns 
low as he sorts assessment from rebate 
and figures out the allowance for 
Lapplings 


cervum 


This is a melancholy state of affairs.” 


The northern snows should witness 
nothing more mercenary than a 
friendly barter—so many elks for a 


rifle or something of that sort—all 
quietly arranged while the pipes are 
going well after a simple dinner of seal- 
soup. What has the Lapp to do with 
unearned increment? And how is he 
assessed? At so many reindeer in the 
herd? No wonder he cries for help to 
those gallant and good gentlemen the 
officials of the Income-Tax-Payers’ 
Society. 

But it may be that this romantic 
indignation is wasted. The horrible 


suspicion arises that perhaps my pic- 
ture of Lappland is out of date. Can 
it be that the Lapp has built himself 
in some more temperate part of his 
regions a Stock Exchange’? That his 
concern is no longer with the reindeer 
and the seal but with bulls and bears? 

In either case it is a great pity. He 
is being hounded and chivvied from 
pillar to post, from fjord to ice-floe; 
bombarded by a mass of papers 
variously hued and menacingly in- 
scribed ; civilised, rationalised and de- 
bunked. And I am sorry. 





How To Make Money at Bridge. 


“South now reduces his losers by one on 
account of the trumps control, and does this 
little sum: 4 + 8-— 12, which subtracted from 
18, leaves 6."—Bridge Hints. 


“The operation was purely voluntary in 
respect that it could not be avoided.” 
Scots Pape ; 


Like the collection in church 





“Mr. —— said that the defendant had had 
four mild beers, The police had four mild 
beers.”-—Police Court News. 

Then what had they got to complain 
about ! 
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Wealthy Parvenu. “1 wish you’p stop THIS MEENOO BUSINESS. I PAID FOR YOU TO LEARN COMMERCIAL FRENCA, 


NOT TO MESS UP MY DINNER.” 








Our Booking-Office. 
(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 





The Making of a Critic. 

It is comforting when from the frenzied output of the 
publishers’ mills there stands out so leisurely and gracious 
a book as Memory and Imagination (CHAPMAN AND HALL, 
12/6), by Ospert Burpetr. A literary critic of perception, 
fastidious taste and growing reputation—working on the 
retail, not the fashionable modern wholesale, side of the 
trade—herein presents his reflections, “too inconsequent 
to be called recollections,” on the background and genera! 
pattern of his own life; on friends loved and institutions 
hated; on lions in the path, including a distinguished, 
formidable, unperceptive father, always referred to as “the 


_ great man”’ (which one takes to be half protest and half 


reluctant tribute); on a ghost seen in company with a 
witness, and a romantic passage in Davos; on music and 
“the waterfiags in flower”’ enjoyed and good wine savoured. 


| There is a — brilliant portrait of Grorce Moore 


which would look too like malice if it were not followed 
by a critical appreciation, acute and sanely balanced, of 
the work of that odd man of genius. A second portrait 
of a friend, CuristapeL Dennison the painter, is drawn 
with a firm and tender line which has the signature of 
an artist in friendship. 


A Tale of the Highlands. 


So remote is that peninsula of the West Highlands which 
Mr. L. A. G. Strone calls The Seven Arms (GOLLANCZ, 7/6), 








so secluded is it from the movements of the larger world, 
that we are halfway through the story of Jeanie McInnes 
and her adventures before we fully realise that we are 
reading of the days when Southron children were being 
awed into good behaviour by the threat of the Corsican Ogre. 
We know just where we are in space, but in time we might 
be almost anywhere—until, for an interlude, Jeanie 
assumes her surprising part in the drama which we used to 
call the Great War. It is a very brief though a very vivid 
interlude, for Mr. Srrona’s heart is too firmly fixed in the 
Highlands to let him absent himself or us or his heroine 
long from the glens; and it is his power of making the atmo- 
sphere of that incomparable country emanate from the 
printed page which gives his book its special quality. A 

from that, the story, though it has many moments of ex- 
citement and beauty, is not quite satisfying. The bright 
fierce Jeanie is finely drawn, and so are the uncle whom 
she worships and the husband whom she hates; but Jeantes 
twin, Lllen, is a little dim in outline, and the antagonism 
which grows up between these sisters, with a final result 
reminiscent of SyNcE in the mood for farce, seems to want 
a rather fuller explanation. But if the fable is not of 
Mr. StronG’s best, its writing is always of rare distinction. 





“From Bias Free of Every Kind... .” 

The moral chaos that surrounds a crime passionnel 18 

cleverly brought out by Mr. Gzratp Buiierr, who adorns 

a murder trial with intimate biographies of The Jury = 
7/6) and shows the prisoner’s life (and the vindication 

society) at the beck of their sentimental prejudices. Per- 
sonally I am inclined to think the picture overdra 
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though the administration of capital 
punishment undoubtedly tends to affect 
the impartiality of criminal proceed- 
ings. Mr. BuLLETT, however, is not con- 
cerned with propaganda. One almost 
wishes he were. He would then per- 
haps have stiffened an invertebrate 
book which describes a group of human 
jellyfish drifting lazily about in a tepid 
sea of emotion. The accused is a flabby 
journalist who combines a liaison with 
a pianist with hankerings after his 
wife’s approval. The wife is amoral 
and selfish, and most of the jury are 
conscious of sympathetic deviations 
from virtue. The best man of the 
twelve is the worst juror—a young 
| mechanic whose own frustrated father- 
hood renders him furiously intolerant 
| of the prisoner’s flouting of wedded 
| happiness. The crime itself is hardly 
| handled in the best Baker Street man- 
ner, but it is a typical and adequate focus 
for a portrait of contemporary justice. 








Essence of Birmingham. 


GEORGE BIRMINGHAM, who never fails 
With me and many thousands more 
To raise a chuckle with his tales, 
And frequently a hearty roar, 
Has generally hitherto 
Kept to the yarn of novel length 
Wherein, in our united view, 
He’s always gone from strength to 
strength. 


| But here, in Love or Money, he 

| Confines himself to tales in brief, 

| And fans of his I fear there'll be 
Who'll ply the mourning handker- 

chief. 

| If such there are, I’d say to them 
This Meruven three-and-sixpence- 

worth 

| Is Bramineuam (not Brummagem) 
In concentrated gems of mirth. 


Bravest at the Last. 


This is the concluding volume of a 
trilogy dealing with perhaps the most 
critical period of Roman history: the 
revolutionary movement against the 
old oligarchical republic and the part 
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Detective. “ Now, ARE YOU GOING TO TELL US A LOT OF LIES OR ARE YOU 
GOING TO COME CLEAN?” 























played in it by CaTiting; the religious 
impulse which resulted in Cesar-worship, and the balance 
of forces (East and West) which out of the conflict produced 
the Roman Empire and consequently modern Europe. These 
—or very nearly—are Mr. Jack Linpsay’s own words; and 
in Last Days with Cleopatra (NicHOLSON and Warsow, 8/6) 
he handsomely fulfils his promise. We are rather less with 
the great characters of history than in Rome for Sale and 
Cesar is Dead ; but we follow instead a delightful love-story 
between Victor, one of ANTony’s pages, of slave-status, 
and Daphne, the daughter of Nicias, a lovable but slightly 
eccentric Professor, who dislikes both Jews and Romans 
and devotes his life to the elucidation of the Agamemnon of 
Aiscuyivus. The difference in their standing makes the 
| path of their love very rough, though all comes right in 





the end; and in the course of it we are brought into contact 
with the great figures of Alexandria—AntTony and Cigo- 
patra and Octavian. The history is no worse for this 
somewhat indirect approach, and the archwology correct; 
and the result is a very charming book which will appeal 
alike to those who are interested in ancient political history 
and to those who love a good novel. Perhaps these tastes 
do not co-exist so seldom as is sometimes imagined. 


The Wilkinsons Move On. 

I am one of those who believe that Mr. WALTER WILKIN- 
son is doing for us what Wi.11am Cosserr did for the 
England of the beginning of the last century, for the logs 
of the long walking-tours which he and his adventurous 
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wife make every year, pushing their puppet-theatre and 
their tent on a barrow, are not only exce lent reading but 
faithful and loving records of a fast-disappearing country- 
side. Mr. WiLKINsON’s is a fiery as well as as a gentle pen, 
and all the rural encroachments of the mechanical age 
arouse in him a noble fury; but I find that his many preju- 
dices (of which surely the least logical is a hatred of amateur 


_ anglers side by side with a deep admiration of professional 


| to Copperr’s. Pu 


sea-fishermen) only add spice to his writing, as they did 
into Scotland (BuEs, 5/-) is a very 


| generous five-shillings worth. The tour began at Berwick 
and ended with a wide loop round Dumfries. Although the 
_ weather was so appalling that few performances could be 


given, and much of the time was spent battling against 


| winds ‘as stiff as glue,” the hospitality of the natives 


| most foreign. A book to 
| read and to take North. 


| PLunKkertr and his stout 


| ereameries and other co- 
| operative enterprises in 


| of darkness, the same 


made up for the harshness of their climate, and everywhere 
camps, food and good talk were liberally offered. Mr. 


708 PUNCH, or The London Charivari [June 12, 1935 | 


12/6), now tells of a man who held a commission from his 
King, yet was hanged for piracy. One can well belieye 
that politicians who feared his tongue did all they could 
to bring him to the gibbet, but if two villains quarrel and 
one loses-—well, the victim in this case requires more than 
whitewash to clear his character. The general idea of the 
book, however, is to describe four ‘‘secret ” charts left 

Captain Kipp which delineate the island where his treasure 
is buried. The author hints that it lies in the Paumoto 
group (North-East from Queensland). As the reproduc. 
tions show a desert, a range of mountains and a “ Death 
Valley,” it must be a fairly visible place. We are told 
that it is still unknown and that the charts do not show 
everything; well, I think even Naval survey ships should 
have sighted these mountains by now. I do not wish to 
damp enthusiasm, but investors in a fresh hunt will have a 
nice cruise anyhow. Captain Kipp before his execution |’ 





WiLkrnson has a rare 
gift for bringing scenery 
and people to life, and 
his fancy plays very 
nicely on the adventures 
of the road—ad ventures 
complicated in this case 
by a language often al- 





Co-operation in 
Ireland. 


The efforts of HORACE 


myrmidons to establish 


Ireland read like the at- 


. Ly : ini <li 
tempts of a particularly Sm! | a 


; ‘ * yi 
pertinacious saint to 


establish a particularly 
apposite religious order. 
There is the same op- 
position of the powers 


rivalries and bickerings 
among the elect, the 
same wanton destruc- 
tion of work got going 
with infinite difficulty 








“| WANT A FANCY-DREsS.” 


made strong efforts, 
with talk of a £70,000 
buried hoard, to buy his 
pardon. Perhaps he 


died up to his name. 





Jealousy Yellow. 

So clearly drawn are 
the characters in Death 
of a Beauty Queen (Gor- 
LANCZ, 7/6) that, quite 
apart from the problem 
of trying to discover by 
whom Mr. E. R. Pox- 
SHON’s regal lady was 
murdered, the story has 
genuine interest and 
merit. As a weaver of 
mysteries Mr. PuNsHON 
is neither a better nora 
worse craftsman than 
his fellows, but in giv- 
ing life and individuality 
both to his detectives 
and criminals he stands 
almost in a class by 
himself. His caustie 
comments are a little 
irritating because they 
interfere with the flow 
_Jof the tale, but for the 








| and often in the interests of the destroyers themselves. 


Mr. R. A. ANDERSON, who played, as it were, Brother 


| Giles to Piunkert’s St. Francis, gives you forty-five 


years of these vicissitudes and treats with a pleasant 
blend of humour and enthusiasm both his own personal 
adventures and the growth of the Irish Agricultural Organ- 
isation Society. A body whose mutual assistance was 
to be voluntary is a higher and more difficult ideal than 
a Board imposed from above ; yet two Protestants, the 
author and his chief, managed to enlist the ardent support 
of Jesuits vared priests, landowners and farmers— 


| surely a magnificent tribute to all concerned. A success- 


ful expedition to study methods in Sweden and an 
unsuccessful effort to milk the moneyed Hibernian in 


America agreeably diversify the main theme of With Horace 
Plunkett in Ireland (MacmiLan, 10/6). 


The Dead Man’s Chests. 


From Treasure Island to the latest Cocos hunt we have 
all read and dreamed of pirate hoards. Mr. Haroup T. 
WiLxrns, in Captain Kidd and his Skeleton Island (Cassx1... 














rest those familiar stalwarts Superintendent Mitchell and 
Sergeant Bobby Owen are once again allowed a free and 
fruitful run. And it is impossible not to chuckle over the 
futile suggestions of Inspector Ferris. 


French Polish. 

If I had to work with any detective of modern fiction 
I should hope to be employed by Chief-Inspector French, 
because his methods are intelligible to ordinary mortals, 
and he does not forget to appreciate the help received 
from his subordinates. Few will maintain that these are 
qualities shared by the majority of his colleagues in the 
crime-novel world. In Crime at Guildford (COLLINS, 7/6) 
Mr. FREEMAN WILLS Crort has given his hero two problems 
to solve. Both murderers and thieves have to be laid by 
the heels, and while admiring the soundness and steadiness 
with which French conducts the chase, it is impossible not 
to appreciate the ingenuity of the criminals. As usual, we 
see Mr. Crort’s detective baffled and without “a glimmering 
of light,” but all is well with him in the end and exe 
discomforting for the transgressors. 
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Charivaria. 





Tue air of the Abyssinian uplands is 


| so trying to the heart that visitors who 


are not acclimatised are advised to 
walk very slowly. They would be most 
rash to attempt the Bersaglieri trot. 


* & 
* 


A baby girl has 
been born with a 
Jubilee crown on 
the small of her 
back. If backless 
dresses are still in 
vogue when she is 
grown-up it may 
‘““date”’ her. 





a SENS 
a huang KN 


Hs | 


% & 





Attention is 
drawn to the num- 
ber of leading 
comedians who 
were educated at 
famous schools. 
Surely this should 
silence critics of 
our public-school 
system. 

% % 
*% 

A shortage of 
cricket-bat willow 
isfeared. Batsmen, 
however, are urged 
not to allow this 
consideration to 
cramp their style. 

* 

At Lord’s only 
a short trial was 
given to an appar- 
atus which caused 
a lamp to glow 
when the light be- 
came bad, and the 
authorities are be- 
lieved to have 
abandoned the 
idea of erecting on 
the pavilion an 
umbrella which 
would automati- 
cally open as ‘a\l—____— 
signal that rain was falling. 





% & 
*% 


It is pointed out that people who 
cheerfully wait in theatre-queues are 
unhappy if they have to wait in a queue 
at a railway booking-office. Has con- 
sideration been given to the idea of 
permitting queue-entertainers at Lon- 
don termini ? Pa 


A critic of modernistic art observes 
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that it is sometimes difficult to see 
what the artist is getting at. Some 
people believe it may be critics of 
modernistic art. , , 

The dog which made off with a leg 
of mutton from a Finchley house was 
captured with it three miles away. Its 
owner declares that she never saw a 
joint go quite so far. 


\ yey 
YY \ 
YS \ 
WW t 1) 
N 
ii} 
» 


(yn) 


Wis 
ny} 
Wy 


ORDEAL. 
I’m IN THE MOOD FOR 


A SOHO 


SIT WITH You, Sim 


The claim of Ertca Kovar of Zagreb, 
who is a hundred-and-three, that she 
is the oldest old maid in the world 
has given rise to conjecture as to the 
identity of the youngest old maid in 
the world. ia 

“America,” says a scientist, “is 
living on the edge of a voleano.” This 
only goes to prove that one-half of the 
world doesn’t know what the other 
half lives on 





“L’ve stumbled across some peculiar 
things round the coast of Britain,” 
says a geologist. Sun-bathers will lie 
about in the way, 

= & 
*% 

“When should the average composer 
stop writing popular songs?” wonders 
a writer. Now. , , 

* 

“I would not 
swim the Channel 
Wis, \for a million 
pounds,” declares 
/ | gossip-writer. 
, | Then we withdraw 
=, ' |our offer. 





a) 
aN — 
> | It is estimated 
jthat a fly lays 


| thirty million eggs 
in a lifetime. 
only consolation is 

|that flies can't 

| cackle —_ 

° 

| An Egyptian, 

said to be the 

world’s heaviest 

| man, weighs twen- 

| ty-eight stones. 


Pore fellah! 
} 
| 





* & 
% 


itrout with a walk- 
| ing-stick. Wedon’t 


| walking-sticks 


¥ 


% 


| “What can one 


| 


lhands?”’ asks a 
| correspondent in a 
f1 4 | weeklypaper. The 
ey | y | weekly paper. ‘Th 

y 


|best recipe is, 


| Wy | Nothing. 
‘ ’ , f Y y | * & 
‘an eee ron ita Tit Ih] badhoole Tank. eo ba 
‘ ? > qin ry fh a ag 
\\ ia { Revels | Ascene-shifterat 


'a London theatre 
\is the author of a 
inew play. It is 
: Sako Jsaid to contain 
many moving situations. 


A CAROUSE.” 


* & 
” 
“Life is really like a school,” says a 
doctor. Everyone in fact likes to be at 
the top of his form. 








“Hixnpu Prices my Masorirry. Unpur 
Werontace at Centre, says M.P.” 
Indian Paper Headlines. 
Personally, we like to have men about 
us that are fat. 


| A hiker claims 
ito have caught a | 


| believe fish carry | 





| 
| 
| 
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The | 


| doto get soft white | 
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Impossible Stories. 


Il.—Virtue is its Own Reward. 


OncE upon a time there were two little boys, cousins, 
of about the same age, height and weight. One was called 
Charles and the other Reggie, and they both went to the 
same preparatory school in the country, = 

Their parents, poor deluded creatures, imagined that 
their offspring were devoted to one another, but this, alas! 
was not the case. The boys were always putting their 
tongues out at each other, unless of course there was some- 
one about, when they smirked politely. The reason for 
this mutual dislike was that Charles possessed innumer- 
able saintlike qualities which were a constant source of 
irritation to Reggie, who possessed no virtues whatsoever. 

Charles, for instance, preferred to take his pleasures in- 
side instead of outside the school grounds, thereby running 
no risk of detection, apprehension or suspension. He also 
disliked the taste of burning blotting- paper, and therefore did 
not think it worth his while to lie prone on the floor with his 

head in the grate, puffing noxious fumes up the chimney. 
| Of a more serious disposition than his cousin, Charles 
| was determined to get on in the world, and plodded bravely, 
| if not brilliantly, along the rocky path to knowledge. 
| Furthermore, he was kind-hearted, truthful, clean and well- 
| mannered, and his face was round and cherubic. 
| Reggie, on the other hand, was not at all clean. Neither 
| for that matter was he particularly kind-hearted, and he 
| was certainly neither truthful nor well-mannered. As he 
_ spent his whole time devising means whereby his fellow- 
_ creatures could be caused discomfort and annoyance he 
| had little leisure for study. 
| He was late for every lesson, either because he had been 
| putting a hedgehog into someone’s bed or because he had 
| been busy turning and leaving on all the bathroom-taps. 

Occasionally too he missed classes through being at the 
top of a tree stealing birds’-eggs, at the bottom of a tree 
_ carving his name on its trunk, or in the village tuck-shop 
| gorging himself with cream buns. 

_ Rude, a liar and a bully, Reggie, not unnaturally, was 

| disliked by the masters and feared by the smaller boys, 

| whose arms 8 fs as sa twisted and whose ears he con- 
stantly tweaked. 

| The last term that Reggie and Charles spent together 

before they went to a public school ended as usual with 

examinations. 

Charles of course was fully prepared. In his neat little 
desk lay numerous copy-books full of notes—notes on 
Latin and Arithmetic, History, and so on—which he 
| studied earnestly every day with his fingers stuck into his 
| pink ears and his forehead all wrinkly. 

Needless to say, Reggie’s copy-books were full of drawings 
of a very doubtful nature, interspersed with limericks of 
whose nature there was no doubt whatsoever. Though in no 
wise prepared for his exams, he evolved a plan whereby with 
the minimum of effort he could make certain of passing. 

On the day of the examination he quietly stole all 
Charles’s co <r aren carefully tore out the notes on Geo- 
graphy, rolled them up in a handkerchief—the first he had 
used for years—and marched confidently into the class- 
room. A realistic bout of sneezing enabled him surrepti- 
tiously to convey the notes to his lap without anybody 
notic He was thus able to answer all the questions 
correctly. It tar 4 was wonderfully simple. 

Reggie successfully pursued this line of action every day 
and out first, with honours in all subjects, much to 
his fellow-schoolboys’ ~—. He was highly commended 
by the Headmaster. To quote the latter's Report: 


“Reeves major has shown to the whole school that 
dustry coupled with perseverance will always win sh. 

Meanwhile Charles, handicapped by the loss of his notes, 
with which he had hoped to refresh his memory, wag | 
placed eighty-seventh on the list. Of him the H ter. 
wrote disappointingly: “ Blake minor could have done mugh | 
better if he had tried.” 

Encouraged by his success, Reggie continued on his way 
through life, cheating a little here and bluffing a little : 
and indulging every now and then in a little judicious | 
bullying or a little diplomatic lying; and he found that it! 
worked wonders. ae 

Neither his friends nor his sins found him out, and, 
following the political career to which he was so obvi 
suited, he soon became a popular Cabinet Minister. For 
his services at home during the War he received a 5 
He then ran away with his best friend’s rich wife, with 
whom he lived happily and much respected for many years, 

The virtuous Charles, meanwhile, after fcar years’ active 
service, was only too thankful to get a job as office- ; 
a bucket-shop. Here he worked for fifteen years, of ; 
the first five were spent licking envelopes, the second five’ 
sticking stamps on the envelopes he had licked, and the 
last five posting the envelopes complete with stamps in the 
nearest pillar-box. 

At the annual Old Boys’ Dinner, where Reggie takes 
the Chair, a furtive figure cowering at the far end of the 
room may still be recognised as Charles. 

“Cheerio!”’ he says to his equally insignificant neighbour 
when the toast of the Chairman is drunk, adding with 
pardonable pride: “That feller Reeves major is a sort of 
cousin of mine.” 

“I beg your pardon?” says his friend, for Charles's 
tongue is so swollen from licking stamps and envelopes 
that he is practically unintelligible. ; 

“Granted,” says Charles. V.G4 








“Bath Music Festival.” 
(Sunday Times, June 2) 
Ou, what a glorious notion! 
Let me compete! 
For when in loud commotion 
The shining waters from the twin taps run 
The music that I make is very sweet, 
Rich as the roar of ocean, 
Fresh as the song wherewith the blackbirds greet 
The rising sun. 
The style I use 
May be pronounced eclectic; it is based 
Like all true efforts of the Thermal Muse, 
Upon the Common Chord and “Three Blind Mice”; _ 
Yet doth it not refuse 
Now and again 
With Hanpet’s help to raise a loftier strain, 
Or with ingenious device 
And artless art 
Ancient and modern melodies to splice 
With snatches of Mozart. 


And, though I must not speak 
Too loudly in self-praise, I have been told 
That my technique 
Is all my own, 
A thing so subtle and so bold 
In its strange blend of whistling and of song 
As to be quite unknown. 
Now it will not be long 
Before the wreath is mine. I cannot fail. 
So Hail, Bath Music Festival, all hail! 
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WE BIN MARRIED FIFTEEN YEAR AN’ I CAN STILL TWEIDDLE "IM ROUND A ‘AIRPIN, 








The Spanish Main No More. 


ir was recently recorded upon the 
authority of a great daily paper that 
piracy on anything like the scale on 
which it was practised by Captain 
Krpp would be impossible under 
modern conditions in Western waters. 

Having just completed the most 
searching inquiry into every aspect of 
the matter, | am happy to be able to 
confirm this statement in all its impli- 
cations. “Short of breaking the law 
and incurring very considerable finan- 
cial risks, the thing simply could not 
be done. 

The tions of the Board of 
Trade would present some of the first 
and most serious difficulties in the way 
of any such enterprise. The Board at 
present recognises no classification in 
which pirate tonnage could be properly 
included. As a natural consequence 
there is no scale laid down of pay, 
a or victualling, so that it 
would be impossible to obtain a Board 
of Trade certificate. Without this 
regular sailings could not be maintained 











from British ports. 


Ls ee 


It is true that a few years ago, when 
Parliament and Press were agitated 
with suggestions for the employment of 
our idle merchant shipping, piracy was 
discussed as an alternative to turning 
all the ships into dance-halls and rush- 
ing through a special Act to allow them 
a half-hour extension of the ordinary 
music licence. 

So as to be prepared in the event of 
the piracy proposal being adopted, the 
Board of Trade took some preliminary 
steps to prepare draft regulations. The 
negotiations which ensued are illustra- 
tive of the discouraging influence of 
bureaucracy on commercial enterprise. 

In the course of my inquiry I was 
able to examine some of the correspon- 
dence which passed between the Board 
and the syndicate responsible for the 
suggestion. The following extract is 
typical of the attitude adopted by the 
Board throughout :— 


“It is noted that you propose that 
the vessels shall clear from United 
Kingdom ports in ballast and shall 
return ‘loaded down to the gunwales 
with the spoils of the Indies.’ I am 
directed by the Commissioners to 





inform you that in no circumstances 
can they contemplate any relaxation 
of the existing load-line regulations as 
defined in the appropriate Acts and 
Instructions. The use of the gunwale 
as a loading-mark would be regarded 
by them as a serious infringement of 
the regulations. Should the spesial 
requirements of the trade render such 
a provision desirable, the Commission- 
ers would be prepared to consider plans 
for the fitting of a lower gunwale 
along the length of the hull on the un- 
derstanding that this must not extend 
above the North Atlantic winter 
marks.” 


In the same mood the Board made 
itself awkward over the proposal that 
the scuppers should run red with blood, 
insisting that they must first be 
covered with two coats of red lead or 
other approved preservative. They 
rejected the plans for a standard Pirate 
Service Pattern Plank, stipulating, @ 
the interests of safety, modifi 
that would have rig age 

On the question of pay they 
the frre ject unworkable by 
insisting that members of the cte®, 

————— 
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while marooned, must be paid eight 
hours’ overtime a day and provided 
with fresh and dry provisions and 
medical stores on the full Board of 
Trade scale. 

Even if the proposal had not been 
rejected by the Government on the 
ground that it conflicted with our 
obligations under the Treaty of 1779 
with Honduras, it would certainly have 
been abandoned by the promoters on 
account of the enormous additional 
expense to be faced in complying with 
the requirements of the Board. 

Another obstacle so serious as to 
render well-nigh impossible the organi- 
sation of a self-supporting pirate 
industry lies with the Customs. The 
Commissioners of Customs—rightly, 
no doubt, according to their lights 


insist that before any consignment of 


goods can be released into this country 
a certified copy of the invoice must be 
lodged with them. This would mean 
that the master of the pirate vessel 
after looting his victim, would be 
obliged to obtain an invoice for every 
item before scuttling her—a procedure 
necessarily involving labour and delay 
on such a scale as to impair hopelessly 
the earning power of the ship. 

Nor are these the only difficulties 
Lloyds would undoubtedly regard the 
nature of the enterprise as an excuse 
for demanding an extra premium. The 
National Union of Seamen, when the 
possibilities were discussed by them, 
announced their intention of standing 
firm on the principle that not more 
than three men should be obliged to 
share one dead man’s chest. These and 
a hundred other extravagances, which 
Long John Silver never had to consider, 
would slaughter the profits, and I am 
afraid that we must regard the idea as 
commercially impracticable. 

Unless of course there is a chance of 
touching a really fat subsidy. 








Romance. 





It began 

At Cannes 

In 31. 

It faltered 
When Malta ‘d 
Been “‘done.” 
At Aldershot 

I forgot 

It had begun 
Till, 

Playing tennis 
In Venice, 

I saw her again. 
Broken-hearted 
I departed 

To Spain. 

At Granada 
Life was harder 





“Coutp I cHANGE Tats ‘at I cor 
roo MUCH oF ScoTLAND YARD.” 





St, (Food. 


YESTERDAY? IT REMINDS MY ‘USBAND 








And in vain. 

So to China 

On a liner— 
What a bore! 

At Petrograd 

I was mad- 

Der than before. 
Then 

In Damietta 

I met her 

OncE More! 

At Stuttgart 

I laid my heart 
At her feet. 

In Buda Pesth 
She said “‘ Yesth”— 
Life was sweet! 
At Peking 

I bought the ring 
(Plain but neat). 


At Tunis 
Wedded bliss— 
Trés vite. 

# # * 
Qur son, 
Aged one— 
Clever little chap 
Will madly seize 
And read with ease 
Any map. 





News from the Garden-Party Front. 


“Docror Atracks Cream Buns.” 
Newspaper Heading 





“ It is recorded that in 1316 the Scots pene- 





trated to the neighbourhood of Durham and | 


burnt the seat of the Prior of Beaurepaire.” 


An indignity which the Prior, pre- | 


sumably, did not take sitting down. 
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At the Pictures. 


Srymne AND CLIMBING. 

Now that Mr. Joun Bucnan is Lord 
Tweepsmure and is off to represent 
the Kino in Canada, we shall, I fear, 
at any rate during his term of office, 
have no more novels. No more 39 
Steps, not even 38; but, since the 
cinema has discovered this author, 
| perhaps Greenmantle will come soon. 
| hope that when it does the originator 
will write the film version himself. 
Ian Hay makes a workmanlike job of 
the translation of The 39 Steps from 
_ the novel to the screen, but he is not 
the inventor, and, alas! he has been 
told tobe funny. In The 39 Steps there 
is no room for anything but the driest 
humour. 

As a superficial version, this-will do; 
but it is far from being as good as the 
book, and now. and then Rosperr 
Donat as Mr. Hannay, who was any- 
thing but a comic character, is in 
danger of losing our sympathy. For- 
getting for the moment half-cooked 
haddocks, I would remark that when 
men are escaping from the police, 
whether in night expresses over the 
Forth Bridge or scrambling across 
Highland moors, we expeet thei hair 
to get the least bit ruffled. But no, 
not in the case of Ropert Downar, 
who is careful to take no measure to 
disguise himself, not even to the 
sacrifice of his moustache. In fact, 
since he takes no luggage, we have to 
imagine how he gets shaved. Since as 
a personification of injured innocence 
_ he is unfaltering, why, we ask our- 
selves, does he run? And surely Mr. 
Bucuan,now Lord TWEEDSMUIR, never 
meant us to put such a question as 
that. 

We wonder also why, if MapELINE 
CARROLL can get her wrist out of a 
_ handcuff in the morning, she could not 

last night, before the swelling began. 

But, hang it all, this isn’t fair! Films 

are films, not exercises in logic, and no 
_ one can deny that The 39 Steps holds 
| the attention and that we desperately 
| want to know what it is all about, what 
_ the steps are (but I am doubtful if you 
will discover this), who is really the 
| arch-spy and if Goprrey Trar.e’s 
| little dei really is so baleful. 





1 remember that when the startling 
news came that the American screen 
was to be tidied up and questionable 
remarks banned, a wave ief rolled 
in and people lamented the loss or 
dilution of certain full-blooded jesters. 
Mar West, for one, was mentioned as 
being in danger of losing her devoted 


public. But there is no cause for con- 


cern. I went the other evening to see 
Mar West, and found a merry and 
appreciative audience ; and if the merry 
and ys ep iative - audience brought 
some the jokes themselves and 
found others in phrases that might not 





3.4 DOWD: 


DELILAH. 


Cleo. Borden . . . Mar Wesr. 

have been so intended, the end was 
the same. Those who want an entendre 
to be double can always arrange for it. 





LION-TAMER’S FRIENDLY APPROACH. 
Nikita . . . Grecory Ratorr. 

My own doubts of this film, called 
Goin’ to Town, were directed rather to 
its haphazard construction, which in- 
deed almost makes us wonder if some 
half-finished alien racing picture had 
not been acquired and incorporated. 









At any rate, the good old days of She | - 
Done Him Wrong are for the moment | 
over, and what this opulent charmer | 
is offering is a hand-to-mouth produe. | 
tion, incredible from first word to last, 
in which she plays the part of a cattle. | 
queen (by marriage and wido 

who for love of an English peer deter. 
mines to become a lady. To gain this 
result she stops at nothing, and even 
sings without the slightest justification 
the words of Delilah in the Sarr. 
Saéns opera, having previously, so 
far as I could detect, encouraged the 
advances of the corrupt and penniless 
dago who she knew had tried to 
poison her favourite horse, “Cactus.” 
But why trouble about such a plot? 
We all went to see Mar West, and we 
all.came away hoping she will work 
harder next time. Meanwhile the 
recognisable machinery is in evidence: 
the slanting glance, the honeyed 
phrase, the swaying walk, the impu- 
dence and abandon: and so long as 
the audience hear the things they 
whether meant. by the speaker or not, 
all, I suppose, is well. 


I am not too fond of home-made 
material turned out rapidly and per- 
functorily; but having read in the 
popular Press many remarks about the 
inferior character of British films, with 
especial reference to the demands of 
the quota, I am bound to put it on 
record that I have never seen anything 
emerging from a British studio more 
uninspired than certain American 
‘“shorts’’ can be. There is a Buster 
Keaton comedy about baseball now 
being shown, called for some strange 
reason an “educational,” which is 
completely unworthy ; while as for that 
Americanstop-gap, Top- Notches, where, 
while sporting records are being hastily 
displayed, a man and woman exchange 
“ wise-cracks,” I wonder how it was 
ever permitted to cross the Atlantic. 

To atone, however, for such poor 
material, we had at the Leicester 
Square, where one of them was on 
view, a circus film with that excellent 
actor of the school of JANNINGS— 
Gkeocory Ratorr—in it. That many 
of the scenes had actually been taken 
in the Cirque d’Hiver, I can testify, for 
I recognised Lavata the ringmaster; 
but that, in spite of what look like 
exact photographs, GREGORY himself 
ever entered the lions’ cage, I fear is not 
true. Such is the skill of the camera 
that, so far from being unable to lie, 
it often does nothing else. In faet, 
apart from the excellence of RaTOFFS 
performance as Nikita the dompleur, 
the picture is worth seeing just 
detect (or not) when the substitutions 
occur. BE. V.L. 
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“Wirs My coat L’M NINE-STONE-ONB, AFFECTIONATE, CLINGING, AND EASILY LED. Wrrasovut it I'm ®IGHT-STONE- 
AND SELF-WILLED TO THE POINT OF OBSTINACY.” 


TWELVE, DOMINEERING, AMBITIOUS, 








Taken at the Flood. 


In a booklet entitled “Come to 
Sunnybeach”’ I have noticed a serious 
lapse; for it fails to mention that 
Peter Boof is no longer the official life 
guard of that famous seaside resort 

Sunnybeach, as many know, boasts 
that during its fifteen years as a bath- 
ing-resort it has never had a bathing 
fatality. ‘‘We don’t want bathing 
fatalities,” the first Chairman of the 
Council had boldly declared, and this 
straight-from-the-shoulder policy had 
been adopted by all his successors 

Yet in the summer of 1933 there had 
been several close shaves, and in conse- 
quence Peter Boof had been appointed 
as life guard on the beach. 

Now it is a doleful but historic fact 
that during the whole summer of 1934 
not one person at Sunnybeach asked to 
be rescued from drowning. 

At the close of each day Peter would 
doff his bathing, don his normal, garb, 
walk to the municipal offices and there 
fill in the printed form on which his 
day’s work had to berecorded. Itran: 

Lire-Savine Report. 
Number of calls for aid ..  «.  evoees 
os »» efforts at rescue sSeaae 
” », people rescued... .. «++: 
not rescued .. oF 


” ” ” 








Number of bodies brought to... ...... 
not brought to ...... 


(SUGUE) 9.0 vitadaceeees 
Life Guard. 


One can imagine Peter’s disgust 
when day after day he had to write Nil 
in answer to each query. 

Summer waned and the bathing- 
season was nearing its close when one 
chilly morning Peter was about eight 
yards off the shore practising the new 
“Tahiti” stroke. 

Suddenly he felt a cramp in his left 
calf. At once he turned on his back to 
rest the limb. Then he tried to swim 
again, but the cramp was still there 
and he could make no headway. 

Therefore, though it was much 
against the grain, he raised himself 
in the water and cried “Help!” so 
loudly that a host of people began to 
gaze anxiously in his direction. To 
their joy, however, they saw a yellow 
bathing-cap moving swiftly towards 
the person in distress. 

Suddenly a voice roared into Peter’s 
ear, “Don’t get nervous. Just keep 
still.’ The next moment he felt him- 
self gripped from behind by a strong 
pair of arms and propelled vigorously 
towards the shore. As soon as he was 
in shallow water he turned to look at 
his rescuer. To his surprise, and some- 


what to his disgust, this proved to 
be a sturdily-built girl of about his 
own age. 

“Thank you so much,” said he 
grudgingly. “I got a cramp in my 
leg.” 

But when the two, walking side by 
side, got to the beach, an unpleasant 
shock awaited Peter. The whole of the 
Baths and Wash-houses Committee 
were standing together and looking at 
him in a scornful fashion. 

There and then it was decided nem. 
con. that Peter should be dismissed, and | 
his rescuer, Sophy Cole, who was the 
holder of the Deal-to-Dover swimming 
record, was appointed in his place. 

It was a cruel blow for Peter. To 
be ousted by a woman! And how 
galling to remember that in the first 
three lines of the Life-Saving Report 
“Nil” would be replaced by ‘One’ 
and he would be the one. 

* * * * “ 

But the old swings-and-roundabouts 
principle still holds good at times. A 
fortnight after their dramatic meeting 
Sophy and Peter became engaged, and 
she is now Mrs. Boof. 

In their little Sunnybeach home 
Sophy has many swimming trophies, 
but I feel sure that if she were asked 
which of them she most appreciates 
she would shyly say, “ Peter.” 
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Involution. 

“Mrs. Black,” a wife said, “is the 
woman they say Mr. Brown ran away 
from.” 

I shuddered. 

“Ob!” said Miss Green, “I knew 
that. But whom did Mr. Brown give 
her over cost 

I felt I ought to protest. “They 
used to tell me at school,” I said, “ that 
a preposition is a very awkward word 
to end a sentenee with.” 

Miss Green smiled without compre- 
hension; my wife tarned her back on 
rie. 

“I've always suspected,” she said, 

that Mr. Brown was the person Mr. 
White gave the woman he ran away 
from over to”—(I groaned}—“so he 
can tell us if it was Mrs. Black. per- 
haps.” 

: I thought it was too,” Miss Green 
replied, “but I could never make out 
what they always turned my inquiry 
whether Mr. Brown was the person 
Mr. White gave the woman he ran 
away from over to down for.” 

I rose. 

Where are you going?” my wife 
wked. 

I said, “ I’m going over to Robinson 
for a stick to beat the people who 
wouldn't explain what they turned 
Miss Green's inquiry whether Mr. 
Brown was the person Mr. White gave 
the woman he ran away from over to 
down for up with.” ed the door. 
“Game and set,” I added. 

“ What can he really want to go out 
for?’ my wife was asking Miss Green 
as | shut the door. 








The Gold Rush. 


UNLIKE so many other Irish villages 
that were, as Thady Gowran expresses 
it, “thrun together be the fortunes of 
fate where there's some peculiar oddity 
for e to be lookin’ at,” Derreen 


has nothing with which to attract the 
tourist. xcept indeed for the sur- 


prising profusion of pink geraniums of 
the early, climbing variety, the village 
has no ing feature. Yet all 
along the street and far out into the flat 
boggy country on either side the least 
observant stranger will see numberless 
notice-boards, leaning at acute angles 
and proclaiming faintly the presence 
of “Te,” and of “HOME-MADE BREAD” 
in the cottages ond—or in the 


| nether regions; it ds upon the 


pag mrs ey 
ntrigued by the unexpected sight of 
so many oh tenes dnddion ieeeds in a 


place so devoid of natural beauty, the 


oung man who is at t doing 
That the village calls “ teeners” 
for the old doctor ro oe 
upon the bridge parapet , with t 
aid of plug tobacco, encouraged Thady 


that must once have ex 


and his friends to ex wd seatgmmaiaad 
* * 


& * & 

“It was a good one all right,” Thady 
began slowly, “an’ we had towerists 
comin’ here that summer in sharry- 

from all arts an’ parts an’ 
= down about the place like 

of duck, an’ screechin’ for tay 
an’ for soda-bread. Sure it was only be 
hoppin’ an’ throttin’ that the women 
met their demands for food, for 
Derreen was never usened to an influx 
the like of that. But ‘tis all behind us 
now.” 
He relapsed into a silence that his 
listener knew better than to interrupt, 
and presently he went on: “It was in 
June, an’ it was comin’ on duskish, the 
way it is now, an’ we was here upon 
the brudge, an’ young Patsy Foley was 
riddlin’ sand for the mother’s geramia, 
when a car stopped behind us an’ a 
man let a roar. 

“*Where am I at all?’ he says, an’ 
he had a woeful queer accident when 
he took to talk; an’ we told him it was 
Derreen. ‘I’m back from God’s own 
counthry,’ he says, ‘an’ that’s Aus- 
threelia; an’ as soon as I see where I 
was born in the vicissitude of Wather- 
ford,’ says he, ‘I'll be off upon the next 
boat,’ an’ he gev an eye around the 
place. ‘I must be teetotally off of the 
main rout,” he says, ‘ for I don’t think 
manny thravellers come here. I used 
to think we had a slump in Austhreelia 
itself,’ says he, ‘but it was child’s play 
to what ye have in Ireland. An’ be the 
— of this place,’ he says, ‘I'd 
safely say it was in Derreen it started.’ 
An’ that vexed Michael O., so it did.” 

Thady spoke to an old man further 
down the line of listeners. ‘Tell him 
what you said to the fella when he 
axed what Patsy was riddlin,”” he said 
encouragingly, and Michael 0. spoke 
with dignity and with deep satisfac- 
tion. 

“All | wanted was to annoy him,” 
he said simply, “so I told him Patsy 
was riddlin’ for gold an’ what else ? 
“You shouldn’t have to ax that,’ I says, 
‘an’ you comin’ from a place where it 
seems to be so plenty. Ye may have 
fell off of the gold standhard in Aus- 
threelia, as great as ye are,’ says I, 
‘but Derreen didn’t sink as low as that 
yee thank God. Do you see that bog?’ 

says then; ‘well, the turf out there 
is actchilly rotten wid brooches an’ 
chains, ay, an’ wid ta-ra-ras—enough 
for them to adorn a queen from head to 
foot, an’ every one of them made out 


of gold they got in this river. Does no} 
one ever ye @ newspaper to} 
Austhreelia,’ says I, ‘that you = 
seen for yourself about the 

of gold in the Irieh rivers?’ An’ off 
wid him as mum as a dummy to find 
the road where he missed it, an’ we 
never gev him another thought.” 

Thady took up the tale again. 

“Tt must have been a week afther 
that,” he said,“ when we heard arumble 
an’ a clatther of talk, an’ one of them 
sharrybangs drew up fornenst Foleys’ 
an’ liberated a swarm of people like 
bees. They never divulged a ape ys 
only to ax was it Derreen, then off wid 
the half of them down to the river, an’ 
the rest med a feud upon the bog where 
the turf was footed in little hapes, an’ 
they took to claw at it, an’ the next 
thing we seen was th’ others wid riddles 
an’ bare shanks in the wather, diggin’ 
down into the bed of the river an’ 
riddlin’ the sand out on the banks. I 
declare to man we thought they was 
gone out of their latitude. An’ they 
wouldn't say what they was at, an’ 
the sharrybangs was comin’ and goin’ 
bringin’ new people, an’ we said they 
couldn’t all be loonies surely. An’ the 
river was dhrained the best ever wid 
all the diggin’, an’ there was sand upon 
the bank for every geramia in the 
place, so we let them riddle away. But 
it was September before young a 
found the back-number of th’ Engli 
newspaper someone dhropped, an’ 
when he seen the writin’ it put him in 
mind of what Michael O. said to the 
fella wid all the nosey talk. ‘GoLp IN 
DERREEN RIVER,’ was wrote out in it; 
‘Crown JEWELS tn DERREEN Boo.’” 

Michael O. prepared to go home. 
“We had one t summer on the 
head of it,” he said. “If they didn’t get 
anny gold itself they were in no way 
penurious. But for a fella that had so 
much gusto he was very aisy misled.” 


D.M.L. 





Rly. Note. 


Ir all the trains at Clapham Jne, 
Were suddenly to cease to fne. 
The people waiting on the stn. 
Would never reach their destinn! 








Tranquil Scene in Old Erin. 


“. . . About 100 persons assembled, and 
furniture was removed to the accompaniment 
of songs and raillery. One house had to be. 
forced with a crowbar. Everything 
off quietly.”—Jrish Paper. 





“It is really easier for a rich man to gS 
through the eye of a needle than it is fors 
poor or middle-class Jew to enter the 

of Israel.”—Daily Paper. 

Or for a camel to enter into the King- 
dom of Heaven ? 
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THE LITTLE MINISTER. 
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Enlightenment. 


ateful nature as well as 
oreover, nobody knows 





| LIKE a 
anybody, 


| better than I do what the Americans 


_ have done for this country—crooners, 
| jazz and the English language what it 


} 


| between. two 


is to-day. O.K. by me, boy! 


So that I was to be pleased 
even @ little touched—-by a rather 
pretty little —- that took place 
in a railway- 
carriage as I travelled from Devonshire 
to London, 
(It was the actual railway-carriage 
in which I was sitting—otherwise I 
shouldn't, naturally, be in any position 


| to report the conversation. ) 


The opening gambits were as undis- 
tinguished as usual, They can seldom 
be anything else between strangers, 


except perhaps in cases of blackmail, 


homicidal mania or the sudden appear- 
ance of a near relation when neither 
desired nor expected. 

The weather—January in June, as 
the dear old song hasn't it, the good- 


| ness—or otherwise—of the — train- 


service, and the absolutely definite 


_ character of the food in the restaurant- 
/ car; on these topies one rings such 


i 


changes as there are. 

My companions duly rang them and, 
so far as information went, left me 
very much where they found me save 
for the deduction—you know my 


| methods, Watson—that one lady was 
| an American. 


| 


It came out by degrees—as these 
things do—that she had landed at 
Plymouth two days earlier, that she 
was all by herself, and that this was 
her first visit to England. 

A duet, on lines not unfamiliar, 
followed. The Englishwoman enumer- 
ated certain deficiencies peculiar to 


| England—which were doubtless already 
| well-known to the stranger. 


The words “bathroom,” ‘watery 
_ cabbage,” “ central heating "’ and “ tele- 
| phone service"’ occurred several times. 
_ To each item the American lady 
admitted deprecatingly and with in- 
dulgence that that was so. 

She then said her own piece, and the 
adjectives to which she gave the great- 
est minence were “quaint,” “old. 
world” and “ ancestral.” 

Plymouth, she added, had entranced 
her. The spot from which her own 
forbears . . . 

The next bit was familiar also. 
Almost too familiar, I felt. 

When I began to listen again the 
Englishwoman, with a good deal of 
nice feeling, was explaining that it 
would be a to do anything for 
an American if only because of all the 








kindness she herself had met with in 
the States on the occasion of a visit to 
Boston seven years ago. So if there was 
anything... . 

‘Why,” said the American lady, “I'd 
be glad to have you explain one thing to 
me, since you're so kind. I just can’t 
get the hang of your money system— 
so many of these little silver things .. .” 

As she spoke she poured out, in a 
desperate way, a mixed collection of 
copper and silver coins on to her lap. 

“T guess you'll think I’m pretty 
dumb,” she added wistfully. 

It was not the adjective I should 
have applied to her myself. 

“This is your shilling—or is it your 
sixpence ¢”’ 

“It’s my shilling—your shilling, I 
mean, Sixpence—this little one—is 
half of a shilling.” 

“Ts that so? Then what’s this cute 
little fellow ¢”’ 

“It’s a threepenny-bit. There aren't 
many of them about. Not really.” 

They both looked respectfully at the 
threepenny-bit. 

Well, I guess if it's a kind of a curio 
I'd better just keep it,” said the 
American lady. 

Of course Mrs. Brown (one had 
better call her something) ought to 
have come out into the open at this 
and admitted at once that the three- 
penny-bit has by no means as yet 
reached the status of a curio. But she 
didn't. Instead she picked up another 
coin and inquired briskly: “Now do 
you know what this is?” 

That ’s one of the worst!”’ cried Mra. 
Alma B. Wrench—(see previous note) 
quite passionately. ‘‘Isn’t that what 
you call a half-crown?” 

“T’m afraid not. Of course | know 
it’s very, very like it-——but actually 
no, I'm afraid it isn’t. It’s a two-shil- 
ling piece.” 

Phat ‘sa new one on me. Still, I 
guess it explains itself. Two-shilling 
piece. I'd kind of thought that if it 
wasn’t a half-crown it was something 
called a florin.’ 

“Oh!” eried Mrs. Brown, “so it is.’ 

There was a stunned silence. Then 
Mrs. Alma B. Wrench just said in a 
dazed polite way, “Is that so?"’ 

One felt that it was a comment 
rather than an inquiry. 

I for one didn't blame Mrs. Brown 
for going right on to another branch 
of the same complex question. 

“This is a penny. And this half a 
wee hatlg afraid it’s always called 
a’ penny—and it’s the least of all in 
value. There is, actually a—a tiny little 
thing called a farthing, but it isn’t much 
used. You needn't worry about it.” 

“ Pardon me,” said Mrs. Wrench with 
sudden firmness, “but I have found 


farthings. And I’ve been real worried 


even in two days that quite a number 
of articles in your stores are priced at 
so many Shillings, pennies, and three 


to find I hadn’t even one, let alone 
three. I guess the American 
Company can help me there when ] 
get to London.” 

“Perhaps they can,” said Mrs 
Brown. Wisely, t thought. 

“Well, you've helped me straighten 
things out quite a lot,” said Mrs. 
Wrench generously, “ 7'his is your florin 
or two-shilling piece, and this is your 
half-crown. Isit worth more, or what?” 

“It's worth more. It’s worth six. 
pence more, Half-a-crown is worth 
two shillings and sixpence.” 

“ And what is a whole crown, if this 
is half a one?” 

“ Five shillings; but it—it's 
ever seen,” murmured my compatriot 
in a low ashamed whisper. 

“My!” said Mra, Wrench, “ quite a 
lot of your coins seem kind of shy and 
retiring, don’t they?’’ Then she added 
more kindly, “I guess | know your 
bills all right, The one-pound note and 
the ten-shilling note. But if it isn’t 
asking too much, I'd be real glad if 
you eould show me one thing, and 
that’s a guinea.” 

“T can't,” said Mrs. Brown frantie- 
ally. “It doesn’t exist.” 

“ But in your stores- 

“IT know, I know. Things are always 
marked in guineas and half-guineas, 
But there are no such coins.” 

The thing had got to stop. 

I reached for the communication 
cord, . ea 

Five pounds seemed quite simple 
and straightforward. ». M.D. 








Fablette. 


The Cat and the Crooner. 


A Cart and a Crooner 
Engaged in dispute 

Kach claiming the greater 
Artistic repute. 

“One fact,” said the ‘Tom-Cat, 
* You cannot evade: 

You get inspiration 
From my serenade. 





“And yet,” said the other 
“ Folk say when I croon 
My howls are more dismal 
And more out of tune.” 


“ Pooh-bah,” sneered the Tom-Cat, 
“Tt can't be gainsaid 

That mine is an art, S'r, 
While yours is a trace. 


That places the matter 
All question above, 
For you howl for money 


But J howl for love.” 
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Music. 


Au the wireless-sets in 
Wobbley are pre-depression models 


Ours is '26, Colonel Hogg's '25. and the 


Johnson-Clitheroes’ (they always lead 
the way) "24. So it caused quite a 
sensation when Henry Gumwater 
bought a 1935 model of enormou 
power and range. He was having tea 
at our place when he told us about it 
and we were listening to the Plumpton 
Pyjama Band from London 

He seemed quite pained when w 
told him that we could 
English stations, 

Then you've never heard real 
music,” he said, “I don’t know what it 
is about English bands and orchestra 
but they lack a something. As a rac 
we are too hard-headed and practical! 
to understand the finer points of musi: 
That noise, for instance, that we ar 
listening to now, ean you really call it 
music?” 

“We can’t blame the 
altogether,” I said. ‘The set is not in 
its first youth, and it has never been 
quite the same since Unck 
overhauled it in '31. And we used to 
keep the goldfish-bowl on it, and more 
than once it got upset and dribbled 


only get 


performer 


Ceorge 


| down into the works.” 


It isn’t the set,” said Gumwater 
quite crossly; “it’s the English way 
of playing music, You 


must come 


| round and hear my set some tim 


| listen-in for 


Vienna, Paris, Budapest, Kalundborg 
Huizen . * 

Two or three evenings later Gum 
water asked us round for a game of 
bridge, and suggested that we might 


half-an-hour before we 


started 








sort of string orchestra. 


“The best of having a long-range 
set like this,” he said, ‘is that you can 
always get something good, It is just 
a matter of twiddling the knobs 

He passed quickly across Europ 
and at last came to rest on a pleasing 


‘es 


How does that suit you /”’ he asked 
proudly, 

“It’s very fine,” said Edith 
is it from?” 

Gumwater peered at the indicator 

“ Berlin,” he said. “You wouldn't 
get anything like that from London 
would you?” 

He sat back in an armchair and 
closed his eyes, and an expression of 
ecstasy crept over his face. 

“I don’t see anything particularly 
wonderful about it,” Edith whispered 
to me, voicing my own thoughts, “ but 
Mr. Gumwater of course knows a lot 
about music. He said so.” 

The thing went on for about half 
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THERE WERE rwo FiPTn IN MY ORANGE- WATER 








an-hour and then a voice spoke in 
German 

You speak German, don’t out” 
asked “What did he 


7 


Gum water. 
BAY 
ey couldn’t catch it,” I lied. “I 
know a little German, but I’m not at 
all good at it.” 

On the way home Edith asked me 
why I had told Gumwater I wasn't 
much good at German, because Edith 
knows it is one of my few accomplish- 
ments 

“] did. it to 
feelings,” 1 said 


spare Gumwater's 
After all, the man 


be a bore, but he was our 


may 
host.” 
‘But what did the German an- 


?”’ asked Edith. 


nouncer 6a 





| 


“He said that we had been listening | 


to a programme of English gramo- 
phone-records.” 


Thought Unworthy. 
Her face is fairer far than that 
Of any other. 
The only thing that worries me 
Ix whether she 
May one day be 
As ugly as her mother 


| 
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| that. I am certain he 
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Charlie’s Reference. 


| I wave been asked to give this man 
| a reference, and really I have nothing 
at all against him pee. vy way he 
whistles. Even that wouldn’t be so bad 
but for his habit of going flat, though 
I don’t suppose this matters very much 
in an electrician. ‘ 

| He has done many electrical jobs 
| for me well enough—or at least I never 
remember anything going particularly 
| wrong apart from that time when he 
| connected the house-telephone to the 





| B.B.C. land-line that was temporarily 


laid through the grounds 
and there was some very 
interesting interference 
with the speeches broad- 
cast from a public lunch- 
eon. But I shouldn’t im- 
agine he meant to do that; 
no, I don’t think that was 
_ intentional on the whole. 
‘As I live and breathe, 
Sir,” he said to me, “I 
never meant to do it.” 
| don’t’ see how. any 
man can say fairer than 


didn’t remember that the 
line was there because 
shortly afterwards he fell 
over it and dropped two 
adjustable spanners and a 
coil of wire into the pond, 
and I don’t see why he 
should do a thing like that 
on purpose, except maybe 
as a revolutionary gesture. 
It was an easy thing to do: 
| I fell over the line myself 
later, and nobody could 
have been more surprised 
_ than I was, unless it was 
| Charles. That’s the man’s 
name ; I don’t think I men: 
| tioned it before—Chatles. | 
_Everybody called him 





started because of something Charlie 
had been doing or not doing to the 
fuses he quite annoyed the men by 
standing out in the street whistling 
away like steam. The captain of the 
fire swath came down his ladder and 
tapped Charlie on the shoulder. 

“Hey,” he said—‘‘hey! Is that you 
whistling ?”’ 

“Certainly,” said Charlie. “‘What 
would you like next? I could give you 
the ‘Ode to Joy’ in BrrrHoven’s 
Ninth if you like; hot stuff I am on 
that,” said Charlie. “Or maybe I’d 
better sing it,” and he opened his great 
jaws and let her rip: “Joy, thou 33 








Of course it was a coincidence ina 
sense, but I hadn’t looked at it quite in 
that light. Charlie has an odd turn of 
speech at times, but I don’t 
that matters very much inane 

Even as an electrician he had his 
faults, I admit. For instance, I wag 
a good deal annoyed for the moment 
when there was a leakage from some 
high-tension cable or other—I don’t 
know exactly what it was—to the door. 
handle of the restaurant. The first hint 
I got that there was anything 
was when someone came into my office 
above the entrance to ask what were all 
those bodies lying about the pavement, 





So ae eS SEAS 
So ora tees force e eee 
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“FoR ALL WE KNOW HIS HEART MAY BE BREAKING!” 


Ss 
~~ 
— 


Bodies!’ I said, look- 
ing out of the window; 
and there sure e 
were a number of my 
best customers flat on 
their backs. Just as | 
looked, another one ap. 
proached, and as soon as 
he got his fingers on the 
door-handle—thud ! there 
he was, flat on his back 
with the rest. Of course I 
called Charlie, and up he 
came whistling. ) 

‘* Stop that row, Charlie,” 
I said, ‘‘and come and see 
to this door.” 

We all went downstairs, 
and bless my soul if it 
wasn’t just the same inside 
the door as out—people 
lying about right and left. 

Charlie called up his as 
sistant from the basement. 

“Sam,” he said, “open 
that door, will you!” 

A couple of seconds later 
Sam was flat on his back 
with all the others. Inside 
and out there must have 
been a round dozen of them 
altogether. 

“This is getting mono 
tonous,” I said, although 








| Charlie except one of those girls in the 
| restaurant that he used to kiss such 
| a lot, and she always called him Bert 
| on Saturdays, 1 noticed—a bit con- 
| fused perhaps. He married one of them 
| later; I can’t be sure which—he still 
_ kept on kissing the others—but I dare- 
say he knows. 

In fact I understand that it’s be- 
cause of this girl that he wants to 
take this reference and leave the town. 
Her idea is to live near her mother and 
| he believes he can work up a connection 
in the district. Well, as I say, I suppose 
he’s really quite a good electrician, and 
_ the only thing I have against him at 
| all is this whistling of his. I .remem- 
ber once, when the fire brigade had to 
be called in to put out a fire that had 





“You keep quiet about Joy,” said 
the Captain of the fire brigade grimly. 
“I know a good few laments,” 
Charlie suggested in a hopeful tone. 
The captain replied: “My advice to 
you is to save ‘em till later. You’d bet- 
ter spend all your time now thinking up 
reasons for the condition of those fuses,” 
and off he went up the ladder again. 
But, bless you, that didn’t worry 
Charlie. Nothing could stop him from 
whistling when he felt happy, and he 
generally felt happy. I must say I like 
to see a man happy ; besides, I had the 
lace insured. So (I later discovered) 
ad Charlie. 
“As I live and breathe,” he said 
when I remarked on this, “if that isn’t 
a coincidence !”’ 


I could see they were beginning to 
recover, one by one. : 

However, Charlierose to the occasion. 
He got on some rubber gloves and went 
and fetched a saw, and pretty soon he 
had that door-handlesawn rightout 
the dooropen. Theonly seriouscasualty 
was Sam, who cut himself on Charlies 
saw when he was coming round. 


Yes, Charlie was all right on the 
whole. I can give him a good reference; 
the only thing I have against him is the 
way he whistles, and I don’t suppose 
that matters very much in an 


trician. (Signed) ......++-++5+* 
(At the u of the subject of 

this wie Saco the last sem 

tence was afterwards deleted.) RB. M. 
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ALL THE WAY TO THE SEA TO ENJOY IT. 





JO AND GET SOME MORE BIG STONES FOR 





Striking Camp. 





“Tue Frasers have got theirs,” said 
Pamela, “and ours will be here to- 
morrow. Incredible! A real tent for 
twenty-five bob. And think of the 
saving. Hotel bills, nothing. Meals, 
practically nothing. Clothes, nothing 
whatever.” 

Pamela,” I said imploringly, ‘not 
Nudism.” 

She reassured me. “‘Not with the 
Frasers. Bridget wouldn’t approve. | 
mean I shan’t have to buy a thing, 
except for a shady hat or two and 
sandals, and of course a sun-bathing 
frock.” 

“In short ” I began. 

‘Shorts definitely,” said Pamela 

# at * a 

The tents were pitched. 

“Half the fun of camping,” said 
Bridget Fraser, “‘is sitting round the 
camp-fire before turning in. I do so 
love camp-fires.” 

“T presume the other half is being 
wakened in the morning by a cow 
blowing on your face,” I said. “I do 
80 love the breath of cows.” 

‘Cows don’t hurt,” said Sam. 

Pamela said that Nature was very 
wonderful. 





ot 


“We might have a sing-song,” said 
Bridget. 
# ‘* * ‘ 
I met Pamela halfway from the 
village. 


“T’ve done it,” she informed me 
“I’ve wired Emily to wire us: Return 
at once.’ Ninepence with the address. 


I handed over ninepence, 

“I feel awful,” she said. 

“The draught in that infernal 
tent——” 
“Not ill. Awful! About the Frasers. 
They’re simply revelling in every 
minute and ss 

“Here they come,” 
‘Radiant.” 

Pamela ran to meet them waving a 
small bottle 

“*Onomidge,’”’ she explained. “Sim- 
ply had to run into the village and get 
some 

Bridget dived into the pocket of her 
shorts and produced another small 
bottle 

‘“*Mosquitono,’”’ she said. “I ran in 
before breakfast.” 

“An 
laughed heavily. 

I mentioned lunch. 

Bridget said half the fun of camping 
was eating in the open air. 

“ And drinking,” said Sam—a trifle 
gloomily, I thought. 

“We'll have lunch outside,” said 
Pamela brightly, “on the collapsible 
table ‘s 

Sam said the proper place for lunch 
‘My inside,” he added 


I interrupted. 


also-ran,” said Sam, and 


inside 
helpfully. 

Bridget gave a hearty laugh. ‘How 
frightfully funny everything seems 
when one’s camping,” she said. “One 
roars at the least thing. 1 suppose it’s 
the air.” 

I drew a deep breath. 

* * * * * 
‘Why, here’s a telegraph-boy!”’ 


Pamela cried 


was 


“Name of Fraser,” said the boy. 

“Oh!” said Pamela. 

“Ah!” said Sam. 

“Well,” said Bridget. She opened 
the telegram. “Of all the appalling 
luck. It’s from nurse. Her mother’s 
ill and she’s got to go home, and we 
shall have to go back and look after 
the children.” 

“Nothing for it but to go back and 
look after the children,” Sam said 
stolidly. 

“It is a shame,” said Bridget. 

“Perfectly sickening for you,” said 
Pamela. 

“And for you,” Bridget insisted. 
“ Breaking everything up and all that. 
Still, you'll be able to carry on. Lucky 
devils!” 

“Fortunate fiends!”’ said Sam. 

‘Of course we'll leave the collapsible 
table,” said Bridget. 

“And the convertible stove,” 
Sam. 

“But what I don’t like leaving,” 
said Bridget, “is the air.” 

“There ’tis,” said Sam. 

It certainly was. 

* * * * * 

“Pamela!” 

“ Deceitful!”’ she said. “Would you 
believe it of the Frasers?” 

I said I would. Across the field 
sauntered a telegraph-boy. 

# * * * * 

“Only seventeen-and-six a day,” 
said Pamela, “and they say it’s a 
lovely room. It looks out on the sea.” 

Curiously enough it also looked out 
on the Frasers. They were having tea 
on the terrace when we arrived 
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PEOPLE WHO ARE HARD TO LIVE UP TO. 
THE LADY WHO CONDUCTS HER CONVERSATION WITH AN /MPRESSEMENT UNWARRANTED BY THE SUBJECT-MATTER. 
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Perry Smabbles. 


Now that the broadcasting of lawn- 
tennis has come to stay there is a clear 
| need for some new terms. 
| At present some shots have names, 
| such as volley, smash, lob, fault, drive, 
| drop, ace, kill, chop, half-volley, etc. ; 
| but if Perry puts a forehand drive into 
| the far corner, right or left, the com- 
| mentator has to say so in as many 
_ words—and probably misses a couple 
of shots in doing so. At least, I am sure 
[ should. 
Now, supposing we take— 


rc for right corner, 

Lc for left corner, 

pk for drive, 

BR for backhand drive. 

BL for base-line, 

st for side-line, 

| a new set of descriptive words suggest 
| themselves. 

Thus “Perry drarks’”’ means a 
forehand drive deep to the right-hand 
| corner. 
| “Perry drallicks”’ (two syllables for 
| clarity) means the same to the left- 
| hand corner. 


| 
| 
} 
} 





If he brarks or brallicks it is a back- 
hand drive. 

If he lobs to the corner he lob- 
berks or lobblicks; if to the base- 
line he lobbles. To the side4tine he 
lobsels. 

If he smashes to the base-line he 
smabbles; to the side-line he has to 
smassle, while to the right« or left-hand 
corner he smarks or smallicks. 

His volleys become vobbles, vorks, 
vollicks and vossels. 

He may even half-vobble. 

If the shot is gently played the 
vowel may be lengthened, so that if 
Perry draylicks or vobles we can en- 
visage the shot. 

If the shot goes out or into the net 
there is time to say so, and “Perry 
drabbles out’”’ is preferable to saying 
that he drouts. : 

Other words may suggest them- 
selves, but these should suffice to start 
with. If, for instance, the ball hits the 
umpire, such a word as smump (or 
brump) is undesirable. 

But not very. 

While, should the ball go into his 
partner’s ear—— 

[We think that is enough.—Ep.| 








Insofar. 


(Dedicated to the growing number of 
authors who prefer to write “insofar as.’) 





InsoraR! "Tis a single word. 
Our rude forefathers deemed it three, 
A viéw inherently absurd, 
You will agree. 
What pleasing fancies round it swarm 
When written thus! A punch it packs 
Which in its more staccato form 
It wholly lacks. 
The gorgeous East is in its span, 
Whose every name is like a star— 
Baghdad, Bokhara, Isfahan 
And Insofar. 

Where jovial Cossacks plied the knout 
And drained the festive samovar, 
Would they have been quite lost without 

An insofar ’ 
Perchance what makes the duke morose, 
The dustman peeved and under pat, 
Is having mi their daily dose 
Of “Insofar.” 
‘Tis with suggestion so replete, _ 
Such strange romantic charm it 
We shortly may expect to meet 
Insofaras. 
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A BERLIN! 
(An old cry—with a new meaning.) 
CHORUS OF BRITISH EX-SERVICEMEN PACK UP YOUR QUARRELS IN YOUR OLD KIT-BAG, 
AND SMILE—SMILE—SMILE!” 


[The suggestion, vigorously backed by the Priuyce or Wass, that a deputation of the British Legion should go 
to Berlin to establish friendly contact with German War-veterans has met with an immediate and cordial response from 
Germany. The British Legion has received and accepted an invitation from the four leading organisations of German 
ex-Servicemen to visit Berlin on July 13th 
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ScENE IN YOO-TOPEEA 





After Hours. 


WE were staying at Bexbourne, a 
small seaside village on the Cornish 
coast, and I was walking along the 
beach with Edith when I made the 
horrible discovery that I had used up 
all my tobacco. There is only one shop 
in Bexbourne that sells the only brand 
worth smoking, and, though I hurried 
back to the village as fast as I could, 
my watch told me that it was ten 
minutes past eight when I got there 
And the latest legal time for buying 
tobacco is eight o'clock. 

In dare-devil moods at home in 
Puddlebury I have sometimes per 
suaded my old friend Bloggs to serve 
me at five minutes past eight, but 
it needed all the courage I possessed 
to ask the same favour of a stranger. 
However, as I could not possibly exist 
until morning without tobacco, | 
braced myself for the effort. As the 
tobacconist also sold sweets, buckets 
and spades, crested china, picture- 
postcards and about six hundred other 
lines of goods, he was still open and 
stood at the door taking the air. 

| whispered in his ear. 

“I know it is a little after time,” | 
said, “‘but could you oblige me with 
an ounce of Fruity Flake?” 


A SUCCESSFU! 


PO} GOINt 


rO HIS PUBLISHER'S OFFICE TO DRAW 


HIS HALF-YEAR'S ROYALTIES 








He recoiled in horror. 

Do you realise that you are asking 

me to break the law of our beloved 

country?’ he said ina pained sort of way. 
‘Just one ounce,” I pleaded. 

Even if I could reconcile it with 
my conscience,” he said, “how do I 
know that you are not a policeman in 
disguise—a sort of tobacco gong-man ? 
How do I know that if I oblige you 
[ shall not be manacled and carted 
uway to a cold cell? What about my 
wife and five children? Think of them 
before you tempt me to this dark deed.” 

On my word of honour,” I said, ‘I 


have no concealed about my 


gong 
person 

He relented and led me inside. 

“T cannot risk honour and liberty 
for a mere ounce,” he said. “The 
smallest mess of pottage for which I 
will sell my birthright is half-a-pound.” 

“Very well,” I said. 

“And. lest there should be any 
policemen lurking about the door when 
you go out,” he said thoughtfully, 
“vou had better buy a few other arti- 
cles to establish an alibi. A bucket for 
vour landlady’s little boy, for instance. 
Has your landlady a little boy?” 

‘As a matter of fact she has a boy 
and a girl, but——” 

And to prevent arousing jealousy, 
you had better take a bucket for the 


girl. And what is the use of a bucket 
without a spade? Two buckets and 
two spades and half-a-pound of 


caramels for their mother.” 

I wanted the tobacco so badly that 
I yielded, but I felt an awful fool as I 
walked up the village street carrying 
a red bucket and a blue bucket and two 


large wooden spades—and still more of | 


a fool when I saw by the church clock 
that it was still five minutes to eight. 


‘From what does the average gossip- 
writer suffer ?’’ asks a critic. Can it be 
: ; ? 
rumourtism ¢ o- 


A news item mentions a sheep which 
entered an income - tax - collector's 
office in Northampton. It was only 
right not to disclose the man’s name. 

x* * * 

Several instances have been reported 
lately of hens laying eggs distinctly 
marked with letters. Fame awaits the 
first hen to lay an egg clearly marked 
with the words “New Laid.” 

eR 

When a bellringers’ festival at 
Chelmsford was held within hearing of 
the Assize-court the judge made no 
comy1int. In legal circles, however, 
the view is taken that notice of a peal 
should have been given. 
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(After all, progress does mean something. 


sorts of difficulties.) 


“ CoE, 


‘‘ GOOD-AFTERNOON, everybody. This 


year I’ve brought Mr. Punch’s magic 


microphone with me so that I can 
broadcast to his readers. And I advise 
you to listen attentively, as I feel in 
the mood to throw off such animad- 
versions on the art and practice of war 
as will be too good to be missed... . 

Well, now, you will all want to know 


| about the weather. Without mincing 
_my words any more than I am bound 


by the traditions of my profession to 


| minee them, let me say that the hide- 
| ous, blustering, treacherous, perishing 


cataract which in this country we 
pretend is a summer is in full viten 


| and the sky looks as if Bucnan 


wettest spell (or should I say Seed 
‘TWEEDSMUIR’s ‘) were about 4 engulf 


| the arena in a gratuitous monsoon . 


Let me try to describe the scene for 
you. First of all do not picture me as 
alone in this g t place. In addition 
to my Kind Collaborator, who is eat- 
ing his msc and doing his best to 
interrupt me, there are present the 
other representatives of the Press and 
fifty-two thousand school-children, If 
you have never heard fifty-two thous- 
and schoolchildren watching a Tattoo 
it is useless for you to try to iii 








AT THE ALDERSHOT TATTOO—DAYLIGHT DRESS-REHEARSAL. 
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If Henar VIII. had wished to stage a Searchlight Tattoo he would have met with all 


KNAVE, WHAT BEFALLETH THE SECOND CANDLE?” 
“It HATH FUSED, Sine,” 


the experience, but if you have, you 
will understand why my thoughts keep 
straying, with no lack of confidence in 





THIS YEAR'S TITLE MIGHT WELL BE THE 
ALDERSHOTT aTToozE. (We apologise for this. ) 





the future of the race, to the Monkey 
House. .... 

This year the old castle has dis- 
appeared and in its place the Tower of 
London has raised its sinister battle- 
ments, while out in the country on the 
left is Windsor Castle, the set-piece, to 
be illuminated at the end. Even by 
day it looks rather fine. 

That tremendous cheer is the child- 
ren'’s welcome to the Duchess of York, 
the Duke of Connauant and the little 
Princesses, who have just entered the 
Royal ee 

We're off. The first item is the 
ceremony of sounding Tattoo, which 
was a nice old-fashioned way of saying 

“Time, gentlemen, please!’ Trumpets 
are being blown from the Tower, 
Beefeaters are wandering through the 
arena with the air of having just 
knocked back the last half-can of the 
evening, and the massed Drums, Fifes 
and Bugles are playing magnificently 
as they march about, led by the most 
cynical-looking goat I have ever seen, 
who has obviously heard all their tunes 
before. The Beefeaters on the battle- 
ments suddenly appear to have tu 
bright. blue, but then no diet is really 
a protection.against this weather. -.- 
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| advising them, still very politel 
| to look to their fuses. 


| mashies. 


| ades, which are going off like a 


| of the GEORGES. 


| Army. Figurez-vous—a thousand 


| watch. 


| ing in the background to provide 


| at this moment making an extra 
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Here's the second turn in action, a 
body of eighteenth-century Grenadiers 
drilling to an amplified word of com 
mand. The loud-speaking installation 
by the way, is enormously improved 
two years ago it sounded like Hercules 
with tonsilitis. These Grenadiers 
wearing beautiful uniforms, have ad- 
vanced to the Grand Stand and 
are doing the oddest things to the 
oddest orders, the orders being 
delivered with such marked kind- 
ness that no kindergarten class 
could take exception to them, and 
preceded by the old, old warning 
(Grenadiers, take care!"’ . . . 
Now they’ve finished playing 
about with their fowling-pieces 
and their commander's voice is 


Now he’s 
crooning, ‘Grenadiers, handle 
your mashies!”’ (What's that ? 
Well, my dear fellow, that’s what 
he said. Eh? Oh, matches!) Sorry 
| got that wrong. Matches, not 


Now they "re flinging their gren 


Brock’s Benefit. For the last ten 
minutes two Press photographers 
have been carrying out a fascin 
ating flanking movement on all, 
fours. At last they’re within 
range and are opening a deadly 
fire on the unsuspecting troops 


Here are the massed bands, th: 
largest massing ever known to the 


men in scarlet uniforms marching 
slowly about a huge arena and 
drawing splendid martial music 
from a thousand drums and fifes 
and bugles. It’s magnificent to 
listen to and magnificent to 


The Massed Bands are remain 


an accompaniment for the Physi 
cal Training Display by the six 
hundred young soldiers who are 


ordinarily effective entry in their 
different coloured jerseys. They 
are receiving no word of com 
mand from their leader, but b 


wat 
tween you and me, | suspect 


| from the absolute accuracy of thei 


movements, that he is one of thos 


gifted individuals who can waggle his 


| ears well enough to transmit a precon 


certed code. This item is exceedingly 
good, for not only are the men at the 
top-notch of fitness, but their mov 

ments and their grouping are brilliantly 
produced, From here, high up in the 
central stand, they give the impression 
of an enormous game of Peggotty 
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Everyone will be glad that the horse 
is not yet forgotten, for now three great 
regiments of cavalry—The Queen's 
Bays, the 3rd Carabiniers and the 4th 
Queen's Own Hussars—are carrying 


out a musical ride in the uniforms of 
And here come Epwarp IIL.’s 
of St, 


1815 


Knights of the Brotherhood 





, LIN] WITH TH? 





ruts THOUGHT OF BEFORE? 


(1914-1918 


vHY . | 
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George to join them, their horses, in 
the medisval fashion, wearing chintz 
loose covers, like animated settees, and 
reminding one of the nattily-tailored 
creatures one meets in Newmarket. 
Whether these horses really belong to 
the Aca Kaan or not I can’t say, but one 
of them moves in a manner reminiscent 
of Bay Rum or Baa Lamb or whatever 
the silly animal’s name was.... I 
don’t suppose you backed it either. . . . 


Biack BUCK MASCOT WAS KEPT MORE OR 
REST OF THE TROOPS BY ROPES 


Now the children are suddenly for- 
getting their ices, for the modern battle 
is beginning. It’s rather a musical. 
comedy action, this, in which machine- 
guns and tanks are blazing into the 
backs of their own infantry, but I've 
never known such a glorious pooping- 
off of explosive at Aldershot. The 
children, except for a few League 
of Nations Union sticklers, are 
enraptured. . . , 

This item is being quickly 
followed by a more ancient 
battle-scene, which looks much 
safer and certainly more pic- 
tureaque. . . , 

Those who feel as I do about 
those diabolical engines, the bag- 
pipes, should take warning that 
in the seventh item, going on at 
the moment, these unspeakable 
appliances are allowed to drool 
and whinny themselves to a 
standstill—and also take a little 
cotton-wool, The raising of the 
Seaforths is being shown, and as 
a silent spectacle I could gladly 
have praised it. Fortunately the 
wind, as if guessing my agony, 
is blowing its hardest from the 
most merciful quarter. 

And now comes the grand 
finale in which a vast Jubilee 
tableau—for this is notably a 
Jubilee Tattoo—is formed of all 
the troops we have seen and 
also a cavalcade of the English 
sovereigns who have reigned for 
twenty-five years, An electric 
scoreboard has appeared in the 
Tower and is introducing them 
For some obscure reason Ep- 
WARD I., a useful fellow but dull, 
I always thought, is getting the 
biggest cheer. The hub of the 
tableau is an immense wooden 
crown on wheels, which will look 
leas ponderous at night and en- 
shrines St. George in scintillating 
armour. I understand that it 
also contains a couple of expert 
pioneers armed with the latest 
things in pneumatic tin-openers, 
in ease St. George should faint. 
This last item is a wonderful 
sight and at night it should be 
superb. 

In fine the whole Tattoo has 
once again shown that in large-scale 
production, perfectly - controlled pag- 
eantry and exquisite colour effecta the 
Army has little tolearn. (What's that? 
In the tea-tent ? Right! I'l be along in 
a moment.) 

Well, Mr. Punch is closing down 
now. Don’t miss the best show of the 
year, and remember every penny goes 
to Army charities. Good-afternoon, 


Wer 
VINTAGE) WHO COULD 





everybody, good-afternoon.” Enic. 
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At the Play. 


“Grizr Gors OvEeR’’ (GLOBE). 

Pernaps it is a healthy sign that the 
medical profession should be turning to 
the drama, In Grief Goes Over (at the 
Globe Theatre), Mr. Merton Hopce 






iy 
a 


] 


MATERNAL TEARS, 
Blanche Oldham . Miss Sysr. THorNDIKE. 


does not have for his hero any callow 
medical student as in his play The Wind 
and the Rain; this time the chief char- 


_ acter is a very old hand at the medical 


game, Time, the Great Healer, himself. 
No actor is cast for the part of Father 
Time, but he is busy on the stage, and 
each scene is “some months later.” 
So that we can see Blanche Oldham 
(Miss Sypm THornprke) and her son 
| Kim (Mr. Georrrey Nargs) receive 
knock-down blows and pick themselves 
up again. 
English grief is reticent and consid- 
erate, and Mr. Hopes set himself a 
difficult task in using the stage to 
| depict inner recovery from great 
_ bereavements. As a dramatist he 

belongs to the ultra-natural school, 
| like Mr. Van Druten, with whose 
| play After All this play has some 
| affinities. No one is allowed to say 
_anything very clever or amusing, 
| because that would be getting away 
| from Knightsbridge and Chelsea life 
| as it really is, Nor may very much 


— 

e eager laughter of the audience 
when Nanny, a pawky Scot, well por- 
trayed by Miss Exiior Mason, said 
something in her native idiom, was a 

_ tribute to the devastating naturalness 
of most of the talk. There was so much 

_ of the “Do you want me to ring for a 


taxi?” ‘No, thanks; I think I’! walk 
or get a bus.” “It doesn’t look as 
though it would rain.” “No, it ought to 
stay fine” sort of dialogue that it was 
just as though one found oneself pitch- 
forked into a very ordinary family; 
and, with great art, the dramatist and 

roducer give us what we can always 
cove about tea-time in the hotels in 


* Kensington. 


But they give us more; for we are 
present when in real life we should 
withdraw. We see the police-inspector 
break the news of the eldest son’s 
suicide, and the difficult scene is 
admirably conducted without any too 
rapid recourse to the curtain. We are 
present downstairs with the young hus- 
band while his wife dies in her confine- 
ment; and Miss THORNDIKE rises to 
her tragic opportunities, which come 
grandly twice in a part that otherwise 


is mostly spent in being a bright 


middle-aged woman in a drawing- 
room. 

Mrs. Oldham is a widow of fifty and 
no stranger to grief when the curtain 
goes up. She bears up well under the 
suicide of her second son, but that is 
insufficient by itself to make a play, 
and the First Act could in fact be 
omitted as far as the Second and Third 
are concerned. 

Mr. Grorrrey Nares had a very 
full and difficult part as Kim. Kim 





“LOVE’S YOUNG DREAM”—No. 1. 
Mary Lou Maling . Miss Mary Jones. 
Kim Oldham . . . Mr. Grorrrey Nanes. 


did not somehow seem to be fresh from 
his public school, but Mr. NAREs carried 
his many difficult moments off very 
ably. We leave him a year after the 
tragedy beginning to go about again 
and blessed with the close friendship of 
his wife's closest friend, Joan Trevor 








(Miss HeLEN VAYNe); and his mother | 
is naturally very glad to see it. 

At the end there remains the feeli 
that for this sort of theme the noveligt 
has decisive advantages over the play. 
wright. The play is not meant to 
show a series of snapshots of men and 
women hearing bad news and carrying 





nse. abn. 
CONSOLATION; or, “LOVE’S YOUNG 
DREAM—No. 2. 
Kim Oldham . . Mr. Georrrey NARES, 
Joan Trevor. . . Miss HELEN VAYNE. 


on. It aims at uncovering the deep 
springs of recovery, and this it cannot, 
in its very brief compass, bring off. 

Only David Oldham (Mr. CLivE 
Morton) really communicated himself 
in his entirety to the audience, so that 
from the little we saw of him we knew 
exactly what he was like in every 
situation and relationship. That part 
is a very distinguished piece of work 
both by dramatist and actor. 

Miss Wrxtrrep OvenTon as Lady 
Maddox, the childless and rather 
intrusive relative, was all dressed up 
with nothing much to say. She wasnot 
allowed to be clever or as much of @ 
character as she looked lest the play 
should lose its too firm grip of th 


Knightsbridge. D. W. 
Rora Draper (THeaTRE Royal, 
HAYMARKET). 


There are many things that one has 
not done. One has not, for instance, 
played cricket for England or dis- 
covered the North Pole. But these 
are achievements which, had one 
devoted oneself to their attainment 
from an early age, might conceivably 
not have lain outside one’s compass— 
or so at least it is pleasant to pre 
To find something which o 
and indisputably one could never have 
even attempted it is necessary to g° 


——— 
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to the Theatre Royal, Haymarket, and 

watch Miss Ruta Draper at work. 
To praise her performance is to gild 

the lily. The bare fact that she can 


weeks and hold the attention of her 


| audiences for more than two hours. 


alone and unaided, is enough to put 
the quality of her entertainment beyond 
all question. Is there anyone else on 
the stage or off it who could do the 
same ¢ 

One of the marks of Miss Draper's 
genius is the extraordinarily little use 
she makes of artificial aids in the crea- 
tion of illusion. During the perform- 
ance which I saw (the programme of 
sketches is of course varied from night 


ile 
Theres Wormers and Me Clifford 


_ to night) she represented seven different 


| use of a wrap. 
| usually a chair. 
| station crowded with the 


types of women, yet wore the same 
dress throughout and only twice made 
The stage furniture is 

To create a railway 
wounded 
victims of an accident she uses about 
a twentieth of the paraphernalia you 
or I think necessary when acting the 


| second syllable of “ Abundance” in a 
| charade. 


The first part of the programme 
presented an interesting contrast be- 


| tween Miss DrapEr’s lighter and more 


serious manner. “A Children’s Party 
in Philadelphia” shows her 
harassed mother with four children, 
alternately exhibiting them with pride 
to her hostess and other guests and 
frantically murmuring rebukes to them 
about their behaviour and the state of 
their clothes. There is some particu- 
larly good by-play in this sketch with 


as a 


| 
_ ial aa 








729 





an imaginary baby, at which she makes 
all the hideous noises and revolting 
faces which babies are popularly sup- 
posed to enjoy. In the second sketch 
she is the wife of a French soldier who 
returns blinded from the War. It is 
a tribute to Miss Drapgr’s amazing 
personality that, though written in 
French (a language with which I cannot 
pretend any close familiarity), I found 
this sketch really moving. — 

The chief item—or, as I suppose 


one should say, the chef d’euvre—was 
“Three Women and Mr. Clifford.” The 
three women are Mr. Clifford’s private 
secretary, his wife, and his mistress, of 
whom I find the private secretary the 
satisfying 


most completely 


As the 





RUTH DRAPER. 
\ Host m HERSELF. 


man behind me would keep on mut- 
tering, “It’s marvellous—marvellous! 
It’s absolutely true.” Thinking about 
it afterwards it is almost im ible to 
realise that not only was Mr. Clifford 
invisible but that from first to last he 
said absolutely nothing. One feels one 
knows exactly what he said, and just 
how he said it. 

“ A Débutante ” and “ In a Railway 
Station on the Western Plains ” com- 
pleted the programme. The first is a 
most amusing picture of a young thing 
at a dance, who talks the most com- 
plete rubbish in an attempt to con- 
vince her partner that she is rather 
serious-minded really and likes to talk 
about things that are “ worth while”; 
the second, a very ambitious recon- 
struction of a railway accident, in the 
course of which the stage becomes 
crowded with engine-drivers, wounded 
passengers, helpers carrying blankets, 





brothers and sweethearts, not to men- 
tion tea-urns, crockery, telephones, 
cans of hot water and an absolutely 
ceaseless supply of towels for the 
doctor. The imagination is perhaps 
a little overtaxed by such @ plethora 
of invisible objects, but the scene 
is a wonderful achievement all the 
same. 

If I have a criticism to make it is 
that some of the sketches are rather 
long. Miss Draper seemed to be as 
fresh as paint at the end of the even- 
ing, but personally I felt absolutely 
exhausted. The strain on the eyes, 
apart from the emotions, in watching 
one person seems to be much greater 
then when one is observing several 





characters at once in an ordinary play. | 
But of course shorter sketches would 
mean a shorter performance (or longer 
intervals), and then the audience would 
probably cry out that they were not 
getting their money's worth. 

That, however, would be profoundly 
untrue. H. F. E. 





“Srr,—Can readers let me know of any 
treatment that will prevent the yearly in- 
vasion of the house by earwigs? We have 
tried the usual traps and put down paraffin. 
creosote and soapsuds, but all to little pur- 
pose.”—F'rom a Correspondence Column, 


Try lighting the paraffin. 





“The singles match between Tarlowskki 
and Kirby was won by Tarlowskki was won 
by Tarlowwski, who took the last two sete to 
win the match, Tarlowskki beat Kirby 7—9, 
7—9, 8—6, 6—4, 6—2."—Sports News. 


We understand that TARLOWSKI was 
the victor. 








Se 































tae ns sn 


+ 


ally RBI NG AMS CEE ALANIS 
sahaemmnstn ntare chinensis srw nin 





et ay meme 











PUNCH, or 


The London. Charivari 





eeeteee 


Marne e 





Horticultural Expert. “ Don’? you apore PHYLLOSTACHYS-VIRIDI-GLAUCESCENS ? 


I MEAN SUCH FoN, DON’T YOU THINK?” 











The Word War. 


XIV. 





Officese. 


A warrior sends me from Temple 
Fortune (charming address!) a new and 
delicate “issue.” It was found, I am 
sorry to say, in a letter from my fav- 
ourite “ multiple store,” to which I owe 
money :— 


MapaM,—We are in receipt of 
your favour of the 9th inst., with 
regard to the estimate required for 
the removal of your furniture and 
effects from the above address to 
Burbleton, and will arrange for a 
Representative to call to make an 
inspection on Tuesday next, the 
14th inst., before 12 noon, which we 
trust will be convenient, after which 
our quotation will at once issue.” 

But the rare “issue” is not the 
only point of interest in that letter, 
Bobby. The gentleman who wrote, or 
rather dictated it would say, no doubt, 
what was lately said to me: “Ah! but 
in business we have no time to write 
like a book. You can keep your long 


words for literature.” He thinks, you 
see, that “‘officese’’ is short and sharp 
and swift and economical, and that 
those who dare to dislike “officese”’ 
would put in its place a style that was 
long and wordy and wasteful of time. 
This does our noble war a grave 
injustice, Bobby. It is just the mis- 
placed effort to ‘‘ write like a book,” to 
be elegant and flowery, that yields 
the sickliest growths of “officese”’ 
and Jungle English—all these “‘inst.’s”’ 
and “ult.’s’’ and “in regard to’s’ 
and “favours” and ‘‘ representatives.” 
The topmost legend on our banner, 
Bobby, is “Simplicity.” We say that 
if the Business Man dictated simply 
what was in his mind he would save 
time and typing—and perhaps achieve 
elegance, unconsciously, as well. 

Let us, with that thought, write his 
letter again; not stylishly nor like a 


book, but as simply and swiftly as we 
can :— 


’ 


EXERCISE. 


Business Man Words Bobby 

We are in receipt of 5 Wehave......... 2 
your favour of the 

Oth inet... 2.5... 6 








Business Man 
with regard to the 
estimate required 
fer the removal of 
your furniture and 
a ae 
from the above 
address to Bur- 
a ee sae 
and will arrange for 
a Representative 
OU ON so iscp sean 
to make an inspec- 
ee as ee aS 
on Tuesday next. 
the 14th inst. ... 
before 12 noon.... 
which we trust will 
be convenient ... 
after which our quo- 
WE Ta ctvetets 
will at once....... 
ISSUE! 


Words 


6 


8 


TOTAL WORDS 66 


TOTAL LETTERS 294 


No cheating, I think, Bobby. Itis 
all there. Certainly there is not enough 
cheating to account for a reduction ® 


Bobby Words 


requesting an @8- 
timate ...... “a 

for the removal of 
your furniture 
and effects ..... 8 

to Burbleton..... 2 


and a man willeall 6 


to see them....++ 3 
next Tuesday*... 2 


forenoon ....+++s 1 
if convenient .... 2 


after which....++ 2 


we will send the 


estimate ...+++ .5 
without delay...+ 2 
42 

19h 





* She knows the date already. 
el 




















18 
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words of (as Business Man would say) 
334 per cent. 

And observe, Bobby, you were 
handicapped by following the “lay- 
out”’ of the original letter. Forgetting 
that, we should save much more 
thus :— 





EXERCISE. 

“Thank you for your letter of 
May 9th. A man will call next 
Tuesday, forenoon, to see your 
furniture and effects, after which, 
without delay, we will send our 


estimate for their removal to 
Burbleton.” 
35 words — 157 letters 
against 


66 words — 294 letters 


| A difference, in words, of nearly “50 


per cent.” 

Now these, if they are right, are 
shocking figures, Bobby. For if a 
typist can save thirty words on one 
short letter, she can save three thous 
and on a hundred’ letters—and that 


| (at sixty words a minute) means fifty 


| minutes. 


And a big “‘store”’ with a 
hundred typists, each doing a hundred 


| letters, could save three hundred thou- 
| sand words, which means five thousand 
| minutes, or eighty-three hours and 
| twenty minutes—or about a week's 


work for two typists. (And I have 


| not yet included, Bobby, the saving 
| of the dictator’s time, nor the econ- 


omy in paper, carbons, envelopes 
typewriter-ribbons and ink.) 

This is the kind of calculation, 
Bobby, that is being feverishly made 


| in many offices and places of business 
| to-day—though not about words. All 
| is “rationalization’’ (what a word!) 


“efficiency”’ and “scientific costing 
Expert efficiency-mongers prow! round 


| the factories and shops with slide-rules 


poking their noses into ‘overheads, 
sniffing at the output per man-minute 
per machine, working out how much it 


| costs the firm every time a workman 


sneezes, and what would be saved if no 
woman scratched her nose, multiply- 
ing by x, dividing by y+ average load- 
charge, and expressing the whole thing 


| aS a roaring dividend. 


Suppose that one of these wizards 


| said to the average big firm: “There is 
| a sad ‘wastage’ through sneezing, and 


I can save you 2 man-hours per work 
week if you eliminate industrial sneez- 
ing; and that means fourpence per 
load-unit on the gross, or thirty-seven 
per cent. at high water’’? The directors 
would madly insure the whole stafi 


| against hay-fever, have everyone in 
| range inoculated, and think the money 


| well spent. 


But if the wizard said (as he should): 
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THAT THIRD FELLOW NEARLY 








I can save you x hours on your over- 
heads if you will scrap the foul and fatty 
rigmarole, the verbose and indolent, 
obscure, inelegant and time-devouring 
monkey-talk which is called Commer- 

ial English and (believe it or not!) is 
deliberately taught to our defenceless 
bovs in books. You are losing time and 
money because the men who conduct 
your correspondence will not speak the 
King’s English simply as they were 
taught it at intolerable expense in the 
national schools!” why, then, I Ssup- 
pose that the directors would suffer an 
apoplexy 

Under the Finance Bill, 1935, “the 
Board of Trade shall certify a scheme 
of rationalization . . . if they are satis- 
fied (a) that the primary purpose of the 
scheme is the elimination of redundant 


works.” In any rational scheme of 
rationalization the elimination of re- 
dundant words would rank at least 
second among the “ prerequisites.” 
But the enemy think that everything 
in the world is important save words. 
Well, Bobby, it is our task to show 
them that they err. 
EXERCISE. 
Which is the shorter, this bit of 
bustling “ efficiency ” :— 
(1) “Your favour to hand and con- 
tents noted”’ 
OR 


this old-fashioned and 
statement :— 


“literary” 


(2) “We have received and read your 
letter”? 
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Answer— 
(2) Seven words — thirty-one letters 
(1) Seven words — thirty-two letters. 
* (2) wins. 
| Technical Terms. 
| No, my Sheffield warrior, I am not 
| quarrelling with the technical terms of 
any trade, though many are needlessly 
repellent. You tell me that “to nor- 
| malize”’ is an important term and pro- 
| cess in the manufacture of steel. Well, 
the Steel Trade has my permission to 
carry on normalizing— 


Provided always that the Directors’ 
wives do not take their nervous child- 
ren to Harley Street to be “normalized.” 
Provided also that no one is permitted 

| to express the hope that the weather will 
| “normalize’’ neat week. 


| There is the danger, comrade, of 
| your private technical terms! They 
_escape into the open and breed, 
| horribly. 
| And you may splash about with your 
| “eif.’s” and “f.o.b.’s” and whatnot, 
| provided always that they are necessary 
_ and brief and understood. (I met a 
man yesterday who had served for 
twelve years in an estate-agent’s office. 
He told me that many years passed 
before he really knew whether “ult.” 
meant last month or the month to 
come. He never dared to confess his 
ignorance, and in dictation would cun- 
ningly twist his letters so as to avoid 
having to use the sacred “ult.” And 
when he did learn surely which month 
“ult.” meant he didn’t know why!) 
But I will not have “ Your favour to 
hand”’ trying to sneak in as a technical 
term ; for this is neither necessary, nor 
brief, nor technical. It is merely muck. 
Is that clear? A. P. H. 











After Sunset. 





OuR progress over the moor in pitch 
darkness has been full of incident. 
Private O’Loopy has lost the seat of 
his trousers on some lurking barbed- 
wire; Private Higgs’s rifle, placed on 
the ground whilst he tightened his 
puttees, has apparently fled with a 
bayonet, snatched by some unknown 
agency from the scabbard of Lance- 
Corporal Samson; Private Smirk dis- 
covered a gap in the protective fencing 
round a disused quarry, and on being 
rescued was found to have parted with 
most of his complexion on the way 
down. He will never, he says, be the 
same man again; which seems to his 
candid comrades a matter for congratu- 
lation. And finally the C.S8.M. has 
proved by practical experiment that 





the horse-pond marking our left bound- 
ary is twenty yards east of where I 
thought it to be. 

The sworn statement of Sergeant 
Brown, who hauled him back to dry 
land, that the water was boiling wit 
the warmth of his expressions, seems 
borne out by his terrifying demeanour 
and laboured respirations. An exten- 
sive vocabulary, acquired during 
twenty-five years’ service, has been 
found inadequate for the first time to 
do real justice to a situation. 

But we are in position at last. The 
querulous voices of the platoon-com- 
manders, seeking fields of fire in a 
visibility limited to a few yards, are 
stilled; the scent of smoke from for- 
bidden cigarettes tells me that some of 
my citizen soldiers are still awake ; and 
even the heavy breathing of a moist 
and seething C.S.M. beside me takes on 
an easier note as he begins his fifth 
reason for disliking cold water. 

A sudden brisk interchange of per- 
sonalities in front, terminating in a 
thud and a lurid exclamation, changes 
the C.S.M.’s grievance to a_ terse 
speculation as to its cause. But we 
haven't long to wait for an explanation. 
Arunner looms up through the darkness 
in search of his platoon headquarters. 
I intercept the message, and with the 
aid of half-a-box of matches manage to 
decipher a letter from Lance-Corporal 
Boyle. An enemy patrol, he writes, 
located his section and has retired with 
tangible proof of their presence in the 
shape of a lump on its leader’s head. 
Private Bagson, he adds in a postscript, 
was the one what give the feller a wipe 
over the nut, and he hopes he done 
right. 

Assuring the anxious warrior that 
his conduct has been quite in keeping 
with the finest traditions of the Terri- 
torial Army, I settle down once more 
to listen to the C.S.M.’s views on horse- 
ponds. 

But the subject lacks variety, and I 
suggest that he finds some secluded 
spot where he can remove his garments 
and dry himself. He thanks me in 
broken tones and departs into the 
night with his rich aroma of decaying 
vegetation. His progress through a 
prone reserve platoon produces some 
remarkably original imprecations from 
the trampled and indignant humanity. 

The sounds of the enemy’s approach 
begins to steal through the darkness 
like the distant hum of an angry foot- 
ball crowd, and as they gradually draw 
closer individual remarks become dis- 
tinguishable. Somebody is conducting 
a running commentary on the nature 
of the ground, and a voice hoarse with 
emotion asks somebody called Alf to 
keep the muzzle of his sanguinary rifle 


to himself. A sudden roar of 
laughter, followed by a shower of} 
adjectives, suggests that some 
beloved person has fallen over some. | 
thing. An officer bellows for silence | 
and adds that we shall hear them if 
they don’t shut up. The idea seems 
popular and catches on at onee, 
Sergeants yell for silence, 
howl for it, and the very privates strain 
their larynxes telling one another to 
dry up. It is obvious that they are 
—— no effort to take us by surprise, 
heir passion for stealth even wakens 
some of us from our first sleep. 

But they miss us, and, still raving for 
silence, pass over to our left, 
they discover the horse-pond. There 
is a brief pause whilst somebody, who 
evidently shares my C.S.M.’s dislike of 
water, is helped out of it; and then a 
sort of panic breaks out in their ranks, 
They come stampeding back and, 
bumping into their own supports, settle 
down to a little internecine strife in 
front of our position. And, at a 
of about twenty yards, we let them 
have it. 

Whistles and liverish gentlemen on 
horses finally restore order to the 
hideous confusion and declare the war 
at an end. 

The Adjutant comes to see me. It 
has been a good show, he says—an 
extraordinarily good show. His smile, 
wide enough to pierce the darkness, 
reminds me that the Mess limber is 
with the enemy. But can I explain, he 
asks, the phenomenon of the ghost by 
the horse-pond which turned the stout 
hearts of my foes to water and sent 
them piling back on to their own sup- 
ports? Even their officers admit to 
being alarmed by it. It was an appar- 
ently nude figure that mouthed and 
gibbered at them. 

I think I can explain it, but I am 
not going to. Shaking the Adjutant 
off I hand the Company over to a sub- 
altern and go in search of the ghost. 

[ find it crouching behind a wall, 
quivering with fury. It is wearing 
boots, puttees, ample but unattractive 
underwear and a service cap. Its tunic’ 
and trousers, hung over a wall to dry, 
have been spirited away by some 
person or persons unknown, and with 
its moustache writhing in anguish it 
expresses desires that would make @ 
Chinese bandit shudder. E. 

Sympathetically I present it with 
my raincoat and permission to return 
to the living in its own time. 

But as we stumble back to camp 
over the moor I sadly fear that the 
troops’ tactless rendering of “Little 
Man .. .” may prove too much for 
our already overheated C.S.M. 
convert him into a real ghost. 
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New Pupil You ’RE THE FIRS 








Cold Comfort. 


(By one who has eme rged jrom the ice-age.) 


THE fires of youth may call for constant quenching 
But as the flame of life burns dim and low 
Wisdom eschews refrigerative drenching 
And seeks for aid to fan its waning glow 
Hence agéd scribes find it the better part 
To warm, not chill the cockles of the heart 


Perforce I pass those dishes en SUT prise 
Those freaks of culinary transmutation 
Hot on the surface, which proceed to freeze 
The palate by a sudden alternation 
Dishes that by their intempestive levity 
Can not be held conducive to longevity 
Reluctantly resigning the recapture 
Of pleasures long removed beyond my reach, 


HEADMISTRESS I'VE HAD ANY BOTHER wits, Miss Jones.’ 








Especially the gustatory rapture 

Afforded by the glacial pear or peach 
All these delights I am constrained to ban 
In the best interests of my inner man. 


The patient sorceries of the wandering vendors 
Who daily strive to “stop me”’ on the road 
Are far less harmful than the Witch of Endor’s 
Yet fail to wean me from my frugal code ; 

Sadly and slowly homeward I repair 
To dine off dreary but eupeptic fare. 
And so, Farewell, O strawberry and vanilla 
Dear to the callow uncorroded tooth ; 
Were I an ostrich or a stout gorilla 
I might renew the appetites of youth; 
But as I can’t recall that age of gold 
I shun the sweets that make and leave 
me cold. C. L. G. 
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Tramp (to wadignant hiker who ia discouraging sociability ). 
“AK MISTAKES,” 


* You OUGHT To DRESS A BIT SMARTER, THEN PEOPLE WOULDN'T 





a 0 
b hde Saace 








(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 
A Kingly Portrait. 

Lose and sympathetic association with the milieu of 
a monarch who preferred the society of scholars, writers, 
travellers and peasants to that of his peers, renders M. 
Cuagies D'Y pEwALr’s Life of Albert, King of the Belgians 
Mernvugn, 106), a gracious, intimate and uncommonly 
interesting biography. Incidentally it provides a vivid 
picture ye esa Belgium and the dynasty that made it: 
from Leopoun |. of sagacious memory, through Leoro.p I]. 
to the diffident and unsophisticated nephew who so admir- 
ably succeeded that unpopular and unpleasant monarch - 
and of a Court modelled on the best small German examples, 
domesticated, cultured and unpretending, centred in 
sovereigns who had no need to rise to the occasion of the 
War, for they were already seasoned in national service. 
M. p'YDEWALLe tells the memorable story of the German 
occupation and the King’s four years’ vigil at La Panne, 
his “joyous entry” into Bruges, Ghent and Brussels, and 
the St. Martin’s summer of esteem and happiness so 
tragically cut short on the cliffs of Marche-les-Dames. It is 


_ seldom a royal legend has been told with such a complete 


blend of candoar and dignity. That it can be so told is a 


| tribute to both author and hero. 


Landscape with Figures. 
Mr. Ivon Brown, I seem to remember, was a sociologist 
before he was a novelist or a critic of the drama. but if he 


| was ever wedded to doctrine the divorce has long been 
| absolute. No one 


surveys the contemporary scene with 
more urbane a detachment from theory or with sym ies 
more catholic; and in examining The owt eotont 


oo ——— | 


(Batsrorp, 7/6) his purpose is not to prove a point in 
pathology but to record the organ’s normal pulsations. 
Naturally he does not find everything lovely in our island 
garden. He deplores the disappearance of the peasant and 
the survival of the slum, the tapeworm of ribbon ~<a 
ment and the red rash of rural villadom. But, resolutely 
mezzo-brow, he has a good word for Blackpool beach and 
the roadside Lido, and fails to find in Suburbia the inspiss- 
ated gloom which it is sometimes the penalty of his pro- 
fession to see depicted on the more intellectual stage. 
A lover of moorland solitudes, he would share them with 
all who are worthy of them, championing, though with no 
aggressive democratic argument, the hiker against the 
keeper. His sanity, humanity and temperate optimism are 
refreshing, and the wit and wisdom of this descriptive and 
discursive essay of his make it something much more than 
the letterpress to a hundred attractive photographs. 


Valley of Shadow. 

Mr. Ernest RayMonp’s unhappy little poisoner, Paul 
Presset, schoolmaster, when at the bitter end of all his futile 
twistings and dodgings he finds himself landed in gaol 
on the capital charge, is surprised to find that the other 
prisoners, though criminals, are very decent men, m 
like himself. We, the Accused (CassELL, 8/6) is a most 
impressive piece of writing, lightened at times to beauty 
by love surprisingly inspired and returned. The book #8 
not exactly propagandist, but here is something to be 
said, and in the saying there are created a murderer 
most human and a woman, Myra Bawne, who may live 
long in English literature. This is no common thriller, no 
hunt for a lost thimble by light-hearted amateur sleuths, 
but a profound study of a grim reality. Before the 
last terrible scene is reached there are fears-and miseries | 
without limit as there is kindness beyond all expectation; 
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but long before then one is driven. 
against instinct and in spite of the 
revolting nature of the crime, to an 
attitude of ve with and under. 
standing for the criminal, Almost 
one is persuaded that it is oneself who 
is Paul Presset the poisoner and who 
is suffering the extreme penalty. 








Dickens Writes to His Wife. 

The letters retained by Dickens's 
wife to prove, as she pathetically said, 
that her husband had once loved her. 
have been “released,” as her children 
desired, on the death of the last of 
them. They provide a strong clue not 
only to the relations of Mr. and Mrs 
Charles Dickens (CONSTABLE, 10/-) but 
to the artistry that began as a side 
show and ended by becoming a second 
nature. Hardly a scintilla of humour 
enlivens the letters of Dickens the 
fiancé. They open with a patronising 
rebuke for some defect of manner and 
their most passionate urgency is lavished 
on the recommendation of drugs I 
positively insist on a three-grain calo 
mel pill instantly.” The “facetious 
ness’’ is, at first, “let loose upon For 
ster,” and ‘“‘a facetious document 
carefully distinguished from a letter 
Little by little, however, the character 
istic attitude gains ground, and some 
amusing correspondence, originally pub 
lished piecemeal, has its deleted scandal! 
restored to it in brackets. One is sorry 
for Mrs. Dickens. It is a moot point 
how far genius may release a man 
from the chivalries and decencies of 
life; and the matrimonial blunders of 
DickENS are and always will be evi 
dence for the prosecution 








Up to Date. 

In the first volume of Our Own 
Times, it will be remembered, Com 
mander STEPHEN King-HAuu dis 
covered the year 1931 to be the Great 
Divide in the territory under his survey 
Hitherto the nations had for the most = 
of post-war vintage into brittle nineteenth-century bottles 
The result was cracks and the Crisis. What happened next 
what was happening up to the very last moment before 
his book passed beyond the reach of addition or revision, 
is the theme of Commander Kinc-Ha.i’s second volume 
(NICHOLSON AND Warson, 10/6). The States in their new 
orientations, as separate and interrelated entities are 
briefly but thoroughly examined. The portents of Britain's 
abandonment of gold, of Nazism and Fascism, of New 
Deals (eheu fugaces !) and Five Years Plans are explained 
with the lucidity and impartiality which are the author's 
special virtues. There is a heartening though temperate 
optimism in his admittedly provisional verdicts. He 
believes, for instance, that both Russia and Italy may 
be working, in their different ways, towards a more rational 
and intelligent democracy than the world has yet seen. 
Socialism he accepts (and welcomes) as 4 fait virtually 











accompli : State planning is a necessity, but to be effective 
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EXPLAIN DAT, De POSTMAN COLLECT STAMPS FO’ HIS SWEET LIL’ 
CHILD AN' HE WANTED A JUBILEE ONE, BUT DE LETTER INSIDE AIN'T NO MO’ 
DAMAGE DAN DE ENVELOPE.” 


part been in retrospective mood, trying to pour the crude wine 
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it must take cognisance of consumption as well as of pro- 
duction. Yet man the individual is to keep a reasonable 
freedom. It is a difficult problem, and Commander Krno- 
HAL does not pretend to have solved it. But he has illus- 
trated the temper which may make its solution possible 


Hebrew Fantasy. 

There is a magical quality in Mr. Rosert NaTHAN’s 
prose. ‘To a poet’s imagination and simplicity of expression 
are added a subtle humour and something else which defeats 
analysis. His last book, One More Spring, gave me more 
pleasure than anything I had read for years, and now 
comes Road of Agé@& (ConsTaB LE, 7'6), @ beautiful treatment 
of a vast theme, the persecution and survival of the Jews. 
“The Jews were going into exile,” he begins, and he goes 
on to describe their last tremendous exodus, not to their 
own Palestine but to the only hospitable territory left in 
the world, the Gobi Desert. As the jon Moves across 
Europe, like an enormous caterpillar, towards the Kast, 
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species.” Engaged is 


_ ing, is not mentioned at 


| Land, that brilliant 
_ political burlesque 


| founded on The Wicked 


| torian inhibitions and 
| Rabelaisian im pulses, 
| and his wit was almost 
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attacked by bandits and students and chivvied by police, 
it swells daily with a fresh recruitment of Jews of every 
class, age and country. They find self-government diffi- 
cult, Before they are out of Europe the financiers are 
planning development companies, the ordinary men, tired 
and jcalbebes are fighting aimlessly among themselves, and 


the old people are dying. Mr. NaTHan treats this great 


symbolic conception with a quick humour, and with a 


profound sympathy and understanding for a race whose 
just pride it is that no persecution however prolonged or 
fanatical can ever disintegrate it. 


Very Much This Side of Idolatry. 
Gilbert and Sullivan (Hamisn Hamivton, 10/6) are 





| described on the jacket of Mr. HesketH Prarson’s bio- 


graphy as “a source of innocent merriment.” They emerge 


from its pages in a rather dilapidated condition, especially 
| Gitpert who, as dissected by Mr. Heskern Pearson, 
_ reminds one of the man who was described as ‘a vegetarian 





with a strong partiality 
for mutton chops.” He 
was torn in two by Vie- 


always governed by the 
maxim of MiIcHaEL 
Finssury: “ Anything 
to give pain.” No merit 
is allowed to any of his 
work outside his librettos. 
His plays are “not only 
dead but buried, and 
never likely to be resur- 
rected except perhaps 
as fossils of an extinet 


dismissed with a bare 
mention; Tom Cobb, 
certainly very good read- 


all, nor is The Happy 





World, the sketch — of | 
which, though com- 





_ pleted by Gritserr A Beckerr, was furnished by Gu.- 


veut. Mr. Heskera Pearson is more sympathetic in 
dealing with SuLtivan’s lifelong handicap of ill-health and 


_ the frustration of his efforts to escape from light opera 


mto the realm of serious composition. He makes a good 
point in insisting on the complementary quality of the 
characters and talents of the two men. For the rest | 
find this an interesting rather than an agreeable book, 
bristling with disputable criticisms and dogmatic asser- 
tions and not invariably accurate in detail. The form 
of GiLeert’s famous blank verse Limerick differs widely 
from GILBERT'S original version which was published many 
years ago in The Spectator, 


Sing a Song of Sixpence. 

| suspect that Miss CLaupta Parsons’ novel (a first one, 
I fancy) is mainly autobiographical, but that is not an im- 
portant question ex in 80 far as it may prove that 
truth is funnier than . main point and value of 
the book is that it provides excuse for leisurely laughter 
and for chuckles that must be su for fear another 
member of the family should to share them. For 
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Inventor of Cure for Seasickness. “1 awiieve re's Gone TO WoRK !” the Press to inflame 


opinion.” Mr. Donye.ity kept both his eyes anc 


Brighter Bondage (Cuatro AND Win bus, 7/6) is a book that 
should stay in the hand from first to last sentence, The 
heroine, turned suddenly poor—but only in a com 
and casual way—decides that she must augment her three | 
hundred pounds per annum. Her victims are Swedes who 
correct the English she is employed to teach them, Mrs. 
Gage (whom she “ chauffeuses,” together with a General “too 
good to be true"’), and Daffodil, who repeats naughty stories 
in entire innocence, an American who begins by paying 
for instruction in SHakesreare and ends by employi 
the heroine as a quite innocuous sort of gigolette to 
culture to her parties, and some Australians. But this is 
a book to be read rather than described, and then read again, 
A Welcome Visitor. 

In a preface to The Joyous Pilgrimage (Dent, 6)-) 
Mr. Howarp MarsHaut says, “1 have seen so many of 
these diaries in manuscript form, and deadly dull they 
are.” But I agree with him that Mr. lan Donnetiy’s 
ety fi ee arma ed 3 “record of his visit to 
Englarid from New Zea- 
land contains qualities 
that thoroughly justify 
its publication. Pre 

red to appreciate, Mr. 

JONNELLY can say after 
several months in Eng- 
land, “In nothing have 
I been disappointed.” 
But although he gives 
us several good marks 
he can at the same time 
place his finger upon 
some of our faults and 
absurdities. Listen to 
him, for example, on 
the cricket controversies 
that raged during last 
summer. “ That feeling 
was higher during the 
deciding match at the 
Oval than at any other 
time was due entirely 
to successful efforts on 
the part of a section of 





ROS ET etn J and = misguide ee 
ears 
open during his pilgrimage and. the result is a. book that 


we can read with profit and entertainment. 


The World We Live In, 

The Weary Road is one of the War books that deserves 
to be permanently remembered, and now, after long years, 
Mr. CHarzes Dovure has followed it with Beyond the Sunset 
(Murray, 7/6). Since 1918 Mr. Dovre has seen life in 
various phases and in many countries, and whether he i 
writing of adult education, mountaineering or whatnot 
his pleasant style and his sane philosophy make him an 
engaging companion. Nothing that will delight lovers of 
sensation has happened to him, but during the last years 
he has had many opportunities to meet people who are 
pulling their weight in the country, and to take part im 
matters that are of real importance. Keenness of obser- 
vation is not the least of his qualifications for the writing 
of a book such as this; and his statement that “ The work- 
ing man has a particular dislike of being regarded as & 
moral obligation ” is an instance of his ability to hit a 
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plumb on the head. 
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Charivaria. 





Jaran is inviting European and 
American scientists to watch the total 
eclipse of the sun next year. Of course 
it won't be the Rising Sun 







hours thirty-five 
minutes. United 
StatesSenatorsare 
now said to be like 
Charity, for they 
suffer LONG 


wT 





An undergradu- 
ates’ bagpipe band 
is to be one of the 
first objects of the 
proposed Oxford 
Scottish Club. | 
The intention is of 
course to provide 
a home for lost 
pibre che 
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| cuff-links are now | 4) | 
obtainable. One| i 
sportsman is said| 7 
to have been 
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carclessastoleave| 
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|} put on another 
| horse last week, 
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The fashion of | 
i 


going under arch. | 
ways at weddings | 
is very popular,” | 
says a writer. The | 
couples would look | 
foolish going over | 
the top | 


i & 
Looking at an | 
income - tax form | 
makes me laugh,” | 
says a business-man whose balance 
sheet has shown a loss for a number 
of years. He had better be careful or 
the authorities may charge him enter- 
tainment-tax. 


| % & 
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"ITHERTO UNKNOW? 


According to a contemporary th 
youth of the country is taking up tennis 
seriously, And as usual father stands 
the racket. 


% & 
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An American holiday-maker who 
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Was seamiek during the whole of a trip 
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a 


Student of the Pre 


to the Mediterranean says that so far 
as he is concerned these pleasure- 
cruises are all bunk 


¥ 


Worms three feet long and four 


* *% inches in circumference have been dis- 
% covered in Africa In order to catch 
Senator Hury 
Lona recently einai 
. . FTAA arn ay : 
spoke to the is Fs t i aj ' Suara ~t. 
Senate for fifteen pecan IB ere | \faea nah eae! 
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these. we are told, the local birds have 
to be large as well as early 


¥ 


\ horticulturist has produced a new 
flower which he has named “Prymcea- 
ticillus dichmylla He does not, how- 
ever. think it will be a pronounced 


R1ICCERS 


The moth which damaged sugar-cane 
has been conquered by means of a 
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BEEN 
AS JUST COMPLETED WONDER knock!” 


737 


i intomologists have yet to 
discover a parasite which preys upor 
the clothes-moth. ui: 


nen 
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“Forty thousand years is a very 
small stretch of time for a geologist,” 
stated a lecturer. Convicts of course 
would appeal against it, , a 

* 

A baby girl was 
born in Hungary 
with a complete 
set of thirty-two 
teeth. A musical. 
comedy career in 
indicated. 


* & 
* 





orang-utans at the 
Zoo, is an accom. 
plished pick pocket 
iShe is therefore 
| kept away from 
| the marsupials 


x 


A gardener 
claims to be able 
to grow square 
Their great 
advantage is they 
do not roll off the 
knife 


peas 


* 
7 


* Kilte still have 
| their supporters 
says a contempor 
ary It would be 
very embarrassing 
if they hadn't 


4 

| ¥ 

| A bright glare 
in the sky was 


recently seen by 
Surrey residents 
One fantastic the 
ory is that it was 
i the sun 


, 


A visitor to thi« 
country would like 
to know of asleepy 
old English county 
in which to reside whilst here. We 


suggest Beds. e 
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‘ERE BEFORE 


I swear by a small piece of flat fish 
three times a week,” declares a corre- 
spondent. Bless my sole! 

* * 
a 
An inventor claims to have produced 
an ‘almost human”’ knitting-machine. 
Something of this type is already em- 
ployed behind post-office counters 


Mary, one of the 





























Se ERS ROR semen a enon peer memes 





| she was reading and 


at people I know, and blowing 


~ 











- PUNCH, or The London Charivark 





[June 26, 1935 | 





Footwork. 


“Morner,” | said, gazing pensively out of the dining- 
room window, “I’m going for a walk to-day.” 

After a long silence my mother put down the letter 
i at. me over her spectacles. 

“Is anything w dear?” she asked gently. 

“Wrong, Mother?” I replied buffily. “Why on earth 
should there be anything wrong?”’ 

“Well,” she answered, “to my certain knowledge you 
haven’t been for a walk in London since you were sixteen. 

Her eyebrows met in a puzzled frown and she looked fussed 

“You're not in love or anything, are you! It seems so 
very peculiar somehow—so al unlike you.” 

‘Nonsense, Mother,”’ I said “Tt’s simply that 
it’s a glorious day and IE need exercise. 1 shall go into one 
of the parks—or all the parks perhaps—and stride rapidly 
across it or them, singing hymns of praise.” 

Mother got up and went swiftly to the door. 

Darling,” she said, “I'd like you to see your father before 
you go.” Her voice was calm but her hands were shaking 
like castanets. 

Unreasonably so, I think, For, although I have not hiked 
round Hyde Park for a long time, having conceived a dislike 
for it in my youth when I used to go there daily with a 
Mademoiselle and a dog, the latter of which was always lost 
and the former, alas! never, I still retain the use of my legs. 

I mean, I can walk. 





driving my car. My arms legs are in constant action, 
pushing levers te and fro, and ee the window 
ing the at people I’m 

glad 1 don’t know—all very i 
To-day, however, I had decided to go for a walk in the 


| Park, and I must. confess that 1 was excited at the pros- 
_ pect. Lt was really quite an adventure. 


Ow my way out of the house I met my father standing 


in the front hall. He looked anxious. 


‘‘What’s this I hear about walking?” he asked, gnawing 


| his moustache. 


I told him. 

“You'll never do it,” he sighed, “Your legs won’t hold 
you up that. long.” 

“What long?’’ I asked crossly. 

He waved an airy hand. 

“Mother wants me to come with you,” he whispered. 


‘ 


_ “She’s frightened you'll get lost. or something. Actually, 
added. g y 


my dear,” he ‘she thinks you 're not quite yourself.” 
“And what do you think?’’ I inquired, opening the 
| front-door and stepping out into the sunshine. 
_ Father smiled ingly. “Asa matter of fact I 
_ told her not to worry because, quite honestly, I don’t think 
| _— ever reach the Park,” he said. “In fact I bet you 
| half-a-erown you don’t.” y 
| It was too easy. 
| “Done!” I cried gaily, and started off at a smart pace 
| down the street. 
| As I turned the corner I looked back. Mother was stand- 
_ ing at the drawing-room-window, a handkerchief pressed to 
| her mouth. She waved it feebly and then dabbed her eyes. 
| Swallowing a lump in my throat, I hurried on, round 
| Montagu ——— Great Cumberland Place. It was 
delicious. air was warm and smelt of fresh paint and 
tar and petrol. Before me, as dazzlingly white as a swan’s 
| throat, rose Mayfair's Taj Mahal—the Marble Arch. It 








was my goal. Behind it lay the cool green trees and the | 
soft grass of the Park. 

There would I sport a while, high heels permitting, with 
the young things, the nursemaids, the dogs and the ducks, | 
and try to recapture the youth I had lost there, along with 
a couple of hoops and a sailing-yacht, a few years 

With these thoughts in mind I was just about to rush 
eagerly across Oxford Street when my ears were assailed ! 
by the noise of a continuously-depressed hooter. 

It was Cora in her Bentley. 

“Quick, get in!’’ she shouted. “I’ll give you a lift,” 

“IT don’t want one, thanks,” I cried back. 

“What did you say?” she screamed, opening the door of | 
the car as she went along the street, thereby endangering | 
the lives of countless innocent human beings. 

“Shut the door!”’ I bawled. 

“What?” 

“Go away!” 

“Get in, you fool!” 

“You'll kill someone!” 

“Then get in /!//” 

I got in and was whirled away, and thus all my pedes- 
trian intentions were rudely frustrated. 

By the time I had bought Cora a hat in Albemarle Street 
it was half-past twelve. My hopes rose again. If 1 
couldn’t dally with the ducks in Hyde Park I would 
prattle with the pelicans in St. James’s Park. 

This, alas! was not to be. Halfway across Piccadilly I 
met Toby Blake, and in spite of all my protestations he 
whisked me off to the Ritz for a cocktail. 

“I don’t drink,” I pleaded, “and I want to go for a walk.” 

“Don’t be morbid,” he replied. “After a couple of 

ils you won't be able to walk even if you want to,” 
ee luncheon in Grosvenor Street at 1.30, but 
an later I started off in, padding desperately | 
Parkwards. I was ddceniend oot there this time. | 

It was unfortunate that as I neared the Marble Arch for | 
the second time that day my should have strayed 
across the road, for it was immediately met by a blazing 
poster announcing: “Death's Head is Here!! Last Great 
Week!! Come and See it Now!!” 

The cinema! I knew it would catch me in the end, In 
its clutches I am as a jellyfish in the arms of an over- 
affeetionate ’ 

When I came out of the cinema it was nearly 6 p.m. I 
was hot and my eyes glowed like twin cinders in the fire of 
my face. In the distance I saw the green trees beckoning 
me over the top of the Marble Arch. If only I had y er 
my day walking beneath their shadow how cool and 
and cucumber-eyed I should be now, I thought. 

“ And I still can be!’’ I cried aloud. “There is yet time!” 

I raced whooping towards the Park, and as I ran th 
the gate a large perambulator containing two abno 
large children struck me amidships. It was a foul blow, 
being neither above nor below but actually on the belt. 

Winded and in great pain I crept into a taxi and was 
driven home. Father was still standing in the hall. 

“Did I win?” he asked, scratching the palm of his hand. 

“Yes,” I admitted, “but only by a hat, a cocktail, 
luncheon, a cinema and a pram’s-breadth.” V.G. 








Cryptic Ballyhoo ! 
(Sir 8. Cripps is reported to have complained bitterly of 
“Jubilee ballyhoo and false patriotism.”) 
Can Cripps have said it, even in his haste ‘ 
No, surely not; there must be some mistake. 
a remark, in such revolting taste, 
Only a bally hooligan would make. 
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“You porn’? WANT A BOATMAN FOR THIS CRAFT, SIR—YOU WANTS A GARDENER.” 








Vicar’s Bounty. 


“Very kind of the Vicar,” said 
Pamela. ‘We'll have it this even- 
ing. 

She handed back the guinea-fow! to 
Emily. 

‘He said he hoped you would like 
it, Mum,” said Emily. ‘He had a 
whale of them from Farmer Rogers 
out at Little Plimpton as a small 
token.” 

Do you like guinea-fowl?” Pamela 
asked me. 

“No.” 

Nor do 1; but it’s very kind of the 
Vicar. Lots of new potatoes and green- 
peas might help.” 

I agreed that green-peas were 
helpful. 

“And how would you feel about 
lashings of strawberries -and -cream 
afterwards?” 

“I usually feel extremely well 
afterwards.” 

‘Come to think of it,” said Pamela, 
‘we might ask the H to dinner.” 

“Come to think of it,” I said, “we 
can't. Mrs. Harper rang up while you 
were in the garden and asked us there 
this evening. Eight sharp. I said we 
would.” 


“Not dinner, I suppose?” 





“No, just Bridge, I imagine.” 

“Then we'll have dinner early,” 
said Pamela. 

We had dinner early, and Pamela 
did everything possible to encourage 
the guinea-fow! to remember its name. 
There was even a menu. At its top 
left-hand corner she had drawn what 
she assured me was a guinea-fowl. At 
the top right-hand corner she had 
drawn another guinea-fowl. At the 
bottom left-hand corner she had 
lightly sketched a guinea-fowl. In- 
spiration had then failed. The bottom 
right-hand corner was blank. 

The bill-of-fare, elaborately printed 
in red ink, ran as follows :— 


Potage a la Maison 
Pintade du Curé 
Petits Pois beaucoup : Pommes aussi 
soup 
= 
Fraises @ la créme : fort beaucoup 
ee 
Café chez Harpers 
(No time for it here) 


“What,” I asked, “is Pintade du 
Curé?”’ 

“French for guinea-fowl from the 
Vicar.” 


“In France,” I said reflectively, “a 
guinea-fowl would be roughly an 
eighty-francs-fowl at the present ex- 
change.” 

“Tt wasn’t an exchange,” Pamela 
objected. “It was a gift. And you can't 
look the poor thing in the beak, 
because it hasn't got a beak now.” 

The guinea-fowl did its best. The 
petits pois were admirably beaucoup, so 
were the pommes aussi. The straw- 
berries-and-cream were formidable. 

“I’ve made a perfeet pig of myself,” 
Pamela confessed as we sta 
round to the Harpers. 

“A guinea-pig !’’ I suggested. 

Pamela giggled. “‘ How do you feel?” 
she asked. 

“Stuffed.” 

The Harpers’ guinea-fow: was also 
stuffed. 

** P * # * 

“So kind of the Viear,” said Mrs. 
Harper. “I’m not frightfully keen on 
guinea-fowl myself, but I know some 
people love them, and I've got lots of 
peas and new potatoes, and simply 
lashings of strawberries-and-cream, 
and I know you two love strawberries- 
and-cream even if you don’t love 
guinea-fowl ; though very possibly you 
do love guinea-fowl, because I know 
some people do love guinea-fowl, 
me Sy 
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Eltham. 





REFERRING to the guide-book, I find 
that Eltham in Kent is famous for its 
Palace, a moated residence of the Kings 
of England from Henry III. to Henry 
VIII., possessing a magnificent Ban- 

ting Hall of fifteenth-century oak 
foving recently visited this Hall, 
which is again in perfect condition, | 
can testify to its beauty and also to 
Eltham’s popularity among house- 
holders, for it and its neighbourhood 
have been so intensely built upon that 
it now practically joins London. 

But it is neither the Palace nor the 
bricks and mortar that keep it so 
much in my mind, but this fact, that in 
every ship or aeroplane, every hote! 
abroad, I have to write on a slip of 
paper, for the information of the police 
its name. For there is apparently 
nothing that the police of Europe want 
so much to know as where I was born 
and I was born there. They also want 
to know the day on which I was born 
and where I now live, and my age 
(which they could deduce), and my sex 
(which they ought to be able to guess 
too), and my occupation, and my 
nationality; but I could leave those 
details out and nothing would matter 
Yet if I left out Eltham in the county 
of Kent the officials and the reception 
clerks would, I feel certain, rebel. 

I suppose there are slips of paper by 
the hundred—or almost by the thou 
sand—on which I have stated, in block 
letters, what my surname is, and, in 
less formal letters, what my Christian 
names are, and that Eltham in Kent 
was the place of my birth; but as to 
What has happened. to these slips 
whether written unsteadily on moving 
conveyances or quié¢tly in stable hotels 
[have not the faintest notion. Is there 
any after-life for them? Has anyone 
ever seen them collected and born 
away to the police-station ? Once there, 
does the staff, ravenous for the inform 
ation they impart, fall instantly upon 
them? |] hope so, for it is then that 
Eltham would come to its own. “ Look 
here” (Voila!), 1 can imagine one of 
them saying—‘‘look here, you fellows 
(copains), there is an Englishman at 
the Grand Hotel who was born (né) at 
Fitham.” Eltham would give hima littl 
trouble, and he would divide it thus 
“Elt” and “ham,” dropping the “h.’ 

Or are the slips, merely a sop to 
bureaucracy, disregarded altogether ! 
And, even 80, are they kept for ever 
or after a while destroyed ¢ Supposing, 
in & perverse mood, I wrote that 
Eltham was in Northumberland, could 
it possibly get me into prison! Sup- 








posing I invented everything and said 
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Outgoing Batsman You've got To Look ovr, Haroio. He's BowLING HIS 


IN-SWINGE!E THAT DIPS 





in block letters that my surname was It is not only the European police 
Locust (as my schoolfellows used to that know about me and Eltham; all 
think) and that my Christian names the scrutinisers of my passport know it 
Varicose. and that I as well, for Eltham in Kent figures 


were Ebenezer : 
there too. When they examine me 80 


was aged thirty-five and a woman, and ) 
that my nationality was Abyssinian, narrowly with my passport in — 
and that Eltham in Kent was the one hands, is it to see if 1 resemble the 
place in the world where (like Homer) photograph (which I swear : never 
| was not born, what would happen? did) or to see what a man wn 
Would the joke be detected, and how born at Eltham so long ago looks like | 
? Not on that night, I guess, but Eltham! I cannot get away from it, | 


oe after I had passed on to another although in fact, that op page | 
inquisitorial home-from-home. But if first thing I did, acter nn be | 
‘¢ were at once detected what would was still in arms. A futile eva jon: | 
, I was born there. L. ¥: Bi: 


happen ! Would there be another war ! 
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“You DON’T WANT A BOATMAN FOR THIS CRAFT, SIR—YOU WANTS A GARDENER.” 








Vicar’s Bounty. 


“Very kind of the Vicar,” said 
Pamela. “We'll have it this even- 
ing. 

She handed back the guinea-fow! to 
Emily. 

“He said he hoped you would like 
it, Mum,” said Emily, “He had a 
whole bag of them from Farmer Rogers 
out at Little Plimpten as a small 
token.” 

‘Do you like guinea-fowl?” Pamela 
asked me. 

“No.” 

‘Nor de 1; but it’s very kind of the 
Vicar. Lots of new potatoes and green- 
peas might help.” 

I agreed that green-peas were 
helpful. 

“And how would you feel about 
lashings of strawberries-and -cream 
afterwards?” 

“I usually feel extremely well 





afterwards.” 
‘Come to think of it,” said Pamela, 
we might ask the H to dinner.” 


“Come to think of it,” I said, “we 
can't. Mrs. Harper rang up while you 
were in the garden and asked us there 
this evening. Eight sharp. I said we 
would.” 

“Not dinner, I suppose ?”’ 


“No, just Bridge, I imagine.” 

“Then we'll have dinner early,” 
said Pamela. 

We had dinner early, and Pamela 
did everything possible to encourage 
the guinea-fowl to remember its name. 
There was even a menu. At its top 
left-hand corner she had drawn what 
she assured me was a guinea-fowl. At 
the top right-hand corner she had 
drawn another guinea-fowl. At the 
bottom left-hand corner she had 
lightly sketched a guinea-fowl. In- 
spiration had then failed. The bottom 
right-hand corner was blank. 

The bill-of-fare, elaborately printed 
in red ink, ran as follows:— 


Potage 4 la Maison 

* 
Pintade du Curé 
Petits Pois beaucoup : Pommes aussi 
beaucoup 
* 
Fraises a la créme : fort beaucoup 

# 

Café chez Harpers 

(No time for it here) 


“What,” I asked, “is Pintade du 
Curé?”’ 

“French for guinea-fowl from the 
Vicar.” 


“In France,” I said reflectively, “a 
guinea-fowl would be roughly an 
eighty-franes-fowl at the present ex- 
change.” 

“It wasn’t an exchange,” Pamela 
objected. “It wasa gift. And youean't 
look the poor thing in the beak, 
because it hasn’t a beak now.” 


The guinea-fowl did its best. The} 


petits pois were admirably beaucoup, % 
were the pommes aussi. The straw- 
MS Tts amen nent pelea ns ‘ 
“I’ve made a ect pig of m 
Pamela confessed as we staggered 
round to the Harpers. 
‘A guinea-pig?” I suggested. 


Pamela giggled. “ How do you feel?” | 


she asked. 
Stuffed.” 
The Harpers’ guinea-fow: was also 
stuffed. 
a % # # a 
“So kind of the Viear,” said Mrs. 
Harper. ‘‘I’m not frightfully keen om 


guinea-fowl myself, but I know some | 


ople love them, and I've got lots of 
cae and simply 


peas and new 


lashings of strawberries-and-cream, | 
and I know you two love strawberries . 
and-cream even if you don’t love) 


guinea-fowl ; though very PRES 
do love guinea-fowl, ory Pow kane ee 


some people do love guinea-tOws, 
Brea 
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Eltham. 


REFERRING to the guide-book, | find 
that Eltham in Kent is famous for its 
Palace, a moated residence of the Kings 
of England from Henry III. to Henry 
VIII., possessing a magnificent Ban- 
queting Hall of fifteenth-century oak. 
Having recently visited this Hall, 
which is again in perfect condition, I 
can testify to its beauty and also to 
Eltham’s popularity among house- 
holders, for it and its neighbourhood 
have been so intensely built upon that 
it now practically joins London. 

But it is neither the Palace nor the 
bricks and mortar that keep it so 
much in my mind, but this fact, that in 
every ship or aeroplane, every hotel 
abroad, I have to write on a slip of 
paper, for the information of the police, 
its name. For there is apparently 
nothing that the police of Europe want 
so much to know as where I was born; 
and I was born there. They also want 
to know the day on which I was born, 
and where I now live, and my age 
(which they could deduce), and my sex 
(which they ought to be able to guess 
too), and my occupation, and my 
nationality; but I could leave those 
details out and nothing would matter 
Yet if I left out Eltham in the county 
of Kent the officials and the reception- 
clerks would, I feel certain, rebel. 

I suppose there are slips of paper by 
the hundred—or almost by the thou 
sand—on which I have stated, in block 
letters, what my surname is, and, in 
less formal letters, what my Christian 
names are, and that Eltham in Kent 
was the place of my birth; but as to 
what has happened. to these slips 
whether written unsteadily on moving 
conveyances or quietly in stable hotels, 
[have not the faintest notion. Is there 
any after-life for them? Has anyone 
ever seen them collected and borne 
away to the police-station ? Once there, 
does the staff, ravenous for the inform- 
ation they impart, fall instantly upon 
them? I hope so, for it is then that 
Eltham would come to its own. “‘ Look 
here” (Voila/), I can imagine one of 
them saying—‘ look here, you fellows 
(copains), there is an Englishman at 
the Grand Hotel who was born (né) at 
Eltham.” Eltham would give hima littl 
trouble, and he would divide it thus 

Elt” and “ham,” dropping the ‘‘h.” 
Or are the slips, merely a sop to 
bureaucracy, disregarded altogether 
And, even so, are they kept for ever 
or after a while destroyed ¢ Supposing, 
in a perverse mood, I wrote that 
Eltham was in Northumberland, could 
it possibly get me into prison? Sup- 
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Outgoing Batsman 


IN-SWINGER THAT DIPS.” 





“You've Gor To LooK out, Haroxp. 


He's BOWLING HIS 











in block letters that my surname was 
Locust (as my schoolfellows used to 
think) and that my Christian names 
were Ebenezer Varicose, and that I 
was aged thirty-five and a woman, and 
that my nationality was Abyssinian, 
and that Eltham in Kent was the one 
place in the world where (like HomER) 
| was not born, what would happen? 
Would the joke be detected, and how 
soon? Not on that night, I guess, but 
long after I had passed on to another 
inquisitorial home-from-home. But if 
it were at once detected what would 
happen ! Would there be another war! 


It is not only the European police 





that know about me and Eltham; all | 


the scrutinisers of my passport know it 


as well, for Eltham in Kent figures | 


there too. When they examine me so 
narrowly with my passport in their 
hands, is it to see if I resemble the 
photograph (which I swear I never 
did) or to see what a man who was 
born at Eltham so long ago looks like 

Eltham! I cannot get away from it, 
although, in fact, that was almost the 
first thing I did, for we left while I 
was still in arms. A futile evasion: 
I was born there. E. V.L. 
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The Clock With One Finger. 


Tus clock with one finger 
Was made in the days 
When time used to linger 
By leisurely ways— 


When nobody reckoned 
(Qr so we are told) 

Each fugitive second 
More precious than gold, 


But. the clocks, like the people, 
Took things as they came, 
And the chimes in the steeple 

Said mostly the same :— 





“Some day—no day— 
Maybe—one day— 

Come day—go day— 
Cod—send—Sunday !” 


No moral didactic 
Is borne on the sound 
Of its slow-footed tack-tick 
The thirty hours round. 


It strikes just for pastime 
As chance may befall, 

Be it slow time or fast time 
Or no time at all. 


\nd the crooked old hand on 
Its countrified face 

Keeps on and on and on 
Its countrified pace, 


\nd, scorning all worry, 
Announces each day: 
There bain’t no such hurry 
As some folk do say; 


or bring the day pleasure 
Or bring the day sorrow, 
I be certain to measure 


Another to-morrow . . . 
Some day —no day— 
Maybe—one day — 


Come day—go day— 
(lod—send-—Sunday !” 
C.F. 8. 








The Dodger. 


lr was not until Mullinabeg’s 
sheriff's sales had been recurring at 
intervals for nearly two years that a 
motor-lorry mingled with the seized 
cattle and sheep in the local Pound 
Vield and was offered to the highest 
bidder. “‘L thought very bad of the 
poor ould Dodger,” a& spectator said 
afterwards of the pathetic droop of its 
battered bonnet, “ for its head was bent 
like a bough” —the fact of the matter 
being that the ancient vehicle stood on 
the downward slope of the field and 
was steadied there by two large stones 
placed by the sheriff's men beneath 


the front-wheels. 





In a place like Mullinabeg, where 
every person and everything is re- 
ing to the popular fancy, 
it was inevitable that the one and only 
motor-lorry of the village should be 
known as the Dodger. To begin with, 
its makers had tnbelied it a Dodge, 
which is practically the same thing; 
another and equally powerful reason 
being its driver’s almost miraculous 
success in avoiding the many pedes- 
trians who still persist in walking in 
the middle of the road when they go 
out to gather in the goats that spend 
the long summer days on the grass 
beside the highways. 

There were only two topics of con- 
versation in the Pound Field that day: 
reminiscences of the broad-minded 
activities of the lorry since it was driven 
rather erratically into the yard at 
Killeen, from which it was driven years 
later and still more erratically by 
representatives of the Law; and specu- 
lations regarding the possible attend- 
ance at this sale of the legendary figure 
entered in the books of so many Irish 
auctioneers of seized goods as “Mr. 
Cash.” 

The Dodger has played so many 
parts in the life of the village that 
everyone has something to say about 
it. Regardless of any differences in the 
creed or policy of its occupants it has 
carried the supporters of all parties 
alike to their various meetings. It has 
even acted as a temporary platform 
for speakers who in the local phrase- 
ology “hate their two eyes for lookin’ 
at one another.” When the home team 
beat the hitherto unconquered football 
experts of Ballykealy it was the Dodger 
that brought them home to the 
ovation that awaited them. And when 
a Mullinabeg exile drew a horse in a 
Derby Sweep the lorry called attention 
to the fact by doing a “round the 
houses”’ race of its very own with un- 
expectedly loud and triumphant fan- 
fares of its punctured bulb-horn. 

“There’s times I seen the Dodger 
thravellin’ to split the wind,” onlookers 
said; “an’ then, for that again, | 
often seen it be the side of the road, 
an’ all you could call it would be a dead 
letther.” 

From these reminiscences the con- 
versation in the Pound Field passed 
automatically to‘ Mr. Cash,” the anon- 
ymous buyer of so much of the stock 
of distracted farmers, who have long 
declared themselves unable, and are 
certainly unwilling, to pay their 
annuities. 

As in the case of other legendary 
figures, such as Cuchulainn and Brian 
Boru, every speaker had called up for 
himself a personal vision of this man 
who broke every rule of conduct by 








bidding for things that could bring 
him no luck. 

Martin Scally pictured him as a 
“low, mean, narra-minded little tinker 
of a man,” and vo this he added a 
realistic touch by the addition of the 
words, ‘an’ he balded.” “He thinks 
he has great privilege,” he said, “but 
you may be sure that fella gets heavy 
pay from someone that’s as onnatural 
as he is himself.” 

Mick Doyle insisted that he never 
could think of this anonymous buyer 
as being anyone but the young man 
in the pay-desk of a city shop he had 
once visited. “‘He was too Turkish,” 
he said broodingly, “an’ he had 
‘Casn’ wrote out above an’ below him, 
an’ you must get a ticket whenever 
you bought annything an’ carry it 
over to the little gazebo where he was 
sittin’ givin’ out impudence. * Y ourself 
an’ your Cash,’ I says to him, ‘ you're 
no credit to the place annyway.’ An’ 
whenever I hear the name of Mr. Cash 
I do think of that lad in the little cubby- 
hole an’ all the lawdydaw talk he had.” 

There were several strangers in the |: 
Pound Field when the first lot was 
offered, and the bidding was evidently 
done by them, though there was 
nothing to show which stranger was 
Mr. Cash. Then it was the turn of the 
Dodger, and the bidders turned away; 
but the conversationalists closed round 
the lorry for a moment, then moved 
aside; and the two big stones had 
vanished from before the wheels, 
The frenzied yell of the auctioneer 
warned the visitors, and they saw the 
heavy vehicle charging towards them, 
gathering speed as it came. 

The scene will be talked about for 
years. ‘Dodger be name an’ Dodger 
be nature,” Mick Doyle says. “Sure 
they flopped an’ they floundhered, but 
it hunted them to the very gate, an’ 
whenever they took a lep it took an- 
other, till it had them sthrewed upon 
the grass like daisies, an’ everyone 
cheerin’ an’ shoutin’ till it hot the wall 
an’ sted where it was. An’ Martin 
Scally climbed upon the gate: ‘Which 
of ye is Misther Cash?’ he says; an’ 
one of the fellas ruz his head, but we 
couldn’t see what he was like wid all 
the clay was on his face. ‘Well,’ says 
Marty, ‘you were sold yourself this 
time, for you're afther bein’ knocked 
down to the Dodger.’ ” D. M. L. 








“A strong discovery has been made in the 
riddle of a field at Horton, near Wimborne, 
in Dorset,” —N.Z. Paper. 


We should be inclined to leave it alone. 





“Carpet fitter with sewer wants odd jobs.” 
Advt. in Daily Paper. 
To save him from going down the drain, 
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|“ Back fat and belly-thickness are | 
judged alive ( 


THERE is uncertainty where men sell pig 

Round, solid pig, still numbered with the living 
The vendor, once as merry as a grig, 

Regards his produce with a new misgiving 
Though they be tauter than the barley sack 

Though, prodded, they may quiver like a jelly 
To-day men weigh them by the fatted back 

Only, and by the thickness of the belly 


What, is there naught but bacon that has worth 
(Grown on those coarser parts, or so I gather 
To sing the content of that ample girth 
From other angles, is it only blather ! 
Recal! those hams, the pride of ancient York 
Ponder those gammons, too, which take some beating 
Must we ignore them with the crackling pork 
And secret sausage, which I hold good eating 


And there are others, but my lore is slight 

Trotters, I’m told, though cheap are not unsavoury 
What is a Boar’s Head but a pig’s head dight 
(With lemon) in a fierce fantastic bravery ! 
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WATER SHORTAGE IN THE VILLAGI 


Pig Points. 
only points on which a pig is selected when being 
"ig Classes.” —The Times. | 


He only that has known and grown the hog 
From early suckling to its adult splendour 
Rightly could tell the fuller catalogue 
Of all the porker yields us, and all tender. 


Yet will I sing, while conscious of my lack, 
Of the rich pig, albeit with discretion, 
For not his charm of belly or of back 
Allure me, but his facial expression; 
That smile, that puzzled brow, those lifted ears 
Pricked in enquiry—Lord knows what he’s asking 
The twinkle in an eye that disappears 
Only in slumber, and his peace when basking, 


These are the gifts that most endear. Take these, 
And me, the poet, one who knows not Mammon, 
Not all the hams in all the world shall please 
Nor all the rashers, let alone the gammon. 
Smile, hog; your various innards and your joints 
(Sleep, hog) let others weigh, and think they 're clever ; 
| would acclaim you by those purer points 
A thing of beauty and a joy for ever. Dum-Dum. 
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New Teams for Old. 


Tur Test Matehes are with us again. 
| had hoped that the first English side 
would show a complete break with the 
past. But in vain. While there may 
be a new name here and there in the 
English team the old humdrum prin- 
ciples of selection are still employed. 
Is it toe late to entreat the selectors to 
cast off their shackles and attack their 
task with a new untrammelled vision ‘ 

| hope not. At least I will try. Iam, 
be it admitted, but a camp-follower of 
the game, without expert knowledge. 
But I am entitled to my views. Briefly 
| would advocate the abandonment of 
| conventional principles of selection 


LILLEY 
WooLLEY 
Sms 

B. H. Lyon 
G. J. BrYan 
Hutton 
TUPPEN 
TrIMMs. 


Here is a team with a sparkle. It 
has youth on its side, and I should not 
be surprised if it were found to possess 
memorable qualities. 

Some may urge that it lacks solidity. 
Allright. I can offer them an alternative 
combination possessing both weight 
and the severity of a classical style. 
For such a side my first six choices 
would be BertiamMy, DvcKFIELD, 


It will be suggested that this team 
has a tail. Very well. Reverse the 
batting order and then see what it 
looks like. At any rate it is an attrac. 
tive side with plenty of cohesion, 
Given its opportunity it should play 
sonny cricket. : 

Another way of escape from the 
sterility of selectors could be found 
in some such significant combination 
as this:— 

Cook 
AMES 
GuNN 
Woop 
PEARCE 
Squires 
Rust 
Smart 





and the substitution of 
one great new principle : 
design. Uptonow Eng- 
lish teams have been a 
mere hoteh - potch of 
names chesen from a 
narrow hierarchy of ex- 
perts. I would widen 
the area of choice and 
it the same time im- 
pose an artistic pattern 
on the side. The selee- 
tor should be no mere 
selector but a creative 
irtist 

To take an obvious 
example, would not the 
following eleven be an 
improvement on. any- 
thing which has hitherto 
represented England— 








Boygs 
WARNE 
Buter. 


This may introduce 
a sensational element 
which is better kept out 
of cricket. I merely 
throw out the sugges- 
tion. After all, gates 
must be considered, and 
the public likes its 
drama. 

For the last match, 
in case England had its 
back to the wall, I 
should keep in hand a 
strong reserve of Brit- 
ish manhood. I could, 
if required, produce a 
side of unexampled 
virility. Mr. Mann 








Jupp elects himself as cap- 
sone “ Nae tation tain, and the first ten 
Buu. Bore. “ OLD BOY, YOU SIMPLY MUST COME DOWN AND STAY WITH us laces would be filled as 
Gunn NEXT WEEK-END. THERE ARE LITERALLY HUNDREDS OF NIGHTINGALES, piace ‘ , 
Topp “My DEAR FELLOW, IT WOULD BE NO Goop. I’M A ROTTEN SHOT.” follows :— 
en Wave, O’Connor, GreGcory, Srv- MANN 
Paner riecp: Veriry, T. N. Prarce, HuMAN 
ee Douery, Dacre and Cox would NEWMAN 
Wiss, suitably fill the remaining places. HERMAN 
ies Let it be understood that I have no FREEMAN 
wish to dogmatise but merely to show EASTMAN 
This team, apart from its merits as how the resources of English cricket CHAPMAN 
an artistic composition, possesses a May be used to the full once the bad CoLEMAN 
sturdy pugnacity which has heen old methods of selection have been SHIPMAN 
lacking in some recent. sides. It is, ‘discarded. I should very much like ALDERMAN. 


moreover, essentially English. It 
would be popular with the public, the 
Press and the scorers. It may be 
objected that it is a work-a-day com- 
bination, with more tenacity than 
brilliance. Perhaps so. I make no 
claim to infallibility. But certainly 
such limitations could never be im- 


| puted to the following :— 


GBARY 
BERRY 
PoTHECARY 


to see the following take the field for 

England :— 
CUTHBERTSON 
HODGKINSON 
RICHARDSON 
PHILLIPSON 
PARKINSON 
TENNYSON 
JACKSON 
Watson 
Corson 
Hiason 
Dyson. 


A worthy choice for the last place 
is more difficult to find. The umpire 
Newman might be invited to doff his 
white coat: for the occasion. Or, 
failing this, one could not go far wrong 
in calling in Boyes to complete the 
side. 

In outlining this new scheme I have 
no wish whatever to dictate to the 
selectors. They can take it or leave 
it. But at least they cannot pretend 
that they have not been advised. 
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The Covent Garden Navvies, 


Discussing what occurred outside the 
Opera House on Tuesday, June 11, 
when the members of a queue fought 
among themselves, the police inter- 


vening. 





ir was a summer evening ; 
We all knew what had won; : 
The time was ripe to light me pipe, 
Which presently I done; 
And then before the hut IT found 
\ humberella on the ground. 


| says to Ernie, “Is it yours?” 
He give me such a look. 
Says Bill, “You'll find “twas left 
behind 
By someone what was took. 
You mark my words,” says he, “it’s 
true 


That ’s from the Covent Garden queue.” 


We all was silent for a bit, 
Then Bill begins to laugh 

And murmurs, “Cor, that was a war!” 
Ernie agrees, ‘‘ Not half. 

Don’t go forgettin’ that,” says he; 
It was a famous victory.” 


“I knew,” says Bill, “that all them 
folks 
Was musical as sin, 
But strike me pink! I didn’t think 
They'd start a-pitchin’ in. 
And still,” he says, “I can’t make out 
What all the battle was about.” 


So this is where I clears me throat, 
Commencing for to say: 

“T know the fax about the ax 
Done here that fatal day. 


_ This row or frackass what arose 


Concerned two queues for different 


shows. 


The first queue’s time was nearly up— 
Two or three hours to go; 

The second band still to stand 
For twenty-eight or so, 


| Allin a line they stood to wait: 


| You couldn't keep ‘em separayt. 


They got a bit impatient-like, 
Feeling was runnin’ high, 
| When up there pops a bunch of cops 
And starts to argufy. 
| Well, everybody being right, 
| They tries to prove it by a fight.” 
| 


| was surmisin’ that was it,” 
Says Ernie, “all along. 
But you'd have thought, the way they 
fought, 
That somebody was wrong 
“Ah, well,” says I, “they're vi'lent 
jossers, 
| These dilly tanties and connossers,” 
' R.M. 


”» 
. 


The Word War. 


.  XV.—Prerosrrion Week. 

“Try this truck out."—Mr. Foro, 

I am implored by many to impale 
“try out.” “Let us try out Mise 
Dainty,” or ‘the Potato Board,” or 
“the new steel chairs,” or—worse—*I 
do not mind giving Miss Dainty a 
try out.” 

“He was not going imto Mr. 
Etxiot’s various projects that were 
in the course of being tried out. . . 
He was glad to see a man trying 
something.”—Mr. D. Lioyp Georae. 


Well, I too detest “try out.” It is, 
I suppose, one of our less welcome 
importations from the great Republic 
of the West. But, steady, brothers! 
The air to-day is full of roving prepo- 
sitions, and we must consider before 
we cast our stones. 

I suppose, brothers, that you “‘ti 
up” oiae: friends (where the North 
American, more cma “calls” 
them). On the football-field you hear 
without a tremor the boys exhorting 
the School Eleven to “Play up!”’ You 
are not ashamed to speak of a “knock 
out” (even in the august Albert Hall), 
of a fire breaking out or a burglar 
breaking in. You do not wash your 
dirty plates: you wash them up, and 
then you clean up the sink. I suspect 
that you wind wp your watch. I am 
sure that you tuck up your little ones. 
Then perhaps you hurry up (you may 
even dress up) because you want to 
dash off with your wife te the pictures 
—or the pub. At the pub she will tell 
you to drink up because she wants to 
turn in. You may then fall out and 
come home dene up. I am sure that 
in the Great War you frequently fell 
in. You are tired out, you wake up 
and get up. But when you hear that 
North Americans are beating wp or 
shooting up or trying out, you shiver. 

Well, I do not say that you should 
not shiver; but where, brothers, do we 
draw the line ¢ 

You will not, I think, condemn ail 
these combinations of verb and prepo- 
sition—at least, you will not damn 
them all with equal ferocity. Some of 
them; you will say, are horrible slang, 
and some are meritoriously idiomatic. 
The step from odious North American 
slang to valuable English idiom is 
sometimes very short. 

The question is: Which is which ? 

Let us, Bobby, go back to the 
Ancient Greeks, whom you love so 
well ; for | cannot find a wordin FowLEr 
about this difficult matter. 


The Ancient Greeks had man prepo- 


sitions, which they used wi much | 


ingenuity to give subtle variations of 
meaning to Eat verbs. They did 
not leave these itions lying about 
loose, as we do; they made them fast 


at the fore-end of the verb. My memo. | 


ries of Greek verbs are hazy, but I re. 
member that there was a very — 
verb, ri@nu, which simply meant “ 
place’’ (correct me, Bobby, if I err); 
and by putting the preposition dvd (up) 
or xara (down), or dd (through) in front 
of this tedious + @yma the Creeks were 
able to express various exciti 

— The sad thing is rer 
can think of no example but drddeue— 
anathema—meaning a terrific curse— 
which is simply compounded from dx 
(up) and riéy. (I place). We do the 
same trick, rarely. For example, by 
adding the simple ition “with” 
to the ordinary Merb “stand” we 
get the meaning of stubborn resist- 
ance. But most of our verbs are not 
(thank God!) like the Greek, and 
eannot be transformed in this way, 
So, if we want to make a verb mean 


pegs Sho it does not mean, we 
set a little preposition to trot astern 


rather vaguely, like a cheeky 
behind a solid citizen. It may 
disorderly and even absurd—but how 
English! And the point to which lam 
lumbering is this—that perhaps, in- 
stead of sniffing at these impudent 
verb-followers, we ought to boast 
about them and say how rich in 
significant short-worded idioms the 
English la is! 

“Carry ont? Fall in!’’ Where is 
the Briton who would abolish these? 
Yet why should “fall” combined with 
“in” mean the assembly of a regiment 
in its ordered ranks ?* “ Knock out,” 
you must admit, brothers, is worlds 
apart from ‘“‘knock’’—moreover it is 
logically defensible—to knock out of 
the battle or, maybe, consciousness. 
‘Wash up” is indispensable in hae 
tice, though not perhaps irreproachable 
in. origin; for two little letters 
give us an exact and vivid picture of 
what is being washed, and if people 
begin to wash up their babies or their 
teeth indescribable confusion will fall 
on every home. “Touching up 4% 
picture says briefly not more 


touching but something quite different, 
up” is different from 


as “dressi ; 
dressing, “ playing up” from side 
“writing-up” from writing, and “add- 
ing up’ from adding. 

3 short, some of our little prepo- 
sitions, “up” and “out” especially, do 
seem to have a magical and valuable 








* Consider too: “ Fall in with, out, through, 
off, back, behind.” 
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wer to enrich or distinguish a 
plebeian verb; and wherever they are 
properly employed to these ends we 
should be proud of them. 

The trouble is that the baser sort of 
English speaker, perceiving these things 
dimly, thinks that it is right and clever 
toadd any preposition toany short verb, 
though the sense is neither enriched 
nor altered. I cannot see that “up” 
adds anything valuable to “shoot”’ or 
“beat,” to “ring,” ““hasten,”* “hurry,” 
“hot,” “pack” or “wind.” And that, 
brothers, must be our test, yard-stick, 
criterion and thingummy. We must 
not pedantically condemn the loose 
but pregnant post-preposition ; but we 
must not admit the merely lazy or 
vulgar imitation. 

And so to “try out.” It may be said 
that the “out”’ in “try out”’ denotes 
a thoroughness, as in “clean out,” or 
a finality, as in “knoeked out’’—a 


possibility, or patience, or the time 
available. But I do not care what is 
said. / will not have the foul expression ! 
For if these defences are to prevail it 
will be right for H.M. Judges to tell 
the prisoner that he has been tried 
out and found guilty. And that, most 
evidently, would be lousy. 


“Hotted Up.” 

A warrior in Venezuela sends me a 
moving appeal for permission to con- 
tinue “hotting up’’ his engine (or car) 
“Heating” will not do, he says, be- 
cause he does not want his engine to 
be “hot.” He wants it cool; but he 
wants to “hot it up,” that is, “put a 
little more pep or snap into it.” 

Well, I perceive the difficulty; and, 
though I distrust, with reason, the 
language of the motor-world, I am 
eager to help. Certainly, brother, con- 
tinue to “hot’’ your engine (not a 
“neologism,” but a word used many 
hundreds of years ago). But what is 
the point of “up”? I cannot see that 
in this case it adds or means anything 

And ought that fine critic, Mr. E. A. 
Bavanan, to write “. . . better-written 
music than would furnish out half- 
a-dozen ordinary revues” (News- 
Chronicle)? Why “out”? In the 
dictionary, I know: but is it right ’ 

EXERCISE. 

Mr. Justice Riapy Swirt (to a wit- 
ness). “Although you may sit down 
you must still speak up.” 

(1) If the learned judge had said 
“Although you may sit you 
must still speak,” 





pe “bie proposed to hasten up the 
immunisation (!) against this disease.” 
Battalion Orders. 





—— 
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(2) Dothese two prepositions pass the 
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ALL THIS TALK ABOUT THE MARCH OF PROGRESS Str ARTHUR, BY GAD, Sir! 
THE OLD COACHING DAYS WERE GOOD ENOUGH FOR ME!” 











Aa ERR 








would his utterance have been Australian Lullaby. 
equally eiorir 
(a) effective (6) intelligible? AT sunset when 
{newer The many brews 
(a) No. (b) No Of kangaroos 


And walleroos 
And wabbly wallabies 


test prescribed above, brothers ? . 
: Fold their queues ; 


ame 1 own.’ No. When red rock-wallabies, 
“lp.” Yes Rock red wallabies, 
: And brush-tailed wallabies 
(3) But if the “down” is omitted does Brush rash wallabies, 
not the sentence lose its balance And wailing wallabies 
and the pleasing opposition of Refuse to snooze: 
‘dowa” ena ““p'' When kangaroos 
Answer And walleroos 
Yes And wall-eyed wallabies 
(4) Then do we (here) pass both of With piebald alibis 
the prepositions, brothers { Warble lullabies—_ 
{nswer It makes most horrible 
Yes. What a life! A. P. Bt. : Hullabaloos! 
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Her Mother. 





“GEORGE DOESN'T MIND #oW RIDICULOUS HE MAKES US LOOK.” 








The Ballad of the Bloomsbury 
Belle. 


|'m one of the Belles of Bloomsbury, 
|'m one of the Bloomsbury Belles! 
Oh, none of your top-back-reoms for 
me, 
For now I’m one of the swells— 
One of those 
Liter- 





y 
Ethel M. 
Dells, 
One of the élite 
Of Gower Street, 
One of the Bloomsbury Belles! 


| have looked for rooms in Chelsea, 
| have hunted much farther afield, 
But I have only seen a few 

That have honestly appealed. 

And, with all the world wide, 


_ I could not decide 


Whether to live in Mayfair 


| Or in gay Barkingside. 


All over Hammersmith Broadway 


| And down the Strand I've strolled ; 


I’ve even been te Turnham Green, 
But confess it left me cold. 


Through the wilds of Greater London 
I’ve meandered on my trek— 
I’ve even tripped, after dark, 
To the jungle regions of Regent’s Park, 
And I’ve been to Tooting Bee. 
Oh, I’m one of the Belles of Blooms- 
bury, 
Yes, one of those Bloomsbury 
Belles! 
None of your Fulham fumes for me, 
For now I’m one of the swells— 
One of those 
Berta 
and 
Ursula 
gels, 
One of the élite 
Of Gower Street, 
One of the Bloomsbury Belles! 


{ could never stand the atmosphere 

Of | oon Lancaster Gate, 

And my search for the 
Place 

Has reduced me to a state 

When my spirits fail, 

My soul turns pale 

If anyone's so tactless 

As to mention Maida Vale. 

I could not waste my sweetness 


Perfect 


On the gloom of Eaton Square, 

And, although I’ve gazed on Worm- 
wood Scrubs, 

I found no solace there. 

The pallid beauties of Belsize Park 

Move no deep chord in me, 

And I've really no feeling 

About living in Ealing, 

Except it’s so far from the sea. 

* * * * * 

Oh, I’ve always been one of the rose- 

buds 


But now I’m one of the blooms! 
One of those brazen Bloomsbury 
Who sit cross-legg’d in their rooms; 
Who cheerfully move to their various 

dooms 
With no thought of heaven or hell! 
For I don’t want to be Queen of the 

May, Mother, 
And live in a Y.W.C.A., Mother— 
I want to make hay, 

HAY, 
HAY, Mother, 

And bloom like a Bloomsbury Belle! 





A Fair Warning. 
“He is unmarried and is assured of a warm 
welcome when he comes to ——- : 
Report of Appointment of a New Vicar. 
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THE BOY WHO SHOULDN'T GROW UP. 


Joun BULu. 
WON’T GROW OUT OF IT.” 

Germany. “WELL, AT ALL 
OF YOURS.” 


“THERE’S YOUR NEW 


EVENTS I’LL 


NAVY SUIT 


PROMISE NOT 


NOW YOU 


MUST PROMISE 


TO UNLESS YOU 


GROW 


ME YOU 


OUT 


] 
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Impressions of Parliament. 





Synopsis of the Week. 
Monday, June 17th.—Lords: 
Bills Read a Second Time. 
Commons: Debate on Education. 
Tuesday, June 18th.—Lords: Second 
Reading Debate on the India Bill. 
Commons: Debate on Duties. 


Various 





The Stone-Thrower. “This giass-house wil! 
be fair game for me—it's such a long time 
since I lived in one.” 


Dr. ADDISON. 


Wednesday, June 19th.—Lords: Debate 
on the India Bill. 
Commons: Debate on Income-Tax. 


Monday, June l7th.—The face of the 
Government, having been considerably 
lifted, was eagerly scanned to-day. In 
the Upper House Lord HaiLsHam was 
warmly greeted as he perched himself 
perilously upon the 
Woolsack, and in the 
Commons the new and 
the old Ministers came 
in for cheers and banter. 

At Question-Time the 
new P.M.G., Major 
Tryon, announced that 
the Alexandra Palace 
had been selected as a 
site for the first televi- 
sion station, and gave 
rise in the bosom of Mr. 
P.’s R. to the earnest 
hope that the Palace it- 
self, that monstrous 
miracle of wedding-cake 
architecture, would on 
no account ever be itself 
selected as a subject for 
television. Television- 
receivers are still very 
delicate mechanisms. 

Captain ARTHUR 


Before 
Behind 
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EVANS raised the urgent question of the 
wretched quality of many British films 
churned out to satisfy the demands of 
the quota, and Mr. Runciman promised 
to receive any deputation on the sub- 
ject led by Captain Evans. This is 
indeed a matter vital to the public. 

Mr. Patine’s anxiety about the 
extent of this country’s water reserves 
seemed a trifle superfluous, and no one 
else was surprised when Sir KINGSLEY 
Woop, in his new office, assured him 
that everything in the garden was as 
wet could or words to that 
effect 

The Labour Party’s endeavour to 
heckle Mr. BaLpwrn on his appoint- 
ment of two Ministe rs-without-port- 
folio was not particularly effective, and 
Dr. App1son, who was an occupant of 
this kind of glass-house in 1921. laid 
himself needlessly open in throwing a 
portfolio at Lord Eustace Percy and 


as he 


Mr. Epex. But the P.M. was moved 
to give the House the interesting in- 
formation that his spell as Lord 
President was the most arduous and 


worst paid in his long experience 


The rest of the day was happily 
spent in discussing the Education 
Vote, Mr. RAMSBOTHAM giving a most 
satisfactory account of the past year’s 
progress, and the new Minister, Mr. 
OLIveR STANLEY, winding up the 
debate 

Tuesday, June 18th.—The Bill to 


decide the future of India, while not of 
course drawing quite so good a gate to 
the Lords as that dealing with the snar- 
ing of rabbits, gave rise to an interest- 
ing debate this ufternoon and gave Lord 
LLOYD an opportunity to release his 
pent-up contempt for the measure. 
Lord ZETLAND, upon whom the 
mantle of Sir Samur. Hoarsg has fallen 





Forward!’ 


“ But those before cried 
And those behind cried * Back!’” 


(But the Elephant succeeds in maintaining tts status quo.) 
. Lorp Sweet. 
. Lorp Laeyp. 


as it were in mid-stream. made an 
eloquent survey of the Bill and com. 
mended it to their Lordships’ sympa- 
thetic consideration. Lord or Pr 
lowed him and, speaking with a degree 
of excitement which often poms 
words inaudible in the Press Gallery, 





attacked the Government so bitterly 
that Mr. P.’s R. was led to doubt 
his sense of proportion. He moved to 





The Bishop (of Exeter). “There'd be no 
castle left—if only I could have my move!’ 


withhold Federation from the scope 
of the Bill, and cited a long list of 
countries where Federation had failed ; 
but this seemed an argument no 
sounder than holding, for instance, 
that democracy should be withheld 
from a certain country because it had 
broken down in Russia, Germany and 
Italy. And he went on to paint a 





ghastly picture of the | 


disruption which India 
was about to enjoy, to 
accuse the Government 
of sitting like cowards 
on the fence, to object 
to the absence of officers 
from the witnesses be- 
fore the Joint Select 


at Mr. Batpowrn for de- 


about feeling in India. 
After him came Lord 

SNELL, who put his 

objections in a more 


his best for the Labour 
Party’s case, that, though 
the Bill would do some- 
thing for India’s free- 
dom, it would not do 
nearly enough. Of the 
subsequent speeches the 





rational manner and did | 


Committee, and tosneer | 


luding the British public 
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Producer of spectacular film, “ The House that Jack Built.” 











OUGHT TO BE A COW AND ITS HORNS SHOULD BE CRUMPLED.” 


“ You VE GoT THIS WRONG! 








CGEo0'M 


ACCORDING TO THE SCRIPT IT 








most remarkable was that of Lord 
HARDINGE, an ex-Viceroy, who regretted 
that the confidence of the Princes had 
been betrayed in February by the ex- 
treme section of the Conservative Party, 
and assured their Lordships that not 
only was there little doubt of the 
Princes’ support, but also that oppo- 
sition to the Bill in India had already 
completely died down. 

It was to be observed that Lord 
RoTHERMERE followed these speeches 
with a face pregnant with gloom, but, 
although his pockets may have been 
bursting with messages from the 
Princes condemning Federation to 
oblivion, he made no attempt to 
impart them to the House. 

Wednesday, June 19th.—When their 
Lordships resumed the Second Reading 
discussion of the India Bill this after- 
noon, speeches maintained the high 
standard of yesterday: on such a sub- 
ject as this the Upper House is notably 
better informed than the Commons. 
But the debate took no new channel. 

In a_ well-reasoned h Lord 
Crewe supported the Bill and con- 
demned Lord Lioyp’s Amendment as 
likely, if carried, to cause the eventual 
break-up of India into aca as 
separate as Gambia and Sierra Leone. 

The most remarkable contribution 


came from the Bishop of ExreTER, who 
elaborated his profound distrust of 
democracy. It was the oldest form of 
government, he said, and it had always 


ATS shi 


OUR BACK BENCH WHO’S WHO? 
Pity 

The Chairman of the Kitchen Committee, 
One little mouse in the zambaglione 


Means a general stampede for Sir Joun 
Ganzont. 





~ 





exhibited the characteristic of great 
fragility. He described vividly the 
condition of corruption to which 
democracy had brought America, and, 
quoting Signor Mussoiint’s dictum 
that democracy was essentially im- 
moral because it appealed to the 
persona! motive, he agreed. Some other 
form of government must be discovered, 
but whether he viewed Fascism as the 
best alternative he did not say. 

Lord Scong, who has brought not 
only an agreeable personality but also 
a top-hat to augment the lamentably 
meagre ranks of the Upper House top- 
hat group, pleased the Lords to-day 
with his maiden speech as Lord Mans- 
FIELD; while he regretted that it 
should be critical in tone of a Govern- 
ment which he supported, he explained 
that his objection was not to India 
governing itself, but to the assembling 
of a Western democratic government 
for India which paid no attention to 
her ancient systems. ’ 

The Commons took the Finance Bill 
a little further, the CHANCELLOR de- 
clining to accept an optimistic Amend- 
ment by Mr. Masane to reduce’ 
income-tax to four shillings, on the 
excellent grounds that he hadn't 
twenty-five million pounds ‘up his 
sleeve. 


—_—— 
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As Others Hear Us. 


The Old Hand. 


“TI was hoping to meet you, old man. 
How are you?” 

“Oh, I’m all right, thanks. How’s 
yourself?” 

“Things aren't too bright, you 
know. I’ve just had a piece of shocking 
bad luck too.” 

“T’m sorry to hear that. You must 
tell me all about it some day. I’m 
afraid I’ve got to rush now——” 

“ Here—which way are you going ’”’ 

“As a matter of fact I shall have to 
go in a taxi.” 

“T wonder if you’d mind giving me 
a lift?” 

“I'm not really going in your direc- 
tion, I’m afraid.” 

“That's all right, old chap. 
way’s mine.” 

“But look here, I’m going to Liver- 
pool Street Station.” 

“That'll do me splendidly. | 
easily pop into the Underground.” 

“Look here, I don’t like taking you 
out of your way like this. I'll give you 
a ring in the morning.” 

“No, no, that’s all right. To be per- 
fectly frank, I want a word with you.’ 

“Yes, but look here——” 

“That’s all right, old man. I know 
exactly what you're going to say 
But it isn’t what you think.” 

“T’m sorry, but I can’t wait. Taxi!” 

“Taxi! That’s a bit of luck. He'd 
have gone right past us if I hadn't 
hailed him. In you get—I'll tell him 
Liverpool Street, shall I?”’ 

“Thanks.” 

“Now, there’s nothing like coming 
straight to the point. You know that 
fiver you let me have the other day?” 

“As a matter of fact it happened to 
be a tenner.” 

“That’s what I said, wasn’t it? 
Well, you remember that tenner!” 

“Yes, I do. In fact I was rather 
wondering whethe . 

“ Naturally, naturally ; that ’sexactly 
what I was coming to. I think the 
original idea was that I was to let you 
have it back at the end of next month ! ” 
“The beginning of this month, I 

“Was it? I daresay. There's not 
much in it either way. Call it the 
beginning of this month for the sake 
of argument.” 

“| don’t want to press it, but actually 


Ye ur 





we're somewhere about the middle of 


the month now, aren't we?” 

“Well, if you call the thirteenth the 
middle of the month—— Still, the 
point is this: that fiver—tenner—what- 
ever you like to call it, hasn’t done 
quite what I expected of it.” 
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“| pivcH MY LONELY CARAVAN AT NIGHT.” 








“T thought you said it was a cer- 
tainty?” 

“My dear chap, be reasonable! 
How can there be such a thing as a 
certainty in the present state of the 
country? Goodness gracious me, I’m 
not a prophet. It’s not reasonable to 
expect infallibility, hang it all!” 

* Well, but I don’t know that I ever 
did expect it.” 

“Ah! that’s just what I wanted to 
get at. So long as you acknowledge 
that freely and frankly, then we know 
where we are. I can’t tell you what a 
relief it is to me that you should take 
it like this.” 

“You haven’t given me much chance 
of taking it at all, so far.” 

“By Jove, that’s rather funny! But 
joking apart, what I really wanted——” 

“Just a minute. If it’s a question of 
borrowing any more——” 


“My dear chap! What do you take 
me for’? If I hadn't had the most 
infernal bad luck and been absolutely 
let down over a couple of certainties 
I: shouldn't have dreamt for one 
moment of letting you advance me so 
much as a sixpence. Of course, if 
you insist, I’H hand it back on tho 
spot.” 

“No, no, no! That’s all right. I 
didn’t mean that.” 

“T know you didn’t. I just wanted 
to get the whole thing absolutely clear, 
that’s all. And if you'd care to bring 
the whole thing up to, say, twenty-five 
pounds, I thi one safely promise 
you a good return for your money in a 
couple of months’ time. Here's Liver- 
pool Street, old man. No, no, it’s my 
taxi—I insist——— By Jove! That's a 
funny thing. I haven't got a a 
worth of change on me.” E.M.D. 
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At the Play. | 
l'une Fwo Mrs. Carrots” 
(St. Marrrn’s). 
Wuen we first meet the cheerful 


nnington (Mr. Epwarp HARBEN) in 
Two Mrs. Carrolls, at St. Martin’s, 





,OCTOR WITH A CIGAR-MANNER. 
Tuttle. . . Mr. Lamont Dioxson, 


is so exactly the sort of young man 
ho will be a friend in need that we are 
tty sure emergencies worthy of 

s faithful zeal will arise before very 
g. We are quite right. Geoffrey 
nd Sally Carroll, newly established in 
eir beautiful Riviera home, 
el that it is Paradise, and 
raight away the heads of 
iany snakes begin toemerge. 
Snake Number One isadaz- 
ling widow, fair and statu- 
«que (Miss Joan Mavupe), 
vhere Sally is a mercurial, 
ry lively dark Russian. 
ily(Miss ELENA MrraMova) 
herself Mrs Geoffrey Carroll 
Number Two, and Geoffrey 
Mir. Lesire BankKs)isa paint- 


whose inspiration comes and 
voes and necessitates frequent 


vives. But there is more and 
vorse to him than that, and 
n his character lurks an evil 
erpent of ruthless egoism, 
und where for any reason 

cannot get a divorce he 


isoning. 
[t is this side of his char- 


that- Sally ought. to know about. Be- 
cause, sdon after Geoffrey has set his 
eyes on Mrs. Harden, Sally begins to be 
mysteriously ill. The Riviera doctor, 
Dr. Tuttle (Mr. Lamont Dickson), a 
splendid specimen of the inept physi- 
cian whose main stock-in-trade is cheer- 
fulness, is of course completely out of 
his depth. 

But the Riviera is a grand place for 
gossip, and by a fortunate chance, 
although the first Mrs. Carroll is in 
England, she hears enough to bring 
her post-haste to Sally. What she has 
to tell is that she too was in her day the 
recipient of her husband’s poisoning 
attentions. Indeed she divorced him 
for it, and has his written confession 
handy. 

It is a capital scene when the two 
Mrs. Carrolls meet, and Miss Mrra- 
MOVA gives a superb exhibition, which 
rings true all through a most exacting 
leg of Sally’s reception of the appal- 
ing news. What an actress she is, 
showing us through the vehement pro- 
testations of disbelief the steady 
growth of rational conviction that the 
unthinkable is all too true! 

The play then becomes immensely 
exciting. Mr. Lestiz Banks is par- 
ticularly skilful as a silent actor and at 
making a few sentences convey a great 

eal, and he sets about his murdering 
in a way that blends cunning and folly 
according to the true style. 

There are tales of earlier tragedy in 
the house, a mistral blowing and other 
tricks to heighten horror, which give 
the impression of being adventitious 
decoration. But the parts are in such 








HOW HAPPY WOULD HE BE WITH NEITHER. 








capable hands that all is, for ‘the 
audience, very well. The vein of mad 
self-centredness in Geoffrey makes us 
quite credulous of his unnecessary risks 
—for he rushes on destruction with 
his crude tactics, knowing that his pre- 
vious confession is in the hands of a 
hostile brother-in-law. 
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PERHAPS IT WAS THE MISTRAL. 
Geoffrey Carroll Mr. Lesuiz Bangs. 
Harriet Carroll .Miss Loutse Hampron. 


After all, when murder is in im- 
mediate prospect, when telephones have 
been cut off and when sofas are being 
wheeled against doors in the des- 
perate efforts of the intended victim 
to postpone being murdered 
and high crisis reigns, the 
action isthe thing, and action, 
stirring and intense, this 
accomplished cast gives us to 
the full. D. W 


“ANYTHING GOES” (PALACE). 
A challenging title, but a 
challenge which in this case 
it would be monstrously un- 
fair to take up. For Mr. Guy 
Bouton and Mr. P. G. WopE- 
HOUSE have compiled, under 
Mr. Cocuran’s egis, a book 
which is as dazzling a muddle 
as any musical-comedy could 
be, and they have provided 
situations and lines which fit 
Mr.Sypney Howarp’sgolden 
personality, as Mr. Wopr- 
HOUSE would say, like a g. 
And what a_ personality 
it is! Moonface he is well 
called in this piece, through 


te ; J Sally Carrol . 2... . Miss Evena Miramova. which, as the poet SHELLEY 
acter that his first wife Harriet Geoffrey Carroll ‘Se eg Wank Mr. Lesure Bangs. remarked in other circum- 
(Mies Lourse H.»wpron) feels Harriet Carroll . 2 2. ; Miss Louise’ HaMPTon. stances, the moon’sunclouded 
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ndeurrolls. Noteven the Episcopal 

nches in the House of Lords can 
match his gentle gravity, his unob- 
trusive sapience and his air of endur- 
ing calm. Like two disgruntled ser- 
pents his arms writhe in and out, 
never really comfortable, and all the 
time his massive frame is tying itself 
into fat modest knots of self-efface- 
ment. When he is funniest he grows 
infinitely pathetic, and this price- 
less quality of pathos leads me to 
dare, as I think I have dared before, 
to mention him in the same breath 
with CHAPLIN. 

From the moment when he comes on 
to the Transatlantic liner, which fur- 
nishes seven out of the nine scenes, he 
is desperately funny. Disguised as a 
clergyman and carrying a saxophone- 
case which flies open to reveal a 
machine-gun, he is supposed to be 
America’s Public Enemy No. 13, flee- 
ing to Europe for a change of victims. 
The fact that a gangster-friend has 
failed to make the ship enables 
him to offer his other bunk to an 
engaging young man who is stowing 
away for the sake of a girl. The 
young man is Mr. Jack Wurrine, the 
girl is Miss Apete Drxon, and she 
is engaged, for reasons affecting the 
commercial fortunes of her family, to 
an English baronet, ably described by 





A REVEREND DOCTOR AND HIS 
CHEST-PROTECTOR. 
Sir Evelyn Oakleigh, Bart . Mr. Perer 
Happon. 
. Mr. SYDNEY 
Howarp. 


Rev. Dr. Moon. 


his authors as having a monocle in his 
throat and ably portrayed by Mr. 
Perer Happon. The ship’s list, a long 


one, concerns us no further than that 
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it includes a cabaret-star, Miss JEANNE 
AUBERT, and a hard-stooting dame 
whose exact relation to Moonface is 
unspecified, but even to the most 





4 HiP 


SPECLALIS1I 


Reno Lagrange . Miss Jeanne Aupert. 


charitable mind beyond doubt. This 
is Miss Berry Kean 

Overflowing with the hooch of 
gangster kindness, Moonface takes the 
stowaway under his wing. Is the 
purser being troublesome’? Moonfare 
offers to bump him off in a moment. 
Does he lack shoes, and glasses for his 
better disguise? Moonface brings him 
all the shoes in the corridor to choose 
from and goes and hooks the spectacles 
off the face of the next cabin’s occupant. 
A beard? And he holds a strange lady 
spellbound in conversation while her 
Pomeranian is robbed of its fleece. 
There is nothing this sterling fellow 
won't do for a pal 

Although I came away uncertain 
whether the lyrics and music are quite 
up to Mr. Coe Porrer’s best standard 
and doubtful of the taste of one of his 
songs, I can forgive him this and much 
more for the rare excellence of “ You're 
the Top,” already well-known in the 
States. 

This song should make poor Miss 
Otis turn jealously in her grave, and 
should emerge triumphantly from the 
most fastidious gramophone — more 
triumphantly, I hope, than it emerged 
from the lips of Miss JEANNE AUBERT, 
who was frequently unintelligible to 
me in the fourth row of the stalls. Her 
accent, which divides its fealty between 
Paris and Hollywood, is not helpful in 
getting Mr. Core Porter's delicate 





lyries across, however fascinating it 
may be. She is an aceomplished and 
individual actress, but to my mind her 
effectiveness is diminished by the fact 
that, like her accent, her technique 
appears to spring jointly from the old 
and the new capitals of feminine allure 
Sometimes she is more reminiscent of 
DexyYsta and sometimes more remin- 
iscent of Maz West. 

Mr. Jaex Wuirttne is one of the most 
attractive comedy leads New York has 
lent us for a long time. Im himself he 
is not so much funny as a thoroughly 
acceptable young man of great charm 
and infectious gaiety. As a foil to Mr. 
Howarp’s mannered absurdities he 
is ideal, and he sings well. Miss 
ApkLE Drxon played the nice but 
not-too-humorous English Miss with 
grace and some unselfishness: Miss 
Berry Kean danced very well and 
conveyed the impression that she would 
as soon go out without her gat as 
without her lipstick; and Mr. Prerger 
Happon was a Threepwood to what 
the T'hreepwoods have of backbone. 
his monocle indomitably in his throat. 
As a bonus, so to speak, to all these, 
we were also given the singing of the 
Four Apmimats and the Four 





HarMonists, which we much appre- | 


ciated. 
Mr. Cocuran’s Youna LAbDIEs were 


as lively, as accurate and as well- | 


dressed as always, and the settings 
were bright and amusing; but some- 




















IN THE SHIP’S CELLS. 
Love TRYING TO LAUGH AT LOCKS, 


. Ma. Jack Wurrine. 


Billy Crocker 
. Muss Avkie Drxon. 


Hope Harcourt 
how there were fewer signs than usual 
of Mr. Cocuran’s direction. Perhaps 


a certain magnificence was lacking. 
Eric. 
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Mipsummer Eve,” murmured Florrie Jane, 
Poking her semi-recumbent swain 

As they sat in the dusky wood. 

Rather surly was Albert’s mood, 


For vietuals and drink and sleep to him 
Were sweeter than songs of seraphim. 


‘Wot abart it?” said he. 

“Come on, Albert,” said she. 

‘It’s queer, but I’d like to dance round and sing 
Where those toadstools stand in that fairy ring.” 
“Tnem things!” said Albert with scorn, 

“Strikes me you've blooming well gorn 

Batty, young Florrie. Why, they ain’t food ; 

And what ain’t eatable ain’t much good.” 


Florrie Jane 

Cried in vain 

As Albert kicked all the toadstools down 
And grinned the while like a circus-clown. 
But the fairy folk 

Didn't see the joke, 

So they changed him into a blasted oak, 
While Florrie Jane, alone and sad, 

Wept at the fate of Albert the Bad. 


But a year went by as a year will do, 

And the maiden plighted her troth anew, 

This time to a decentish boy 

Named Fred, who consented with joy 

To go to the wood and dance and sing 

Where the toadstools made a fairy ring. 

Exhausted at length, they could dance no more, so 
They ended their games 

By carving their names 

(Not thinking, of course) on Bad Albert’s torso. =D. ©. 








Alphonse. 





Dip | ever tell you about Alphonse and the Countess /”’ 
| asked as we finally reached our table. 
No,” said Jill, and “Do tell!” she added with wifely 


enthusiasm. 


Our progress through the restaurant had been like a royal 
procession, for from his proprietorial position in the door- 
way Alphonse had bowed to us majestically as far as his 
third chin and indicated by a flick of his fat white fingers 
that we were to be given the best of everything. Where- 
fore the waiters buzzed about us with deferential fami- 
larity. 

Jill watched Alphonse with admiration. His nicely graded 
greetings, from a slight lowering of the heavy lids to a full 
bow from what, alas! was once a waist, fascinated her. 

“What deportment!”’ she murmured. 

‘I knew Alphonse when he hopped around like a well- 
trained flea,” | said. 

“Oh, no!” objected Jill. 

“Indeed, yes,” I insisted. “In the days before the War 
he was the perfect waiter—black hair greasily slapped back 
over a high forehead, slim waist, long legs and neat quick 
fingers. He could willow in and out of tables carrying trays 
incredibly loaded, and he wielded the most graceful tabie- 
napkin I ever saw. 

In those days Alphonse was the most popular waiter 


on the Calais-Paris Express diner. He knew us all, remem- 








. bered our interests, and soothed us after a bad crossing-by 


his perfect ministrations. 

“During the early part of the War I had a job in Paris 
and found myself once again on the train with Alphonse. 
He was pleased to see me and noticed at once that the 
wretched crossing, my new uniform and the war-time 
slowness of the train had given me what he called ‘the 

ip. 
Y MPsicur undoubtedly suffers from the pip ce soir,’ he 
murmured. ‘Allons, M’sieur shall sit just here and he shall 
see a little entertainment arranged by Alphonse. Assur- 
edly to-night M’sieur shall not be bored.’ 

“A moment later there entered the car a most astound- 
ing old lady. She was upholstered from head to foot in 
purple and fine linen. She dripped diamonds and pearls. 
Her white hair, untidily piled high on her head, was pierced 
at odd places by diamond pins. Her skinny neck appeared 
to be held together only by an ancient diamond dog-collar, 
and her claw-like fingers were littered with rings. Her face, 
neck and hands were skinny, but the rest of her was vast. 
An enormous plateau of bosom provided a resting-place 
for pearls which cascaded over the abyss into the valley of 
her capacious lap. 

“She was seated with some ceremony at a table opposite 
to mine. She gazed at the menu, kept Alphonse standing 
at her side for age-long minutes while she abused the dishes 
and reluctantly announced her choice. Sent Alphonse 
scurrying for the wine-waiter, argued with him while she 
insisted on her wineglasses being changed and her cutlery 
polished. Then she turned her attention to the excellent 
hors d’euvre and polished it off to the last crumb, demand- 
ing loudly a further supply of olives. 

“*The Countess Cordonniére,’ murmured Alphonse as he 
hurried past me with another full dish. 

“| was just preparing to sip my Bouillabaisse when | 
saw Alphonse bearing down on her again, this time carry- 
ing an overflowing portion of the delicious soup. 

‘He bowed over her reverently and then to my amaze- 
ment Alphonse, the perfect waiter, moved his hand, held 
the plate firmly by the outer rim and poured as if from a 
jug the whole contents to the last shaken drop into the 
purple spread of lap. He then tilted back the plate, wiped 
the rim carefully with his napkin and set it down with an 
air of complete satisfaction. 

“Stupefied, the Countess gazed at him for a full second 
and then yelled like an elephant in pain. She called on 
strange gods. She shook herself like a St. Bernard in snow, 
she raged, she swore, and Alphonse stood by listening with 
deference. 

“*This is the last dinner you will serve, young man,’ 
she squealed. ‘To-night I write to the management. To- 
morrow—— 

“*To-morrow, Madame, interrupted Alphonse—‘to- 
morrow I join my regiment, and I shall spill blood, not 
soup. 

“He paused and continued in a voice loud enough for 
all the carriage to hear— 

“Madame will permit that I return to her in lieu of 
damages the usual pourboire which Madame has given the 
last few years in return for the service of experienced 
waiters like myself. Your two sous, Madame,’ and with a 
flourish he handed her the coppers and made the exit of 
his career.” 

_ dill gazed at the monumental! figure, almost Epstein in 
its grotesque repose. 

“T can’t imagine him spilling soup, even on purpose,” 
she said. 

“No,” I replied; “I can’t imagine him spilling blood 
cither, but he did both.” 
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Professor of Zoology. “1 pon’? TRY TO REMEMBER A ) s NAMES; EVERY TIME I REMEMBER THE NAME OF A 
STUDENT I FORGET THE NAME OF A FISH 











Or when the tragic meaning you revealed 


To Harry Plunket Greene Of what was lost on Mohacs’ fatal field. 
On His Seventieth Birthday Folk-songs great Lieder, Scuvupert, Braums 
initia and ScHUMANN— 
Tue glory of great singers, when they pass Nothing was foreign to you that was human. 
Has seldom proved more durable than brass Yet while a faithful votary of art, 
But you are happy in a triple claim In other spheres you played an active part, 
To the achievement of abiding fam: Pursuing with insatiable zest 


Your favourite sport upon the Bourne and Test, 
h Where the bright waters meet,” and by your pen 
Endeared to all good dry-fly fishermen. 
No pedantry of schools, no rigid system 
Is yours, but neminem fecisti tristem; 
Nothing you ever touched without adorning For whether ‘‘on the air”’ or in the flesh 
Whether “to Philadelphia in the morning You never fail to cheer us and refresh; 
You swept us off, or re-awoke the fir And those who meet to honour you to-night 
And magic lingering in the Magyar lyre Hope from their hearts that in his onward flight 
As the fierce shepherd urging o’er the plain, Time, when he knocks in ten years at your door, 
On Vengeance bent, his horse “ with flowing m: 


Dowered with ancestral eloquence of speech 
Handing the sacred torch to those you tea 
And master of a literary skill 

Envied by all who drive the humble qui 





Will find you standing four-square at four-score. C.L.G. : 
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Urge Day. 


Don Quixote and Sancho Panza con- 
tinued to ride forward, discussing the 
question of enchanters in relation to 
that of windmills. At length they de- 
scried a man covered with cuts and 
bruises lying at the side of the path. 

Here,” said the knight, “is roof 
of the existence of enchanters. 
thou, Sancho, the condition to which 
these wretches have reduced this poor 
man?” Then, addressing the man: 

Speak out, friend, and be not afraid, 
for he is here who will avenge you on 
your enemies.” 

‘So please you,” said the man, “I 
have no enemies. These cuts and 
bruises are merely the result of a mis- 
understanding. I am, or was until to- 
day, the leading eduecationist of the 
village beyond that hill.” 

“What say you to that, Sancho?” 
said the knight. “What is an educa- 
tionist ?”’ 

“A device of the devil, your wor- 
hip ” ceplied Sancho, piously crossing 
hivself. ‘For my part I always spit 
over my left shoulder when I see one 
oming, for, as we say in La Mancha, 
the Satanist lurks behind the educa- 
tionist. 

“You are mistaken, friend,” said the- 
man. “An edueationist is the friend 
of humanity, and if his work some- 
times ends in misunderstandings, cuts 
und bruises, it only goes to show how 
urgently humanity needs friends. I 
began my mission in yonder village 
by pointing out to the schoolmaster 
where he was wrong.” 

“| thought a schoolmaster was never 
wrong,” observed Don Quixote. 

“A schoolmaster is never right,” 
replied the man emphatically. “That 
is the first thing an educationist 
learns.” Q 

‘That may very well be,” remarked 
Sancho, “for, as my father used to say, 
the nearer the school the farther from 
learning.” 

“I do not like the word ‘1 ing,’ ” 
said the man coldly. “It is the galli 
chain which binds us to the obsolete 
past. As I pointed out to the school- 
master, reading and writing were all 
very well in the Dark Ages, but in this, 
the era of progress, they are unneces- 
sary. ‘What,’ said I, ‘will your pupils 
do when they have learned to read and 
write! They will only read books and 
write love-letters. How much better 
would it be for them to study some 
fascinating form of handwork, some- 
thing that would at once uplift their 
minds and provide that wonderful 
specific for all ills, the correlation of 
hand and eye!’” 3 ae 





“What is the correlation of hand and 
eye?” inquired Don Quixote. — 

“A pose to raise the Devil,’ whis- 
pered Sancho. “At least that is what 
my old schoolmaster used to say it 
never failed to do.” 

“He was behind the times,” replied 
the man. ‘“‘Schoolmasters are always 
behind the times. That is the second 
thing an edueationist learns. The 
schoolmaster in yonder village argued 
in a puerile way that the art of manag- 
ing a pen was handwork, and when I 
requested him not to quibble he threw 
me out of the school, though I re- 
minded him that force was no remedy.” 

“That is what the brigand chief, 
Gil de Soto, told the officers of the Holy 
Brotherhood when they put the rope 
round his neck,” said Sancho. 

‘Prithee, peace,” said Don Quixote, 
“and let us hear this worthy man, 
What did you do then?” 

“T recognised that a tour de force 
was necessary in order to attract pub- 
lic attention,” replied the man. “I 
therefore organised a Health Week in 
the village. My only difficulty was the 
fact that none of the people in the 
village was ever ill, except old José the 
basket-maker, who was tortured with 
rheumatism. I resolved to cure him.” 

“That would indeed be a tour de 
what d’ ye call it,” observed Sancho. 
“My father used to say there was no 
eure for rheumatism but churchyard 
mould. How do you do it?” 

“T engaged him for two reals a day 
to perambulate the village repeating 
these words in a firm and confident 
voice: ‘There is no such thing as 
rheumatism.’ The force of suggestion 
would have cured him by the end of 
the week, but during the second day 
he had the misfortune to meet the 
alguazil of the district, who himself 
suffered from rheumatism and who at 
once sent him to the galleys for spread- 
ing false reports.” 

He will have his reward hereafter,” 
said Sancho. “In La Mancha we say 
that hell has no terrors for those who 
have had rheumatism. What did you 
do then?” 

“I organised a Rhythm Week,” 
replied the man. 

“Rhythm?” asked Don Quixote. 
“What is that?” 

“Tt is difficult to explain in less than 
: week,” said the man. ‘That is why 

— a Rhythm Week.” 

“Has a windmill got rhythm?” 
asked Sancho with a grin. 

“Undoubtedly,” replied the man. 
“The forces of nature are always 
rhythmical, as opposed to the sordid 
processes of industrialism.” 

“Then my Dapple must have 
rhythm,” said Sancho. ‘The next 





time I beat her I shall explain that I 
am doing so rhythmically and she will 
understand. But how did you spend 
the week?” 

“I explained to the village the 
economy of effort that would result if 
they did everything rhythmically, 
from kneading dough to mowing grass. 
Unfortunately the week’s festivities 
were marred by a slight accident. I 
had undertaken to show the farmers 
of the district how a scythe should be 
rhythmically swung. A large audience 
had assembled to watch the demon- 
stration. The first eleven swings were 
perfectly rhythmical, though, as the 
audience did not fail to point out, the 
scythe did not cut anything. At the 
twelfth swing that omission was 
rectified. I cut my own left foot.” 

“In La Mancha,” said Sancho, “we 
say that children, fools and educa- 
tionists should not be allowed within 
seven strides of a scythe.” 

“The ribald behaviour of the mob,” 
continued the man, “convinced me 
that something would have to be done 
for their subconscious minds, which 
were simply a mass of complexes, 
repressions and inhibitions. The best 
way of liberating these, I considered, 
was to institute an Urge Day, during 
which each inhabitant of the village 
would do whatever he felt the urge to 
do. His subconscious mind would thus 
be purified.” 

“Was it a success?” asked Don 
Quixote. 

“Tt was,” replied the man with a 
short groan. “With fists, with feet, 
with cudgels, even, I regret to say, 
with stones, they unanimously urged 
me out of the village.” W.G. 








Miss Herodias. 


Lo, Spring’s fierce harbinger 
Rides through the phantom branches, 
Shattering their winter tracery, 
Skimming the long sleek hills. 





More heady and more fiercely sweet 
Than amber wine 
Quaffed by slim Dionysus as he stood 
Rosy and laughing in Thessalian wood, 
He quickens the turbid air; 
And with his breath 
Strokes the lean furrows where they lie, 
Whistling his promise of green foam, 
When the dry Selepooesh shall be sweet 
With hawthorn ruddy and milk-white. 


Deep in the wind-shrill valley, 
Between four walls hermetically sealed, 
Two dusky figures in a dead forgotten 

dream 
Grimly, 
intently 
Miss Herodias and the Curate play 
bezique. 
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| The Winner. 


For the past few months Edith and 
I have been trying to make a quick 
fortune by going in for competitions 
where you pay sixpence for two 
attempts to win anything up to a 
thousand pounds if you are lucky or 
skilful. Edith never does anything by 
halves, so we have entered for about 
a dozen such competitions every week, 
and the house has been littered with 
the mangled periodicals from which 
we have cut the coupons. At first we 
recorded in a little book all the entries 
sent in, but after a time abandoned it 
as a waste of time. 

“ After all,” as she said, “we shall 
soon find out when we win anything 
because they will send us a cheque. 
So we’d better decide now what per- 
centage each of us will take of the 
profits.” 

After a good deal of haggling we 
decided that if one of Edith’s ideas 
gained a prize she would take 
eighty per cent. and I would take 
twenty per cent. If one of mine 
gained a prize I would take eighty per 
cent. and she would take twenty per 
cent. 
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BLOOMIN’ TRUTH I FERGOT ALL ABART IT.” 








Yesterday we received a cheque for 
ten pounds from Home Snips, with a 
brief accompanying memo. saying that 
it was our share of a thousand-pound 
priz the last line of a limerick 
Competition 2,029. Our last line was 
printed at the bottom of the memo. : 


tor 


aring a hat.’ 


But Cumid was we 

That’s one of my lines,” said 
Edith [ remember it clearly.” 

Nonsense!’’ I said. ‘Although I 
don’t actually remember writing the 
line, it has a delicacy and point of 


which you are quite incapable. Eighty 
for me, I think, and twenty 


tor 


per cent 
pe! cent you 

If we can find the copy of Home 
Snips with the rest of the limerick in 
it,” said Edith can tell whose it 
was, because you always cut out the 
and | 


we 


coupons with a razor-blade 
always use scissors 

It was a long job to find the copy of 
Home Snips with Competition 2,029 
in it, and we had to get Gunhilda (our 
maid-of-all-work) to join in the hunt. 
At last she ran it to earth in the tool- 
shed, where it had been screwed up to 
make a stopper for a bottle of paraffin. 
We carried it into the study and spread 
it out on the table. There, sure enough, 





was Competition 2,029, with the coupon | 


missing, but it had been torn out. 
“That proves nothing,” said Edith 


But we can easily settle it by looking | 


at the envelope in which the cheque 
came. It will say either ‘Mr.’ or 
ee Ss 

“No good,” I said. “I looked at the 
envelope, but the name is blurred 
beyond recognition. In fact it might 


not be our name at all, though the | 


address is ours all right.” 

At that moment Gunhilda brought 
in the tea and told us that she had just 
seen this week’s Home Snips, and her 
name was down as the winner of ten 
pounds in a limerick competition. 

“T hope it wasn’t a liberty, Mum, 


she said to Edith, “ but I’ve been going | 
through the remains of the papers each | 


week, and any competitions you haven't 
bothered with I’ve had a shot at 
myself. 
poet, and I felt pretty certain my last 
line, ‘But Cupid was wearing a hat,’ 
would bring home the bacon.” 

I took the bacon from my pocket- 
book and handed it over with a sigh. 








“Summer PrResERvinc.” 
Newspaper Heading. 
You have to catch it first. 


I’ve always been a bit of a | 
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“Has BABY BEEN Goop, Wit1iamM?” 





Lat 


mE 


wil 


“Yes, Mum. SHe’s LAIN wi’ ‘ERSELF ALL MORNIN’ AND SHE NEITHER "UMPED NOR GRUMPED.” 








Our Booking-Office. 
(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 


The Lady of Canossa. 
fue scales are so heavily weighted against historical 





romance of an early and (to most of us) unfamiliar period 
that I feel I ought to congratulate Miss Heren C. Wurre 
on her exploit rather than dwell on its deficiencies. Not 


Built With Hands (Macumian, 8/6) is an American novel- 
st’s reading of the long quarrel (mainly over lay investiture 
ind similarly overlapping pretensions) that rent Church 
ind State in the Middle Ages. For us the feud spells 
Becker and Henry II. Miss Wuarre’s principals, how- 


ever, are the great Pope HiLpEBRaNp and his gallant ally 


the Countess Matitpa of Tuscany, champions of law, 
order, decency and pity inst the savagery and crude 
umbitions of the German Emperor and his adherents. As 
. brave indietment of the latter qualities and a sympathetic 
exposition of their antitypes the book is both distinguished 
ind interesting. It has, moreover, its moments of drama. 
One could hardly perhaps expect a successful adumbration 
of the dialogue of the period, though Maurice Hew err 
would have had a shot at it; but an Emperor who is allowed 
to stigmatise his adversaries’ policy as “a lot of rot’”’ leaves 
one sighing for the polite conventions of The Talisman. 


A Rural Rider. 
It is very pleasant to travel with Joun Byne, who 





became fifth Viscount TorrtneTon; at any rate through - 


the pages of The Torrington Diaries, of which the second 
volume (EYRE AND Sporriswoopk, 18/-) carries us into the 
Midlands and Lincolnshire. In actual life he must, though 
amiable, have been a companion somewhat pernickety, and 
was obviously happiest riding alone. He was a man of 
habit and of critical temper, finding much to dislike in the 
England of his day. A lover of the Gothic, he contemned 
the “ modern, frippery, Adamitic style” and was very severe 
on the nobility and gentry who neglected their estates 
for London and the watering-places, let even their ruins fall 
out of repair, and felled their timber to pay their debts. 
Though careful of his pence he would have been a zealous 
subscriber to those bodies which nowadays seek to preserve 
our monuments and rural amenities, and even our wild 
birds. But he wasnomereromanticantiquary and transcriber 
of epitaphs. The new industrial civilisation disquieted as 
well as disgusted him. He deplored the decay of the peasantry 
and the enclosure of the commons, and sensed a “ condition 
ot England” question, already growing urgent, fifty years 
before CARLYLE and Disraett. If he had a flavour of Perys 
he had also a tincture of Consett: he too animadverted 
upon the Wen. But he also cherished the gentler pursuits 
of Izaak Watton and Joan Crome—each with a measure 
of success. He was a very human and likeable man. 





A Byronic Odyssey. 

Apart from its kaleidoscopic setting, its glittering shifts of 
Eastern and Western scenery and society, there is little glam- 
our about the career of Janz Dicsy, Lady ELLENBOROUGH. 
Married at sixteen to a widowed roué, she is discovered at 
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| Am well content, as so is he 
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forty-six the wife of a Bedouin sheikh, 
three other husbands, uncounted lovers 
and half-a-dozen children having been 
outstriptontheroad. Miss E.M. Oppre, 
who has devotedly pieced together the fin 
story her heroine's family did its best 

to leave undocumented, protests that Tene 
her Portrait of lanthe (Carr, 12/6) bears yD. 

little resemblance to the portraits of 
other wealthy English adventuresses. | 
do not feel, however, that there is much 
to choose between HEsTER STANHOPE 
and Jang& DiaBy, though as the vamp of 
novels by Batzac and Lady Biessino- 
TON, the latter has undoubtedly received 
seant justice. A bright young thing of 
the Napoleonic post-war era, divorced 
at twenty-two for an Austrian count 
JANE had a chance of real happiness 
at Munich where her royal lover mar 
ried her to a gallant nobleman. From 
him, however, she fled with a Greek 
whose garden at Corfu still bears wit 
ness to one of the few gifts she turned 
to good account. 


A Mixed Creel. dy Be 
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Sell The Angler's Week-End Book 
Where the fly-rod’s beauty-curve is 
Where there ’s river, lake and brook 
Wherein two piscatologists 
(Who Moore and Taverner be) 
Display themselves anthologists 
With rights of piscary. 
They have bound for us a bouquet 
Of the sweetness of the year 
(Yet if you wish to cook a 
Fish your recipe is here), 
And here, in prose and poesy, 
Is much that’s new, and | 


Quite sure to be who'll buy; 


For our authors, by each new thing 
That they ’ve spotted in old tomes 

In their own display the sleuthing 
Of a Mister Sherlock Holmes ; 

A seller here they ll have, earner 
Of dividends for two; 

And thank you, Mr. TaveRNER, 
And, Mr. Moors, thank you. A 


tREST, SO WHY J 
Russia Again. 

In the ‘nineties General Warers was Military Attache 
at St. Petersburg for five years. Subsequently he was 
attached to the Russian Armies in the Russo-Japanese 
War, and in 1916 he returned once more to the Imperial! 
Headquarters for some months. Hence General WarErs 


| possessed exceptional knowledge of the old Russia and 
also of the Russian language. 


In 1934 his request to 
be allowed to visit Soviet Russia was finally granted by the 
Soviet Government, who do not seem to have placed any 
obstacles in the way of his seeing what he wanted to see. 
The result is an entertaining and instructive comparison 
between Russia Then and Now (Murray, 7/6), in which 
the General at times gave me furiously to think even if he 
also irritated me by his inability to stick to the point (He 
gratefully records that on a previous occasion Mr. Punch 
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Look HERE, OLD MAN, THIS IS ABSOLUTELY MY Fiitst 
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r PLAY THE GAME AND HELP ME TO MAKE IT A GREAT SUCCESS" 


eman 








pointed out the error of his digressive ways to him. As 
mentor Mr. Punch would have been better pleased to find 
his advice acted upon.) On the whole General Waters 
found a marked improvement in living conditions, and 
especially cleanliness, in Russia to-day as compared with 
Tsarist Russia. Indeed the only certain fact about Russian 
conditions seems to be that no two travellers are under 
any circumstances agreed about them. 





Passenger in Sail. 

There has been so much done lately in the way of 
‘writing up”’ life on board the few survivors of the world s 
sailing-fleets that it would be more than surprising if the 
subject had not to a certain extent begun to pall. It would 
be a thousand pities, however, if for that reason Commander 
C. M. Bourttn’s account of a homeward passage from 
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\ustralia in the Finnish barque “L’Avenir,” White Sails 
Crowding (JONATHAN Carn, 10/6) were to fail of an ade- 
juate audience, for it is a thoroughly readable and pleasant 
lescription of the life of a in sail, completely 
‘roe of the straining after sensation which marks a good 
‘any books of the kind. The writer has a nice natural 
manner and a keen capacity for observation, which he puts 
» good use in noting weather and bird-life as well as what 
voes on around him. He obviously undertook the voyage 
ie writes about simply and solely he loved the sea 
nd not with the ready-made intention of making a book 
.t all costs, and the result is a sincere and sound piece of 
work which may be confidently recommended to all lovers 
{ deep water ways. The pictures, reproduced from photo- 
yraphs, are good, though I confess to a déeply-rooted preju- 
dice against the modern style of marginless presentment. 


“Quat Say They? Lat Them Say——” 
Lord Frsmer inaugurated the habit (which lasted so 
ng) of high Naval officers manipulating the Press; 
Lady Wemyss’ book, The Life and 3 of Lord Wester 





iV emyss, O.C.B., ete. (Eyre AND SpoTriswoopkE, 21/-) recalls 





that unhappy ta, 7m 
Service standards. rd 
Wemyss would have none 
of it. As a very perfect 
ventleman of high breed- 
ing and knightly honour 
he disdained to notice the 
impaign which aimed at 
his supersession in his 
flice of First Sea Lord 

in office he filled so 
vell and loyally in the 
ice of political standards 
f morality and the dis- 
loyalty of arrivistes. Be- 
fore reading this book I 
aw Press headlines in 
reference to the Admiral’s 
remarks in his report of 
the signing of the Armis- 
tice, It is true that his L 








biographer mentions “his having been told things by two. 


vitnesses,” but “Rosy’’ Wemyss mentions neither in 
etter nor memoir any such incident. He was loyal both to 
eniors and juniors and concealed his feelings even if his 
lose following of Psalm XV. was not copied by others. 
\lways an optimist, but a leader as feared and loved as 
Nerson—well, my advice is read the book! 


“A Child Among Them.” 

As her publishers say of Lady Lonarorp’s new novel, 
Printed Cotton (MernvuEn, 7/6), “ this autobiography of an 
imaginary Lrish girl from childhood to marriage is a cheerful 
ind candid account of country life, school, a first love-affair 
with a hunting-man, and escape to post-revolutionary 
Dublin.” Certainly Bileen Cook has a great deal of casual 
random cheerfulness, and her candour reminds me of the 

hild in the HANS ANDERSEN story who remarked that the 
imperor had no clothes on, I like her rather similar 
comment to the woman who is writing a novel that cannot 
be shocking because it is “‘so subjective’ and “the un- 
derlying pattern is quite prim and Victorian, like a 
piece of needlework.” And I like her decision not to fall 
in love with an actor since “th might go wrong 
when we had not SHAKESPEARE to fall back on, because 
after all it was SHAKESPEARE who wrote the words.” 
\ctually | like everything «about . Bileen, - her naiveté 





Farmer. “ Dipn’t I PAY YOU TO KEEP THE CROWS OFF THIS CROP? ” 
Tramp. “WL, WHAT'S MY "AT AN’ COAT DOIN’ OUT THERE? ” 


mixed with sophistication, her attitude to highbrows and 
the startling things she says about herself and everything 
else. I only hope that Lady Lonororp will not. let her 
stay too long in the makeshift flat with the printed 
cotton curtains, for that is no place: in which to leave 
such a very amusing heroine. I shall watch her future 
career (as Headmasters say) with considerable interest. 





Devon and Cornwall. . 

Although Mr. R. A. J. WaLLine states that The West 
Country (BLacktn, 7/6) “cannot pretend to be a guide- 
book,” the fact remains that his generously illustrated 
volume is packed with carefully collected and selected 
information. Cornwall and Devon in the past have been 
treated rudely enough by authors who on the briefest 
acquaintance have exploited them, and it is a relief to 
find a book which gives a true picture of them and of their 
inhabitants. Mr. WALLING writes wittily and well, and the 
result of his energetic research will be widely appreciated 
both by natives and visitors. But why, 1 wonder, does 


he say that Land’s End “has been ruined by its own 
fame,” and then, in reference to Kynance Cove, ask if 


~) “ineffable beauty can be 
too popular’’? 


: A Varied Career. 

In relating Polycarp's 
Progress (HODDER AND 
Srovauton, 7/6), Mr. 
Victor CANNING has 
wisely abstained from 
being too vigorously 
amusing. John Polycarp 
Jarvis is, as he proceeds 
from humble beginnings 
to prosperity, a figure of 
fun, but he is not entirely 
ridiculous, and Mr, Can- 
NING deserves praise for 
resisting the temptation 
to make him a buffoon. 
The trouble with Poly- 
— nian O89 Was that, although 
he had both brains and originality, the art of concentration 
was unknown to him. So he jumped from one job to another 
until he met a man who more or less harnessed him. Mr. 
CANNING undoubtedly is a keen observer of the humorous 
side of life, and provided that he does not allow himself 
to become too farcical his future as an entertaining writer 
is, | dare to prophesy, assured. 








Mr. Punch on Tour. 





Tue Exhibition of the original work of Living Punch 
Artists recently held at the Punch Office will be on view 
at the Whitworth Art Gallery, Manchester, from July Ist 
to July 27th, after which it “will be shown at Gateshead 
and Burton-on-Trent. 

The Exhibition of Prints depicting humorous situations 
between Doctor and Patient is on view at Ye Olde Horsham 
Art Gallery until July 20th, after which it will be shown 
at Bath. : 

Invitations to visit either of these Exhibitions at any of 
these places will be gladly sent to readers if they apply to 
theSecretary, Punch Offices, Bouverie Street, London, E.C.4. 








Shoveha’penny Champion's Title. 
A metallurgist is a man who pushes. metal.”—Schoolgirl’s Answer. 
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| THE SILVER LINING. 


‘Iv is still raining, I see,” said the Recluse 
“ My dear Holmes!"’ said his Visitor, giving his oilskin a resounding smack, “you astound me!” 


water which has dripped from your ridiculous hat on to my highly-polished floor I should have been certain that 
it was still raining. It is always raining Night and day 4 

“A good tune that,” interrupted the Visitor, beginning to hum. 

“Day and night,” repeated the Recluse more loudly, 


in a word the most execrable summer within the memory of man.” 

“ Exactly a year ago,” observed the other mildly, “the temperature was, like myself, in the nineties. We were 
undergoing what is now called a Heat Wave. And we were not only hot but bothered. Restrictions of a new and 
galling kind were imposed upon our most intimate operations. Our cars, our gardens, to a certain extent our very 
persons were denied that meed of cleansing and refreshing water which is their due, It was intolerable. 


“You mean the drought ¢’’ : lo 
“Exactly. With your customary acumen you have hit upon the very word—the Great Drought. The 


himself was heard to say that the country needed rain. And at long last the country has got it. The ponds are 


full again, the streams prattle merrily between their banks, even the garden-hose may once more be brought into 
operation, weather permitting, with the full authority and approval of the Board. We should be profoundly thankful. 


“ Well, well,” said the Recluse with a slight sneer. [ congratulate you. If you can be grateful for the 
weather you can be grateful for anything. I suppose you look upon the present Government as a blessing sent 
straight from heaven ? ” ; 

“T am not sure,” smiled the Visitor, “that I would go quite so far as that. But I do think that they might 
have done a great deal worse. Certainly they might have done a great deal less. Whatever you may think of 
the India Bill x 

“ Never heard of it!” snapped the Recluse 

The Visitor stroked his long chin thoughtfully 





“There are undeniable advantages,” he sighed, “in being 














“I make no false claim to be an acute observer,” replied the Recluse sourly. “ Even without the pool of | 


it does nothing but rain. Retiring though I am in | 
my habits, I am still not so utterly withdrawn from the world as to be unaware that this is the foulest, the wettest | 


situation, you will remember, grew more alarming as the year went on, until the chief of the Metropolitan Water Board | 
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a recluse. But whatever may of the India Bill, at least. it is impossible to deny that it is a brave 
endeavour to tackle a most i the sheer bulk of the Bill, I am told, puts it in a class by itself. 
Lxegi monumentum,’ Sir Samurt Hoare might justly boast——” 

“| hate tags,” said the Recluse. : 

“ The Budget,” went on the Visitor - sesaelagy b “was satisfactory, and therefore almost unique among the 
Budgets of the world. Unemployment is decreasing, the re-housing scheme proceeds apace, a much-needed Speed- 
limit has been introduced, Trade has gone up, Telegrams have come down—— 

* And the Foreign Situation?” interrupted the Recluse with a yawn. 

“ Ah! there I it the position is not altogether so satisfactory. There has been a regrettable tendency on 
the part of the Powers to increase their armaments lately—all in the cause of Peace, you understand, but still a little 
disquieting. I am aware of the principle si vis pac—— Oh, very well, if you ’d rather do without it.” 

“ Who started all this?” : 

“It’s impossible to say really. You might as well ask me who started the Great War. Of course it was 
. bit surprising to wake up one morning and discover that Germany had acquired a conscript army and a large 

\ir Force more or less overnight; but it would be quite unfair to call that more than an immediate cause.” 

“ Still, we are pretty angry with them, I imagine? ” 

“ Well, no. You see we rather take the line that Germany has as much right to defend herself as any 
other nation, and we ’ve tried to meet her demands in a spirit of sympathy and understanding. I think she is 
vrateful for it. In fact I’ve every hope we are going to be really friendly.” 

“ That will please France, I don’t think,” observed the Recluse vulgarly. 

“ Well, I won’t deny that France has shown herself a tiny bit vexed at our attitude once or twice, but it’s 
nothing serious. She sets great store by our friendship, as we do by hers, and it’s only natural she should be 
ipset at the idea of sharing it with somebody else. Jealousy, you know. I take it as a compliment myself.” 

“Hum!” said the Recluse. “ Let ’s talk about the Jubilee instead.” 

“ Oh, so you have heard about that.” 

‘Heard about it!” said the Recluse angrily. “I saw the Procession! I ‘ve never been so excited and thankful 

id-—yes, and proud in all my life—proud of our country and ourselves and above all of our Kine.” 

“ And our QuEgn,” added the Visitor gently. «“* How lovely she looked, didn’t she, and how regal! And when one 
members all that she and His Masgsty have gone through together, how steadfast an example of courage and devotion 
ey have shown us all—is there any wonder that they have the hearts of their people so securely in their keeping?” 

There was a little silence. 

“ Yes, it ’s been a wonderful half-year,” said the Visitor at last. “I’ve got a little book here, as a matter of 
fact, he added-more briskly, “which might help you to understand something of what ’s been going on since the 
New Year. You ought to read it some time.” 

“I'd like to borrow it, if I may,” said the Recluse. 

‘I’m afraid I can’t let you have this copy. You see—you may think it rather curious, but to tell you 
the truth I’m going to offer it to—well, to the Sun.” 

“The Sun!” shouted the Recluse fiercely. “You must be out of your mind. Heaven knows there ’s no 
reason to go giving him presents.” 

“ Oh, I don’t know,” said the Visitor cheerfully ; ‘after all he did shine on Jubilee Day, didn’t he? Besides, 
| don’t want to boast, but I rather think he’s certain to start smiling again when he sees my 


One Hundred and Eighty-Erghth Volume.” 
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